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——̃ 2 — : ̃ ˙wĺ) - apes. war. & ——— lies. . & 88 22 Cz 
g £1 ”s = m i - 
WS Io Wy 
, * N 9 . - . * „„ „ 5 , . * _ : - 
” * . = - * - © - 0 1 5 ha: 2a: 
We hy : » | 
- : * 
3 = "4 
\ . 


PLAY 


— r - — PH 
2 W OTE 1 e,. 


- 
* 
* 


4 — — PILLAS 
— _ ' — 
— s b [+ 

— 1 * 

r — 

—̃ 

— 

— — 


U 


eee. 


. / / = 7 
9 . dv D A h 

WOT ee, = 
l VA in 1 5 


4. 
0 
1 
LU 


% 
— 
8 j 


[ 
Ul 
l * 4 


= 


15 


J 


I 


1 55 
41114 


j 
ly! 


. 
ww "ll 


U 


* . % * 
* » 
E 
4 * 3 
( > . - 
# i 
& * 
- 
* „ 
a pe 
% 
Lu 
* 
* 
© . - 
2 CH 
- . - 
. . © . 
S 7 
+ . . % » 
o . * - 
W PF 
. - * * * — 
- 
* 
- 4 © 
: % 
* 
— . 
Y E 
IS ; 
„ 
4 
* 
o * „ *% - 
£ i 4 453 V3 wy 
al : 1 
= — * 4 1 
. 
19 
bs K - 
75 8 
: * : 5 
— 2 
= 3 X 2 
— — — — 
- * 5 | ; 
* 1 : 1 
963  '& 3 4 
# + ® - 
\ . S - 
. - 1 - 
= * o : 53 
. * 1 
* — 
* 
* 
rinted in E IEA R: : . 
1 
ez * 
a 
\ 17 
— / . Lo 
* , * * 
3 x 
a 1 1 
. 1 5 
- 
s 
1 * 
FT: . 
17 
19 


= 


P 


_w— 8 


Pramatis 8 Perſon e 
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Finanz King of Navarre. 


ill, three Lords attending wor bs, 


2 8 King in his Retirement. 


Boyet, 2 Lords attending upon the Princeſs of 
Macard,” $ France- | 
Don Adriana de Armado, fe * 
Nathaniel, 4 Curate. 

Dull, A Conſtable, | 1 . 

Hoſofernes, 4 School maſter. fs — 

4 
a 


Coftar d, .A Clown. OY . ff 
Moth, Page zo Don Adriana de Armado. 


b 1 x 4 — 


Prince /i of France. | 
Roſaline, 
Maria, 2 attending pax Prins 


Catherine, F +} 
J „ 4 Conntry Wench, 3 - 5 1 


Officer and others Attendants upon th King 
: and Princeſs. 2 . 


80 EN E the King of 7" ll 
Palace, and t | 


f Lows Laue to 1. 


| : ack 4 
* . 


ACT 12 SCENE 1. 


| + Enter the King, Biron, Longavile 1 ORE 

| | 7 

| NN 

; — — ET Fame, that all hunt 7 in 

; 5. Lives; | F - 
Live regiſtred upon i Mate 


5 9 55 And then grace us in 71} N 
| = Death: 1 19 12 

. BY = — Wen ſpight f GAIT 4 
5 | | me, 
} Th Endeavour of this preſent Breath may bu 

3 That Honour which ſhall bate bis ben, L (Lage, © 


| And make us Heirs of all Eternity. 
4 Therefore, brave Conquerors, for ſo you ard at 0% 640 
5 That war againſt your on Affectio ns 
7 And the h huge Army of — World's Deſires, he Wü 
5 Our late Edict ſhall * ſtand in force 
| Navarre ſhall be the me of the World, + { DR 
Our Court ſhall be a little Academy, * 
Still and contemplative in living Arts. * 
You three, Biron, Dumais and TLongavile. 


BIS 
Have ſworn for three Years Term to live- with me 
LY My Fellow Scholars, and to thoſe Statufes , 
| That are recorded in this Sch here, 
Vol. II. 9a 4 Ter 


R 
| 


— 2 


oE 


: 


”- 


'That\ bis dern Hand may fifike' his Honour down, 

t violates the ſmalleſt Branch herein: 
Jeu re armed to do as fworn to do, 
ide to your deep Oaths, and keep 


e M 
Fat Paunches have lean Pates; and dainty Bits 
Mike rich the Ribs, but bankerout the Wits, 
' Dam. My loving Lord, Damain is mortifyd: 
The groſſer manner of theſe World's Delights, 
He throws upon the groſs World's baſer Slaves: 
To Love, to Wealth, to Pomp, 1 pine and die; 
With all theſe living in Philoſoph 7. 
- . Biron. 1 can but {ay their Proteſtation ober, 
So much (dear Liege) | have already ſworn, 
Tlartis, to live and ſtudy here three Years; 
But there are other ſtrict Obſeryances; © | 
As not to ſee a Woman in that Term, 
Which 1 hope well is not enrolled there. 
And one Day in a Week to touch no Food; 
Ku bat one Meal on every Day befide; 
The which I hope is not enrolled there. $i 


ern Laboaredefe 

ths ure ipaſt, and now ſubſcribe your Names: 

the em toe, 

T-am-refolv'd; tis but a three Tears Faſt: | 
nd Thall banquet, tho" the Body pine; 


my 


And then to ſleep but three Hours in the Night, ; 


hen I was wont to think no harm a 

And make a dark Night too of half the Day; 
Which I hope well is not enrolled there. 

O, theſe are barren Tasks, too hard to keep; 


Not to ſee Ladies, ſtudy, faſt, not ſleep. | 


Xing. Your Oath is paſt to paſs.away from theſe, 


Andinot be: ſeen to wink of all the Dayy. * 
| Night, © 


= 
— 


4 


Biron. Let mo ſay no, my Liege, and if you pleaſe; = 


L only ſwore to-fludy-with your Grace, 

And ſtay here in your Court for three Years Space. 

Tong. You {wore to that Biron, and to the reſt. 
Biron. By yea and nay Sir, then 1 ſwore in jeſt, 


. What is the End of Study, let me know? 


1 King, Why chat to know wbich elſe we ſhould not 


eine vionry 


n — 
rr - — ot 


. « % # F v 
. 44 « ©© 4 4 cf 6 3's 2 i 
- 
2 2 *, "7 8 
F140) 4 4 t% „ * * 
— ' - 


7 7 275 * 
. 


Or 1 too hard a keeping Oath, 


So ere you find where Light in Datknels ly 


Study is like the Heaven's glorious Sun, 
That will not be deep ſearch'd with {awcy 
Small have continual Plodders ever won, 
Save baſe Authority from others Books. Il 

\ Theſe earthly Godtathers of Heaven's Ly . 

That give a Name to every fixed Star, 

' Have no. more Profit of their Shining Night, 

Than thoſe that walk, and wot not what 4 ae. 
4 Too much to know, is to know nought bi na | 
1 Godfather can give a Name. 4 | 


that is Study! $ Cod. like $107! 2 
—_— Ti on then, I will ſwear to 10, 


To know the Thing 1 am forbid to know ; f 

And thus te ſtudy where I well may ae, 
When I to faſt cxpreſly am forbid: 

Or ſtudy where to meer ſome Miſtreſs fine, 

When Miſtreſſes from common Senſe are” 


reak ir, and not break my Troth. U 
IS s Gain be thus, and this be } 
nows that which yet it doth not 
— me to this, and I will ne er ſay no. 
King. Theſe be the Stops that hinder Stud uite, - 
And train our Intellects to vain Delight. 
© Biron. Why? all Delights are vain, and t 
Which with Pain purchas'd, doth inherit Pai 
As painfully to pore upon a Bock, | 
To ſeek the Light of Truth, while Truth hide. 
Doth fally'blind the Bye-ſight of his 1 
[5 


Light ſeeki Light, doth Light be 
Your Light.grows dark by loſing of yeur Ejes. - 
Study me how to pleaſe the Eye indeed, 
ing it upon à fairer Eye; q 
by.” 


Fe 


* * 


Vid dazling fo, that Eye ſhall be his h 
And give him Light that it was blinded 


1 


w well he's read, te reaſon 
mow. "Proceegen well, 212 
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ff 
. 
& 


- 
— 


- 
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Us 
| 
* \ 
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11 
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; _vile - - 
K 14 ” * . 


10 Tovt's Labour's bft. 


Hath this been proclaimed ? 


— 


Long. He weedsthe Corn, ++: PP 


5 Biron. The Spring is near ads Green Geeſe are a 


breeding. 8 | : 
Dam. How follows that? | i ENS if 
Biron. Fit in his Place and Time. e IAEA js 
Dum. In Reaſon nothing. TRE 
\Biron. Something then in Rhime. 
» Biron is like an envious ſneaping » Froſt, 
That bites the firſt-born Infants of the Sing, 


Ziron. Well, ap I am; 35 eee | 


Before the Birds have any Cauſe to ling? 


Why ſhould I joy in any abortive Birth? 


At Chrifimas I no more deſire a Roſe, e e 
Than wiſh a Snow in May's new-fangled Shows: 4 
But like of each thing that in Seaſon grows. 

So you to ſtudy now it is too late, 1 


| That were to %imb o'er the Houſe tunlock the Gate. 
F King. Well, Aud e Adieu. 


Biren. No, haye ſworn to ſtay with you 
And though 1 have 870 Barbariſm ſpoke more, 

Than for that Angel 9 you can ſay, 

Yet confident III have ſwore, _ 

And bide the Penance of Fc three Years Day. 

Give me the Paper, let me read the ſame, 

And to the ric Decrees I'll write my Name, 


| King, How well this yielding reſcues thee from Shame: 


Biron. Item, That no Woman ſhall come within a Mile 
of my Court, ” 2 
Four Days | | 
* Lets fe the Penalty. 3 | 
pain of To | e it 

Who devis d 15 5 oo 

Long. Marry that did I. 

Biron. Sweet Lord, and why? . | 

Long, To fright them hence with that dread Penalty; 


A dangerous Law agaidſt Gentility. 


kem, If any Man be ſeen to talk with a Woman 


within the term of three Years, he ſhall endure. ſuch | 


poblick'Shame as the reſt of the Court ſtall Joly de- 
An 


| way I 71 tn tf: TY a. — en ee & oath n I 


; I'M 
E 


iy 4 


ie 


n 
h 
— 
8, 


Ius ieee "I 
By, »» This Article my Liegs your elf $601 


For u }ll you know here comes in Em 
The 2 — King's Daughter, with your 1 W 


- A Mai of Grace and compleat Majeſty, 


About Surrender u of am 5:1 N v hun 
.To hr derrick, bed-rid Father: 2 0 f 


T e the Article is made in yain, 
Or comes the admired Princeſs hither. " ; 
Lag, What ſay you, __—_— Y * is 
1 Study ever more is | anerſhot;; | . Ad 
While it doth 2 e vec _ it it would, of | nal 
It: doth for ſyrget to 79 Wat? 
100 when, 1 it bath the thing it — h$OK 
Tis wo as Towns with Fire; ſo won, ſo lo 
King. We muſt of Force diſpence any pd 
She muſt lye here on meer NeceGity, yr. 
Biron, Neceſſity will make us all 8 FE 
Three thouſand times within this three Years ſpace: - 
For every Man with his Affects is born: 


Pao... 
= 
- 


2 


117 ght maſter d. but ſpecial Grate. Ape 1 | 
47 


Faith, this Word break = me, 
2 for . on meer Neceſſit. 

to the Laws at large I write m Name, * 1 
And he that breaks them in the Degreę, fi * 
Stands in Attainder of eternal — aw Fog Te AF 

Sugpeſtions are to others as to me; 11 

1 believe although. I feem fo loth; + 
I am the kaſt that will laſt keep his Oak 


rs is there no quick Recreation granted? 


. Ay char there is; our Court you dow. \ haunted 
With 2 Conceited Traveller of 8 1 

A Man in all the World's new Faſhions Planted, 

That hath a Mint of Phraſes in his Brain: - - 

One whom the Muſick of his own vain Tongue, 

Doth raviſh like inchanting Harmony: to 
A Man of Camplements, whom Right and Wron; 

Have choſe an Umpire of their Mutiny. : 
This Child of of Fancy, that Arma — xp 


For 188 


42 = 


— 


12 Dor Balou Toff. 
In rn Words the worth of menge Knight : 
-From 2205 loſt — World's On” be 
How" Lo Luo not, ; Th 221 
But 1 — I 2 — 178 2 2 1608 . 
And I will uſe him for m Minſtelfe, J e 
Biron. Armado\s'a mot ituſtrions Wight, , 
A man of Fire, new Words, Faſhiems own” os 
Long. Caſtard the Swain, and be, Mall be our Hen, 
Ad io to ſtudy, three Years i dat ſhort. | 
Entgr Dull aud Colidrd'with's Letter. © 
Dull. Which is *the'Duke'sown'Perfon ? 4 wrt 
Biron. This, Fellow, whatwoaold #2" oo) 
Dull. I my ſelf dihisown Perſon; fort am 6 bio 
Grace's Thar Ber 1 udn own Perſonin 
- Fleſh and Blood; oo & = 
_ Bien: Wu dhe. 279 | 
Dull. Signior Ade, r 14 
There's Villanywabroad;; this Letter will tell you were, 
Coffs>Sir, the \Contempts thereof are 4s touching me. 
Eig. A Letter rom he magmifcent Am. 
„ iran. How d ſoever. we? Matter: ; Fliope: iq Gia fi 
high Words:: 
Long. A higb lere eee ee, ps 


9 


Patience. 2 
Biron. To === hearing. 
30 0 n modernity, or to 


— R * be it 26 the Stile all give us eauſe to 
climb in the Mertineſs. 
Al. The matter is to e e concerning 


* Biron. In what manner? 
. Coff. In manner and | form, following, Sir, all chose 
three. I was ſeen wich her in the Mannor-houle, fittivg 
with her upen the Form, and taken following her into 
the Park; which put t ether; Se for m fol- 
. Not Sir, fot the manner: la the manner of a 

© Man foſpeakto a/Womany'forcthe form, in ſome form. 

. iron. For POE oe: None! 


A * 1 


The manner of it is, L Was taken Wich the Mr. 7 


a — 


) i 
= © 


13 x | . l 
Do v 5 L. 13 
* l ſhall follow in my aud God de- 3 


the 
Xi "Mn Il you bear this Letter with Ackention? 
An As we would hear an Oracle. 

9 Such is the Simplicity of Man to earkenafterthe 


Ger Deputy, the Welkis's Vie , and fole Do- | 
Fig minator of Navarre, my Souls ; — 


Patron — 
| "ge Moes Word of Cofardyet. 
' 8 18; — 
| EI 


. Be to me, and every Man that not N 
King. No Words, 5 2 

cn. Of other Mens Secrets I beſeech fu. 
King. So i is, beſieged with ſable. 
Aid commend the black oppraſing Humour 
e Phyſick ak r A all nts Air; and 
22 The Time when 
Hour, when Beaſts moſt graze, Birds beſt . 
down to that Nouriſhnent which is call d & 
for the Time when. Now for the Ground whid: 
I walkt upon; it is ycleped, thy Park. Then for the Place where, 
where I mean I did incounter that obſcene and moſs prepoſte. 
rous Event that draweth from my Snow-white Pen the Ebon- 
colour d Ink, which here thow wieweſt. beholdeſt, ſurveyeſt, or 
. ſeeſt. But tothe Place where: It : ſtandeth North North Eaſt 
oy and by Eaſt from the Weſt corner of . thy. curious knotted Gar- 
* den. There did I ſee that lo. ſpirited S main, that a worms Mi- 


1 
about the ſixth 
, and Men fit 


now 32 Mirth, (Coſt. Me ?) that unlett 1 N 
ſe Soul, (Coft. Me 2) that Dalby Vaſſal, (Coſt. Sti me?) which 
4:4 as remember hight Coitard, (C O me!) fanted and con- 


bY forted 8 to thy — Sj qi Elic and continent 


Canon: Which with — O with — but this 1 oP 
£ 40 ſay wherewth : | 40%"! * 
Re CM. With a Wench. 0 


1168 King. With a Child of our Grandmother "cM 4 8 


"300 | er, for thy more waderſtanding, a Woman; T En. 


So . 
o * 


1 — 


= . Liovs'n Labour's bft. * 
| tricks me on) have. ſent to thee, Pa le 
1 the meed of l ſweet Grace's Officer Agchony 
Dull, s Man of good repute, carriage, bearing and. imat 
Dull. Me, by ſhal por you? Iam Ambony Dull. 
King. For * pi 70 is the weaker Veſſel.” 'calt'd ) 
which 7 a with the a + wp Swain, I keep ani 
- veſſel of thy Laws fury, 2 all at the leaft of thy ſwett 
ice, bring ber to # Trial. Thine m all complements of devoted 
9 rx oo * 
Don Adriana de Amade. 


ever I heard 
King. Ay the beſt for the work. But Sor, wht 
to this? | 
= Sir, I confeſs the Wench. 4:44. 
Did you hear the Proclamation? 7: - 
1 do confeſs much of the te i it, bar little of 


— 
— 
. , 


* king of it. 

© "King. It was proclaim'd a Year's Imprifoamenttobets 

ken with a "Wench. 2 
gf. In taken with none, Sir, [ was taken wich a 

Damoſel. . 2 
Fung. Well, it was proclaimed Dam W. in 


Coft. This was no Damoſel neither, Sir, ſhe wis a 
= It is ſo varied too, for it was prbelaim d Virgin. 
l 


a Maid.- | 
This Maid will not ſerve your turn, Si. 6 
N This Maid will ſerve my turn, Sir. 0 
© King. Sir, I will pronounce Sentence; you fall faſt a 
"Week with Bran and Water. 
-  Coft. I had rather pray a Month wich Marton and Por 


idge. 
And Don Armado ſhall be your Keeper. 
20 Biron, ſee him deliver'd o Jer, "oft 
— o we Lords to put in practice that 


a 3 In lay my Head to any good Man's Hat; 
Theſe Oaths and Laws will 1 855 idle Scorn. 1 
. Ann, come on. e. 


Bren. This i isnot fo well aLiook'd for but the beſt that | 


fit were, I deny her Virginity: 1 was taken with | 


each to other Kath ſo ſtrongly ſwora, L [Exeunt; 


x 
Pp 
. 


_ 1 do aythouyer quickin Anſivers 4 
4 my Blood. 


Lovs's Labour“ | boj 


ns 
Cofs. 1 ſuffer for the Truth Sir: For is, I was 
taken with Faquenetta, and Faquenetta, is a ti Girl; and 
therefore welcome the ſour Cup of Pro wo * Affliction 
R and hey yn Sorrow. 
| ILeunt. 
1 Euler Armado A = | 
am. what is it when a Man 
grows Melanchol Wy — wal 


Moth, A great dg, Sir, that he will look Rl. 
Arm. Why? Sadneſs is one and the ſelf⸗ bein 


. No, no, O Lord Sir, no. # ; 
Arm. Her cant houpart Sane and Melancholy 


cking, oy 
jor? © 


J tender Fuvenile? 


B of the 


h ior? Wh oh 
1 1 I Wes 


| tough Signs 


Moth, And I tough Signior, as an e co 
your old time, which we may name tough, *. 
em Pretty and apt. E 
_ Moth. How mean you, Sir, I pretty, and my Szyi 
or I apt, and my Saying pretty ?? 1 
Arm. Thou pretty, becauſe little. | 
-Moth. Little pretty, becauſe. little; wherefo 
Am. And 3 apt, becauſe quick. 


* Moth. Speak ba Mow in my Praiſe, Maſter? 
Arm. 1 gn Praiſe. 
Moth. Hel gts in Eel with the fame 


Arm. What? that an Eel is ingenious. 
3 That an Eel is quick. 


Moth. 1 am 2 Sir, 
Am. | love not to be croſt. 
Moth. He ſpeaks the clean contrary, croſſes e ot bim. | 
"OW Ihare * to ftudy three Years wi cht Duke. 
"I 92 . — 


3. ; * 


7 * Levi's Dato mf: | 
3 22 You | do it in an hour, Sir. . 


2 How many is one thiice teld? . 
n. Lum ill at reckoning, i frtheSprie ofa Taptter, 


* 


Nah. You are a Gentleman and a Gameſter. 
n. I confels both, they are both the Varniſhof a 
_ "*ecompleat Man 
Moth, Then I, am 88 
Baum of deuce-ace amounts to. 
. It doth amount to one e 


N Hey why Bir, is this ſuch x piece of 8 
bere's three died ere Pk thrice wink; and how 
eue it is to put Tears to the Word three, and ftudy three 
Years in two lg Sr the Dancing-horſe will Or 

m. A moſt fine Figure. 
os; To Ogre you a Cypher. | 

82 hereupon confeſs Fi Lover. Kann 
r Soldier to . + am I in love Weh 4 baſe 
Wench. If drawing my Sword ſt the Humour of 

„Affection, would deliver me from the reprobate Thought 
of it, I wotild take DefirePrifoner, and ranſom him to Er 
French Courtier for a new devis d Curtſy. I think Scorn 

do fiph, methinks 1 fhould out- ſvyear Cupid. * 

me, Boy: What great Men have been in Love? 
Moth. Hercules, Mafter. 


: K 


name more; and ſweet my Child, kt them 2 of 
good Re pute and a 
Moth. Sampſon, Maſter, *be-was'a Man ef 200d Os 
. great Carriage; for he carried the Torn Gates on Bc 
e a Porter, and he oF > — N ee 

1 Am. O well knit Sam ong- Sam I do 
- excel thee in my Rapier, as 3 bee 

in Gates. I — in Love too. Who was dee, Love 


my dear Moth. 
Moth, A Woman, Maſter. 8 a ry 
- Arm. Of what a e * 


— 


of the four. | 5 


— ——v 2 — J 
1 N 


1 ieee 1 


Am, Moſt ſweet Hereutes! More Atithority, e | 


ha 
Re 
5 
„ 


= 


Saz 


13 
1 


ISF. © 8 


F 


Ld vs V Labour loft. 


Arm. Tell me preciſtly-of what _ 
Moth, Of the Sea-water Green, Sir. 
Arm. ls that one of the four Complexions? 
Moth. As Þ have read, Sir. and the beſt of them 
Am. Green, indeed, is the Colour — + (8 
—— Love of that Colour, methinks Sampſem had 
Reaſon for it. He ſurel affected her for her Wit. 
- Moth. It was fo, Sir, for ſne had. a green Wit. 
An. My Love is moſt immaculate White and 


Moth, "Moſt immaculate Thoughts, - Maſter;are msk d 


under ſuch Colours. 
' Arm. Define, define, well educated Infant 
Moth. My Father's Wit and my Mother's T 


1 2555 Sweet Invocation of a Child, * ar. 

ical! * 5 
Moth. If ſhe be N. of White and Red. 

Her Faults will ne'er be knowyn; N 

For bluſhing Cheeks by Faults are bred, "£8 

And Fears by pale white ſhawn; * . 

Then if ſhe —ç or be to blame, 5 

Ny this you ſhall not knovv, ; 

boy ſtilL-ber -Cheeks poſſeſs the fame, 
hich Native ſhe doth owe. 

« & -— EG e he Buca. 
Arm. le there not u Ballad, Boy, of the King god the 


—— 


Beggar 7 
Moth. The World was guilty of ſuch a Ball d-ſome- 


three Ages ſince, bat I think now tis not to be ſ und; or 
if it were, itwould neither ſerve for the i vor the 


Arm. I will have that Subject newly writ that-T 
may example my Digreſſion by ſome 
Boy, I do love that Country Girl that I took in the 
— et the Rational Hind ' Coftavd ; r 
we | 

Moth. To be whipp'd, and yet a better Love n 
Master. 

, my Spirit row hey in Lo: 1. 


t 
N N 


I 


'Prefadent. 


- 
- : 
- 


18. - Love's Labour's laſt. 
Moth. And that's great Marvel, loving a light wend 
Arm. 1 7 ling. 
Afoth. Fo till this company be paſt. | bits 
| Enter Coſtard, Dull, Jaquenetta and Maid. 
Dull. Sir, the Duke's Ple is, that you 'keep Coftard 
fafe;'end you mult let him take no Delight, nor no Pe- 
nance, but he muſt faſt three Days a Week; for this Dam- 
ſel, I muſt keep her at the Park, ſhe is allow d for the 


FFF 2B 


Per. are you well. . 
Arm.-1 do betray my ſelf with bluſhing : oro | 
T L 
Faq. Ma 1 will er. * 
Jul. That's here bp. M&M 
Arm, I know hos it is fiuge er 
- Faq. Lord how wiſe e e ntl 
Arm. 1 will tell thee — ag 0 92 
Faq. With that Face? © N in. 
Arm. Irre G "7 : : ; ; . J. 
Sol A 7 6. 3000 {tf wo? 
22 eee 1 [34 rods 4 Ow 
 _- Fair Weather after you. & 151069? t 1 EE 
Come mn / tta, away. | — 


illain thou ſhalt faſt for thy Offence de 0 * 

be pardons 0 

A, Well, Sir, Loge when To 0 hall do'iton b 
full Stomach. 


. Thou ſhalt be heavily puniſh'd. - 

Coft. 1 am more beund to you than your Fells fos 
they are but lightly rewarded. 

Am. Take away this Villain, ſhat him up. 

Moth. Come you tranſgreſſing Slave, awa 
R You 


| Pim. No, Sir, that were faſt and looſe; thou ſhalt to <4 
at 

Coſt. well if ever 1 do 6 the merry Days of Dec Tha 
dien that I have ſeen, ſome ſhall ſee — Be n 
Ab. What ſhall cme fee? | | f As} 


Ct. Nay nothing, Maſter Moth, e look Whe 
upon. . — — what thy lk And 


1 and N 


wil: 
/ * 
* 


a 7 7 


= 
” 


- Cupid's But-ſhaft is too hard for Hercules Club, and there- 
fore too much odds for a Spaniard's Rapier ; the firſt and 


. 
* 
18 


And prodigally gave them all to you. 


Lovz*s Labour's loſt, 19 


and therefore I will ſay nothing; I thank God, F have 26 
little Patience as Man, and therefore I can be 


quiet, 1 

Am. I do affect the very Ground (which is baſe) where 
her Shoe (which is baſer) guided by ber Foot (Which is 
baſeſt) doth tread. I ſhall be forſworn, which 5 a great 
Argument of Falſhood, if 1 Love. And hovy cz that be 
true Love, which is falſly attempted? Love is a iliar, 
Love is a Devil; there is no evil Angel but ve, yet 
Sampſon was ſo tempted, and he had an excellent Strength; 
yet was Solomon ſo ſeduced, and he had a very good Wit: 


ſecond Cauſe will not ſerve my turn; the Paſſado he reſpects 
not, the Duells he regards not; his Diſgrace is to be call d 
Boy; but his Glory is to ſubdue Men. Adieu Val ur, ruſt 
Rapier, be ſtill Drum, for your Manager is in Lt je; yea, 
he loveth. Aſſiſt me ſome extemporal God of R me, for 
I am ſure I ſhall turn Sonnet. Deviſe Wit, mh * 52 
for I am for whole Volumes in Folio, 4 7713 tt 


> * 
1 
# "> 


"ACT I. SCENE 


nter ths Privceſs of France, Roſaline, Maria, Ca 
Boyet, Lords and other Attendants. 


Beyet. Ni OW, Madam, ſummon up your deareſt) Spirits, 
N Conſider whom the 3 Father fendsz 
To whom he ſends, and vwhat's his Embaſſy. 1 520 
Your ſelf, held precious in the World's Eſteem, * _ 
To parley with the ſole Inheritor Rae toll 
Of all Perfections th at a Man may owe, ; 
Matchleſs Navarre; the Plea of no leſs weight 
Than Aquitain, a Dowty for à Queen. 1 
Be now as prodigal of all dear Grace, 1 
As Nature was in making Graces dear. | 


—J — 


When ſhe- did ſtarve the general World beſide, |; 


& Love Laon lf. 
m. Good Lord Boyer, my Beauty . — vive aver, 


New not the painted flouriſh of 
Beauty is bought by Ju . =, 


Not arer d __ mn K. 
I am Jeſs proud to vou t : 
Than you much willing | | " 
In ſpending thus your Wit in Praiſe: ate. N Of 
But no to task the Tasker; good Boyer. 8 M. 
Fou are not ignorant, all- telling Fame Fo 
Doch noiſe abroad, Naverre hath made a Vow, An 
Till paiuful study ſhall out- wear three Years, 11 
No Woman may approach his ſilent Court; | An 
Therefore to us ſeemeth ita needful courſe, Is 
Before we enter his ſorbidden Gates, . a 
To know his Pleaſure; and in that behalf, 9 * W. 
Bold of your Worthineſs, we ſingle you Bit 
As our beſt" moving fair Solliciter.. N Wi 
Tell him the — ter of the King of France, Wn 
On ſerious Buſineſs, craving quick Diſpatch, His 
Importunes perſonal Conference with bis Grace. Fer 
Ha — — ſo much, while we attend, Tk 
Like bumble viſag d Sutors, Us fiiph will Wh 


Boyet. Proud of Imployment, willingly T'g0s Cel. = 


| Nin. All Pride is wühng Pride, and 1 
* Who are the Votaries, my loving Anc 
bo - That are Vowefellows wich this von Duke . _ 
Prin. Know you the Man?- * 
_ Afar. I new him, Madam, at a Marriage ren wi 
"pw Lord Perigere; aud the beauteous Haw | A 
Of Jaques Pnalcunb ridge folemnized. 
In Nor mau e I this 'Longazile; 


A Man of Sovereign Pares hh is eſteem dd; 
Well fitted in the Arts, drious in Arms, 
Nothing becomes him ill that he would well, 
The only. Soil of his fair Virtues 'Gloſs, 
Elk Virtue's Gloſs will fain with any Soil,) 
;4 Is a ſharp Wit matchid with tos blunt a Will; 
Whoſe 
- It ſhould 
ERAS 


hath Power'te-cut,»>whofe Will ſtll'vills 
Prin, 


- 
n, 


0 


Lov * Laluur 1. 1 


Mar. They ſay ſo moſt. ge — moſt his Hum 
Prin. Such ſhort-liv'd Wits do Wither as they grow. 


TED Oo 
- Cath, The young Dumain, a well n ion: 
Of all that. Urne ve. for Virtue: loyd. * 


Moſt Power to do maſt harm, leaſt knowing i 
And Shape to win Grace, tho! he bad no, Wit. | . 


For he hath Wit ta make an ill Shape good. 


I ſaw him at the Duke Alanzon's oe s]] k 
Aud nch tea Rene af mae n "tk | 
Is my Report to his great Worthine(s. — DE 


22% Took Another of theſe Students at that time, 
Was there witly him, as I have heard a Truth; 
iron they call him: But a merrier Man, 1 
Within the Limit of becaming Mirth, 4 
I never ſpent an Hour's Talk withal. | 
His Eye begets occaſion for Wit, 18: 
For every Object that the ane doth ach. 1 
The other turns to a Mirth-moving Jeſt. 


4 1 
Which his fair-Toogue:(Canceit's. | wt | 
Dilivers in ſuch apt and Words. 
That aged Ears play Truant 6k: his er, : 0 
And-younger. H are quite raviſhed ; _ 
So ſwert and va is his Diſcoumſe. a 
Pri, God bleſs my Ladies, ra al in — 2 
That every one her on hath garniſhed 8 
With ſuch bedecking Ornaments of fee, 
Mar- 3 134 1 5 
Prin. Naw, wer 5 Lard?... "BR? 
Boyer. Navarre. had Notice of yaur fir App \L 
And he and his Competitors.in Oath, LORE 


Were all addreſt to meet you, gentle Lady, 
Before I came: Marry del. have leurnt, 
He rather means to vou in the Field. 

Like one that comes here to . his Court, | 
Than ſeek a Diſpenſation for his Oath, ' 
To let you enter his ENTS IPOS: | 
NY — Navarre. | 1 


22 Love's Labour*s hoſt. 
— Mufoy” "the King, hs At repeee Biron, and At 


Yar 


" Fair Princeſs, welcome to cen e 


Prix. Fair I give you back again, and welcome | have not 
yet: The Roof of this Court is too high to be yours, and 


welcome to the wide Fields, too baſe to be mine. 
- King. You ſhall be welcome, Madam, to my Court. 
Prm. I will be welcome then; conduct me == 10 
King. Hear me, dear Lady, I have {worn an Oath. 
Frin. Our Lady | help . he'll be forſwrorn. 
Not for tha Wort, fair Madam, by my Wil. 


Trin. Why, wil ſhall break its will, and nothing elſe. 0 
King. Four Lady ſhip orant what it is. . 


Prin. Were my 1 4 is Ignorance were wile, 
Where now his Knowledge muſt prove I N 1 
I hear your Grace hath ſWorn out Houſe- nil 
*Tis r a 


And Sin to break it. 2 Sat TH 


But pardon me, 1 am too ſudden bold, - 948 
E we un Ten a 
ouchſafe to ay-coming, ed daft vw 
And ſuddenly wr noo os Sai, 10 eri 
King. Madam, I will, if ſuddpaly 1 may. 4 147 

Prin. You will the ſooner I were away, 

For you'll prove perjur'd if yo make me ſtay, 
Biron. Did not I dance wah you in Brabant once? 
, Roſs. Did not I dance with u in Brabaur once? | 
Roſs. How needleſs was it to ack the Queſtion? 
= I ouſt net be ſo quick. (ON 

is long © that ſpur me uch Queſtions. 

Bir. Your Wit's hos 2 25 too faſt, I tire, 
Roſa. Not LEO ee Miro.” fl 
Bien. What Time a Day? | 

Roſa. The Hour that Fools ſhould zk. | 

Biron. Now Fair befall your Mask. 

Roſa. Faif fall the Face it covers, 

Birox. And ns 940} Dee ee ee 
Roſa. Amen, ſo you be none * 1 85 er 
„ Nay then will Ie e. Fg 4201063 21334 


enen 


* 


EY FE; * 


Love! s Labour's. 7 


Xing. Madam, your Father here doth intimate * 
The Payment of a hundred thouſand Crowns; 1 
Being but th' one half of an intire Sum, ©, 
Disburſed by my Father in his Wars. \ r 
But ſay that he, or we, as neither have, 4 
Receiv'd that Sum; yet there remains unpaid _ F 
A hundred thouſand more; in Surety of the which, ; 
One part of Aquitain is bound to us, 1 
Although not valu'd to the Mony's worth. 1 
If then the King our Father will reſtore [EEE 
But that one Ha yo hich is unſatisfy d. 
We. will give up our Right iff Aquitain, :% 
And hold fair Friendſhip with his Majefty : 

But that it ſeems he little 893 * 
For here he doth demand to have repaid 

An hundred thouſand Crowns, .and not r 

One Payment of an hundred thouſand Crowns, 
To have his Title live in Aguitain; 

Which we much rather had de pore with 

And have the Mony by our Fa . 7 
Than Aquitain, ſo Evelded as it is. 

Dear Princeſs, were not his Requeſts ſo far 
From Reaſon's yielding, your fair ſelf ſhonld * 
A yielding oft (ome Reaſon in my Breaſt, 
223 ſatisfied to France again. 

Prim. You do the King my Father too mach 
And wrong the Reputation of pe 83 A 
In ſo unſeeming to confeſs Recei 721 
Of that which hach ſo faithfully been 

King. 1 do proteſt T never heard of 5 
And it i Yori it, II | repay it back, 

Or Yield up Autan. | 
Frin. We arreſt.your Word: 
804 you can produce e. 
or ſuch a Sum, from ſpecial * 
Of Charles his Father. 10 | | 

King. Satisfie me | 

Boyer. So pleaſe our n ME is not — 1 
Where that and other Specialties are bound: . 

To Morrow you ſhall bare a PA them, 


2 


33 
a 


T. 


erg 
* 


f 4 Love's Laber A. 


Xing. It ſhell ſuffice me; at which Interview, | 
All liberal Reaſon would I yield unto: © | 
Mean time receive ſuch welcome at my Hand, 
As Honour, without Breach of Honour may 
Make tender of, to thy true Worthineſs. 
You may not come, fair Princeſs, in my Gates, 
But here without you 190 be ſo receiv 120 N 
f As n If lod 4 in my Heart, 99 = 
Tho ſo deny'd fart der ils Harbour in my Houſe; j 
1 Your own — hal oe excuſe me, and ae 
To Morrow we ſhall ou again. 
Trin. Sweet Health 40 555 Delirescomfort y Grace. 
King. Thy own Wiſh, wiſh I thee, in every Place. ¶ Exit. 
| Bien. Lhd I. will commend you to my own Heart. 
3 Roſs. Pray you do my Commendations; | 
I would be glad to ſee it. Fs e 
Biron. Pot you heard it groan, 5 e 
Roſa. Is the Soul cg 10 
Biron. Sick &f the INN: | e eee ee 
Roſa. Alack, let it ood, 3 Borg ; 1 12 
Biron. Would that de it good? 
Roſa. My Phyſick ys 5 eee 
Biron. 1 you xd a Eye. "3 f 


Dun. Sir, 1 pray Wg 2 word, . & Lady that ſame? 


Biron. The Heir of Alanſen, Roſaline.her Name. 
Dum. A gallant well [Exjt, 


| Long. I beſeech you a Word What is ſhe.in white ? 
Beyer. A Woman ſometimes, if you ſaw her in the Light. 
Long. 


perchance Light in the Light; 1 * * 
5 * 


pu ry 22 


een 


1 


No 8 (ſweet Lamb) unleſs we feed on Lips. 
12 Woes the and I Paſture;' < fad on your * 


yen. Good Wits will be jangli 


To Court of his Eye, peeping thorough Di ire: 


- 


 LovnlriLibew's uf. 


Boyes. Good Sir be nat offended. 
She is an Heir of Faulconbridge. 

Long. Nay, my Choller is ended: 
She is a moſt ſweet Lady. , 

Boyer. Not unlike Sir; that may be. 


Biron. What's her Name in 22 
ee. — * 

Biron. — 

Boyer. To her Will, Sir): or ſo; : CE 


Biros, You are welcome Sir: Adieu. 
Boyer. Farewel to me Sir, —— | 
Mar. That laſt is Biron, the _ Rk 
"Nor Word with him but a 
Beyer. And every Jeſt but a Word: * 8 
— It was w D 
D 


Mar. Two hot Sheeps, 
. And wherefore * Pound 2: 


1 1 : 


Boyer. So you grant Paſture for me. 
Mar. Not ſo, gentle Beaſt; 
My Lips are no Common, though ber they . 
"Boyer. Belonging to whom: | 
Mar. To my Fortunes and m. a 


; but G . 
This Civil War of Wits were 1 = 


On Navarre and his Book - Men; for here i 
3 If my Obſervation (which very ſeldoi lyes, 
By 


Heart's till Rhetorick, diſcloſed, with 
Dereive me not now,” Navarre is infected. 
Prin. With what? 
Beyer. With that which we Lovers intitle 
Prin. Your Reaſon? 
et. Why all his Behaviours do make thei den 


His Heart like an Agat ain your Print impre 
Proud with his Form, in his Eye Pride S 
Vor. II. B 


a 


2s Loves Labour's loſt. 
His Tongue all impatient to ſpeak and not ſee, 
Did ſtumble with haſte in his E ns ht to be: 
All Senſes to that Senſe did m ir Repair, 8 
To feel only looking on Faireſt of fair; 
-Methought all his Senſes were lock d in his Eye, 
As Jewels in Chryſtal for ſome Prince to buy: 
Who tendring their'own Worth from whence they were were 
| De t out to buy them along as you palt. (gt, 
aces own Margent did quote ſuch Amazes, 
That all Eyes ſaw his Eyes inchanted with Gazes: 
I give ou Ain, and all that is his, 
And you give him for my n Kis. 
Frin. Come to our Pavillion, Beyer is diſpos 
Boyer. But to ſpeak that in Words whicl tis Eye hat 
T only have made a Mouth of his Eye, Calder, 
By adding a Tongue which I know will not lie. 
1 Thou art an old Love. monger, and ſpeakeſt akil- 
125 He is ere. o and learns News of 
m. 


is but grim. 
Boyer. Do you hear, my mad Weaches? ol. tl 
Mar., No. f : | 
Beyer. What then, do you ſhe? + 
Roſa. Ay, our way to be gone. 


A a ton SCENE I. 
Emer Armado and Moth. | | 


* 


75 2 SONG. = P 
r ee of 
- Moth. 


: 
7 


Roſa. Then was Ve like her Mother, for her Father 


eee Y, uy + oy gs = hh 


- © rw B 
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va 
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Lovr' Labour's loſts; 


1 


17 

In. Sweet Air; go Tendernefs of Years n take this 

Ke ye Inlargement to the Swain ; bring im feſtinare- 
dirs I muſt i mploy him in a Letter to m Love. 


Braul? 


5 ink Will . — 

Arm. How fnea' to 

Moth. No my compleat 
2 — — 
it with turni A 
Note, fomerienes through Ee Throat: If yo 
Love with Singing, love ſometime chrough 
— o'er the Shop's 
Penthouſe-like o'er ri 
Arms croſt on your thinbelly 9 Rabbet 
a Spit) or your Hands in your Pocket, like 
the old Painting, and keep not tao long in 'ofie Tune, but 
a Snip and away: Theſe are Complements, theſe are Hu- 
mours, theſe betray nice Wenches that would be betray d 
without theſe, and make them eng Do you 


note, Men that moſt are aſſected to theſe 
en. How haſt thou ” —— 


Hobb y-horſe is forgot. 
* Call' thou m Love H 
No 


Erker 


772 
2 1 


gen Student, learn her by ban 1 
y and in heart, Boy. 
b And out of Heart, Maſter All thoſe three I will 


Arm. What wilt thou prove? | Ne in 

Moth. A Man, ik live (and this). by, e without, 
upon the Inſtant: In Heart you love her, betauſe your 
Heart is in love with her; out of Heart yall love her, 
being out of Heart that your cannot Coy La S122 

Am, I am all theſe three. ' 

Moth. And three Times as much more 1 yet no- 


vn dns $35 
3 , 1 


4 


bp 


d 


Dove Labor's loft. 
n Der e he aaa arg me 2 a 
Land " A Meſſage well Gimparkiz'd; a Horſe to be ka- 


baſnador for un A. 


Arm. — "what ſay ſt thou? 
f ere, e tha 
But I go. 
gore z a n e ide | 


pry Ingenio? © not Lead 
_ 


- ork — — — 9 02 

| 1 Lead flow, Sir, which is fir'd from a Oui? 
Am. Sweet Smoak of Rhetorick ; | * 

He reputes me a Canton; and ce Bulle chars he: 

Lao thee at the Mis. Wo 

Moth, Thump chen, und 1 7). b 

Ven. A moff acute Frvenile, n free vfGiace, 
By thy Favour, ſweet-Welkin, I muſt 'fgh in thy * 

Moſt rude Melanchelly, we e. * Place. 

My Herald is return d. C® 6d. AT 

| Enter Moth und Coſtard. 287 8 

r e — Aa 1 2 broken in a 


Arm. Some Enigma, ſome Riddle, no- 

C No Egma, no Riddle, no , no Be, ln che 
Male, Sir. O- Sir, Platan, a plain . 
no Lenvoy, or Salve, Sir, but 

fm. By Vertue thou — Laughter, thy! filly 
Thought, T Spleen, the bearing of my Lungs kes 
me to ridiculous Smiling: O pardon me my Stars, doth 
8 take ee er 
Lenvoy for a Salva f. ot c 

Anh. Do the Wiſe think wem otber is not 
Salve? . a4 co h 100423 5 
n No Page, e 
dome obſcure Precedene that hath tofore been fain. 
Nowe will 1 begin * and do you follow with 


* The 


— 


; 


Then call 


Lovz'r Labour's 


| The Fox, the Ape, and the Humble- 

Were ſtill at odds, being but three. 

Moth. Until the Gooſe came out of . 
staying the odds by four. 

A good Lenvoy, ending in eee 2 4 


ſire more? Pg” Te. 4 
that's x 


Coſt. The Boy hath ſold kim a Bargain, a 
Sir your penny-worth is good, and your G ofe be fat. 
To ſell a Bargain well is as cunning a6 fa nd lol. 
Let me ſee a fat Lenvoy, I that's "508 

Arm. Come hither, come 3 
How did this Argument begin? c 

Moth. B lying tht « Ofed was br 

or ; | 


* 
Cope. Tra, and 1 , if pg 


Thus came your Argument inn 
Then the Boys fat Lenvoy, the Gooſe 
And He ended the Market. | 

Am. But tell me; how was there « 
a Shin? | 
Moth.. I will tell you ſenſibly. 


Cofs. Thou haſt ns feeling of it Moth, A : 


I will ſpeak that | 
I Cofiard running out, that was ſafely e fa 
Fell over the Threſhold, and broke A Shin. 

Arm. We will talk no more of this Matter. 

* Till there be more Matter in the hin. 

Arm. Sirrah, Coftard, I will infran thee. | 

Cofs. O., Marry me to one Francis, 11 rr 
ſome Gooſe in this. ; 

Arm. By my ſweet Soul, I mean thee at Liber- 


ty. 1 thy Perſons thou vy immur d, re- 


Coſt. True, true, and now. you will be'my Purgation, 
and et me looſe. - 

em. Igive thee thy Liberty, ſet 0 durance, and 
in lieu thereof 5 on thee * — this; bear this 
ſignificant to the try- Maid 7 3 chere is Re- 
muneration, for the beſt ward of — urs is reward» 


ing my Dependants. Moth, 3 [Exit 


— 


| 30 - Lov Z's . 2. 


Moth. * J. in 


— 7 


— of Man's Fleſh, my in-cony Few: 
Nas I look to his Reniuneration. 
ears age that's the Latin Word for three Far- 
thi Three Farthings Remuneration, What's the Price 
ofthis Incle? a — Ne, Ill give you as Remu- 
neration: Why? It carries its Remuneration: Why? 
It is a fairer Name than a French-Crown. n 
buy and {cl] our of this Word. 


Biron. O my god Fame Being Well net 
Coff. Pray yo Sir, how: ann 8 
2 Man buy for a Remuneration 
5 is a eee , 
02 Sir, half- athing. 
Bron, 0. J y then three F worth of Silk. 1 
C. I thank your Worſhi with you. | 
: Biron. O ſtay n E's 
As thou wilt Sin my Favour, my good Kaare, 
eee NO ar: 3 n 
Cofs. When wand zou have it Ane, Sir? V4 55 
Bien O this Afternoon. | bn 
ceft. Well, 1 wil do'it Sir: Fare you well 
Biron. S 5 2 
| Cofi. 1 ſhall know, Sir, when I have done it. 
Bion. Why Villain, thou-muſt know rt. 
Cofs. 1 te rene to your Worſhip to nn 
Biron... It muſt be done this Alte Pen. 
Hark Slave, it is but this: 
The Princeſs comes to hunt hrs inghe park: 
And in her Train there is a 


-— 


When Tongues ſpeak D then hey name her Name, | 


And Roſaime they call her; ask for her, 
And to her white Hand fee thou do commend d 
This ſeal'd up Counſel. There's thy Guerdon; go. | 

c. Guerdon, O ſweet Guerdon, better than Remu- 
neration, -cleven Pence Farthing bettet: Moſt ſweet Guer- 


fe PRES ** Guerdon, Remuneration. 
xs 7, a * LExit. 
| Biron, 


OSLO A > << <-> 0 ˙ Cc n 


"2& 2. &. 


And never going ht, being but a Watc 


5 d 


/ 


Love's Labour's 4 31 


Biron. O! and I forſoeth in Love, 4 
I that have been Loves Whip; 1 
A very Beadle to a humoreus Sigh: A Crit kx, 
Nay, a Night-watch Conſtable. 
Ane Pedant o er the Boy, 4 
Than whom no Mortal more 2 — ä 
This whimpled, whining, purblind way wart 20 
No. Signjor Jus Giant Dwrarf, Don =, 
. of Love - rimes, Lord of folded Arm | 
anointed Soveraign of Sighs and 
Lege of all Loyterers, and Malecontents: 
Dread Prince of Plackets, King of Codpie 
Sole Imperator, and Great General 1 
Of trotting Parators (O my little Heart !) 
And I to be a Corporal of his Field, 3. 
And wear his Colours like a Tumbler Hog ! 


What ? I lere! I ſuel 1 cel a Wie 187 


A Woman, that is like a German Clock, 
Still a repairing; ever out of Frame, 


But being watch'd, that it may ſtill go righ 
Nay to be perjur'd, which is ws of al 
And among three, to love the worſt of all, 
A whitely Wanton with a Velvet Brow. 


With two Pitch Balls tuck in her Face for Ex 8, 


Ay, and by Heay'n, one that will do the 
? Argus were her Eunuch and her Guard i 

ans I to ſigh for her! to watch for her! 

o pray for her! go too: It is a Plague 
That d will impoſe for my neglect. 
Of his mighty, , dreadful, little Might. 
Well, 1 will love, write, figh, pray, ſue and 8 
Some Men muſt love my Lady, 20 5 


-— —— — 
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Fair Payment r foul Words is more than dues” ö 


37 Love's Labour's ug: 
N 


ACT uV. SCENE 1. 


Enter the Princeſs, Roſaline, Maria, Catherine, Lords, 
| Attenglants, and a Foreſter. _ Ws: 


Prin, * 7 that the King that ſpur d bis Horſe b bad 
Againſt the dees upriſing of the Hill? "© 

Daeyet. I wes not, but 1 think it was net he. | 
Prin. Who cer he was, he ſhew'd a mounting Mind. 

Well Lords, to Day we ſhall haye our difpat, | 

On Satwrd, „ to France. | 

Then Forefler, my Friend, where is the Bum 

That we muſt ſtand * play ve — 

For. Hereby upon the edge of yonder 

A ſtand where 3 * the faireſt ſhaor. 
Pym. I thank my Beauty, Tam fair that ſhoor, 


And thereupon thou f the faireſt hoot. |, 


Fer. Pardon me, for I meant not ſos 
Prin. What, what? Firſt praiſe me, then TJ? 
O ſhort-liv'd Pride! Not Fair? alack for wo! 
For. Les Madam, Fair. | - 
Prin. Nay, never paint me now, | 4 un bg 
Where Fair is not, Praiſe cannot mend the Brow | 
Here, good my Glaſs, take this for telling tr 


For. Nothing but Fair is that which you inhe 
Prin. See, ſee, my Beauty will be fav'd by „ 
ee 
Hand, t ve 
— — the Bow; now Mercy goes to kill, 
And ſhooting well, is then . ill. 
Thus will I fave my Credit in the ſhoot, 
Not wounding, Pity would not let me dot: f 
If wounding, then it was to ſhew my skill, 5 
That more for Praiſe than Purpoſe meant to kill. 
_ — of Queſtion, ſo it is ſometimes, 0 
7 guilty of deteſted Crimes, 
Fame's lake to aiſe an outward rut, 
Wu be famed of the Heart. 


«i * 


* 1 for Praiſe alone now ſeek to ſpill Iu i 


It is writ to Faquenetta. | 145 


"En Tp upon —— nudubitate 


Se on 


＋ 25. 


4 33 
The poor Deer's Blood, that my Heart means 6 Ill. . 
Boyet. Do not  curſt Wives hold that ſelf. ſovere gay. 

Only for Praiſe ſake, when they ſtriye to be 

Lords o'er their Lords? 

Trin. Only for Praiſe, and Praiſe we may 4 of 76 
To any Lady that ſubdues her Lord. | ”F 

| Enter Coſtard. « 

Boyet. Here comes a Member of the Commod th. 


* God dig. you- den all. pray you which is head 
y? 
Prin. Thou ſhalt know her, Fellow, by the r that 
have no Heads. 
Ce Which is the greateſt Lady, the higheſt? :? | 
Prin, The thickeſt and the talleſt. | - 
Ce. The thickeſt and the talleſt? it is ſo, truth lens 
And your Waſte, Miſtreſs, were as lender as my Nit. 
One a theſe Maids Girdles for your Waſte ſhould be fit. 


Are not you the chief Woman? You are the thickeſt here. 
Prin. What's your Will, Sir? What's your Wil? 
Coſt. I have a Letter from Monſieur Birov, | 


To one Lady Roſaline. | 
Prin. O thy Letter, Bs Letter: He's a N et 
Stand alide, good Bearer | | „ 


Boyet, you can carve, . 4 
Break up this Capon. e 

Boyer. I am bound to ſerve. | 
This Letter is miſtook, it en none hoes q 


Prin. We will read it, 1 ſwear. * 1. 


| e 


Boyet reads. 
Heaven, that thou art Fair, is moſt infalli 
that thou art Beauteous ; Truth it ſelf that 
Lovely; more fairer than Fair, beautiful than BEautecus, 
truer than Truth it ſelf; have Commiſeration on thy he- 
roical Vaſſal. The magnanimeus and moſt -_ ate King 


2 


5 


- 


34 Loy 's Lalour 't loſt. 


Beggar Zenelophon and he it was that mi ac; & b 
Veni, vidi, vici; which to Anatomize in the Vulgar, 
baſe and obſcure Vulgar!) videlicat, he came, faw at 
overcame ; he came one, ſaw two, overcome th A 
Who came? the King. Why did he come? to fe 
Why did he ſee? to overcome. To whom came het 

the Beggar. What aw he? the Who overcan 
he? the Beggar. The Concluſion is iQory ; On who 
fide? the King) s; the Captive is inrich'd: Oa whoſe fide? 
the Be The Cataſtrophe is a Nuptial: On whoſe 


fide? the e King's? No, on both in one, or one in both; I 


am the King, (for ſo. ſtands the Compariſon ) thou the 
Bepgar, "bg ſo witneſſeth thy Lowlineſs. Shall I c 
mand thy Love? I may. Sa 1 enforce thy Loye? q 
could. Shall 1 entreat thy Love? I will. What 
thou exchange for. Rags? Robes; for N Titles; © 
thy ſelf 7 me. Thus expecting thy R prophave 
my Lips on thy Foot, ud Eyes on thy Eb 

Heart on * erery Part. 


ie in the due defin of Indy, 4 
Don Adriana de Armado- 


"Thus doſt thou near the Nemean Lion roar 5 
*Gainſt thee thou Lamb, that ſtandeſt as his Prey: | 
Submiſſive fall his princely Feet before, 


And he from Forage will incline to play . : bh f 
But if thou ftrive ( poor Soul) what art thou then? 
Food for Bis Rage, Repaſtüre for his Den. 


Prin. What Prank * Feather is he that indited this 
Letter? What Vane? What Weathcreock r Did 1. ever 
hear better? - 
Beyer. I am much deceived, but 1 remember the Stile. 
Prin. Elſe your Memory is bad, going o'er it ere while. 
Bayet. This Amado isa Spaniardth ee 
A FPhantaſme, a Monarcho, and one they wakes * 


Tete Prince and is backen. 2 F 
Tun. Thou Fellow, a Word. 17 1 4 
Who g ave thee this Letter? a. ae} ' FIT 

Of Told You, my Len | 1 


mw” 


Prin. To whom ſhould'ſt 1 ive eit 

Coſt. From my Lord to my 

Prin. Frem which Lord to rr fire 

Ci. From my Lord Berown, a good d rays 
To a Lady of France that he call'd Roſaline. 

Prin. Thou haſt miſtaken his Letter. Come Lords oy 
Here Sweet, put up this, twill be üer 


| Boyer, Who is the Shooter? who'is the Short 

| —— Shall I teach you to know ? N 1 
| my Continent of Beauty, 
125 Wt ſhe that bears the Bow. Finely. 
"Boyer, My "Lady to kill Horns; but if tho 

Ha me by the Neck, if Horns that Tear wi 
Roſa. Well then, Fol the Shooter. 
Boyer. And who is your Deer ? 


= 


Roſa. Iwo Vuls by Horns, your ſelf; come apt near; 


Finely put on indeed. 


Mar. You ftill wrangle with her, Boyet, and fi ſtrikes 


at the Brow. 
Boyet. But ſhe her ſelf is hit lower: 
Have 1 hit her now ? 
Roſe. Shall 1 come upon thee with an old Sa 
was a Man'when King * of Nane Was a is ho, 
2s e the bie it; 


Boyet. So I may anſwer thee with one as old, that was | 
a Woman, when Queen Gamover of Brizain Was 1 | 


Wench; as touching the hit it. 
-Roſa« Thou can'ſt not hit it, hit it, hit it. 

Thou can ſt not hit it, my good Man. 
Beyet. 1 cannot, cannot, cannot. 

And I cannot another can. TEL 1 
Ca. 2 my troth moſt pleaſant, how both! dic It it. 


1 it. 


—  — 
„ 


Y- 
Ler the Mark have a Prick int, 3 it it] V te. 


Mar. Wide o'th bow Hand, — 


* 


n " 35. 


| off, 
| -wih | 


Mark marvelious well Thor; for they b 6 did 
Boyer. A Mark, O mark but that Mark: a Mary lays. 


2 


* 
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5 Sous, Sowla! e 


_ ripe as a Pomwater, who. now hangeth 


6 


Cos. Indeed a'muſt ſhoot nearer, or he'll nge lch 
... Clout... 


Boyer. And if my Hand be out, then beliks your Hand | 


. the 


WY © a come, you talk greaſily, 790 Lips gro- 
ct. She's too: hard for you at, Pricks, Sin, challenge 
her to bowl. a — 

| Boyer. I fear too much rubbingsg tm good © . 

. my Soul a Swain, a moſt Gam my gc 

Lord, Lord! how. the Ladies and l — put him — 
O' my troth moſt Fees Jaffa moſt. inconꝝ vulgar Wit. 
hen 4 uy ſo imoo 7 off, ſo e as it were, 

E 
Amado o'th* one fide, 0 a as dainty 


4 To ſee him walk before a, Lady, and to b Ban 


To * bim kiſs his Hand, m ove moſt ſweetly be will: 
And his Page o' tother ade, that handful of Wit, 
Ah Heav'ns lit is a moſt pathetical * | * . re 


Shout within. 71 
1  Bncey Dull, Holofernes, and. Nat 


} 
1 


. Nath. Very reverent Sport truly, and - the Teſt, 
mony of a good Conſcience, 


Hal. The Deer was (as you know) // . in Blood; 
jewel in; 
the Ear of Cœio the Sky, the Welkin 15 Hari! and a- 


non falleth like a Crab on the Face of * the Soil, the 


Land, the Earth. 

Nath. Truly Maſter Holofernes, the Epitbetes are — 
ly varied like : Schollar at the leaſt: But, Sir, 1 . _ 
it was a Buck of the firſt Head. We 7 

Hol. 2 Nathaniel, haud credo. bl i 


- — KEY ther 


— — 
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And wrought not to five Weeks when hecame tg freſcore, 
Th Alluſion holds in the Exchan 


etwas a Pricket that the Princeſs Kill'd, 


' 


Lov#'s Labour's hoſt. l 2 4 


3 age after his undreſſed, unpoliſſſ 
bout unpruned, - untrained, or rather unletts * 
rathereſt unconfirmed Faſhion, to inſert again + 75 baud 
credo for a Deer. 

Dull. I ſaid the, Deer: was not a hand mh. my 
Pricket. 

Hol. Twice ſod Simplicity, 6is coins; O thou 

rance, how detormed doeſt thou look ? $$ I 

Nath. Sir, he hath never fed on the Dainties 18 

bred in a Box a 
He hath not eat as i were 
He hath not drunk Iak.: : 


v» 


1 


His Intelle& is not repleniſhed. he i is. onl 2 0 0 on- 
ly ſenſible in Ig duller parts; and ſuch Plants are 
2 before us, we thanktul ſhould be; which we 


taſte, and feeling, - — ths Pur that de fructife in 
us more than he. 
For 5 I, ill become me to bevain, indiſerer, or a 
. 0013 8 
So were there a Patch ſet on Learning, tolee, 
School. is 
But omme bens fay I. being of an old Father's Mind 
Many can brook the Weather that love not | 
Dull. You two are Book-men; Can you tell by your 
Wit, what was a Month old at Caiu⸗ Birth, that | not five 
Weeks old as yet? 
Hol. Dictima Gc od-· man Dull, Di#inna Good. ma Dull. 
J. What is Dialinna: A | 
"Nath, A Title to Phebe, to Lana, to the Moon.” 2 | 
Hol, The Moon was a Month old when nn: 2 was no 


more. 


Dull. Tis true indeed, the Co ulion holds in the Ex- | 


_ 
Hol. Ged comfort thy Capacity, 1 fay the Alon bolds 
in the Exchange. 
Dull. And 1 fay the Pollution, holds in the Exchange 3 
for the Moon is never but a Month eld; and {py Lange 


Hol: 


* 
75 
8 
1 
1 


38 - \ Love's Tabor gf. 
Hol. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal Epitaph. 
on the Death of the Deer, ad fo humour the Ignorant, 
I have call d the Deer the Princeſs kill d, u Pricket. 
"Nath. Perge good Maſter Holofernes, kerze, ſo it alt 
r to abrogate Scurrility. 
e aſe the Lori fri ws, 
| Facility | : 5 N 
2 @ pretty ple Pricket. | th $72 and 
Some ſay 4 Sore, not a S tt 6 
now mad ſore with © (hoating Jet ike 


_ The Dogs did put Ell ta F MW. a: 
you: n $223 1461} eit 


. then Sorrel jumps 
| Orin — bn 
7 r I. 15 
1 
male, fifty Sores, O Sorell! 
err * 
ee L. * 


N 5 
SAL IC "he J o | 4 


" Nath. A rare Talent. 


Dal. If a, Talent be a Claw, ook hve be ls him. 


with a Talent. 14 


Hol.. This is a Gift that 1 have, -fimple, fimple; a fool- 


iſh extravagant Spirit, full of Forms, Figures, Shapes, Ob- 
jeQs, Ideas, Apprehenſions, Motions, Revolutions. Theſe. 


- are t in the Ventricle of Memory, nouriſh'd_in the 
Womb of Pia mater, and deliver d upon the mellowingof 


Occaſion; but the Gift is in thoſe in whom it is Y- 
Io I am thankful for it. 
. Sir, I praiſe the Lord for you, and fo may my 
Pariſhioners for their Sons are well tutor'd by you, and 
their Daughters profit very greatly under you; you are a 
good Member. of the Coramon-wealth. . 
2 Mehercle, If their Sons be ingetiuous; they ſhall 
7 74065 Inſtruction: * cheir Daughters be capable, I will 


ode them. But Vir ſapit, qui pauas * a Soul | 
n, ſaluteth us. f 
", ." , Enger Jaquenetta 4nd Coltard.” 


— 


7 God give you good Morrow, ; Kate ruſon. 


U 
* 


HoSi>St do WYo>. 


JOS 


- 
w 


r 


— 4 * _ 8 


All ignorant that Soul, that ſees thee without Wonder 


Lovs' Labour's 7 


_ Hol Maſter Parſon, quaſi Perſon. And if one ihe 
c'd, which is the one? | 

F. Marry Maſter School- maſter, he that is ket to 
: 1 Hogſhead, good Cluſter of 

Ho piercing a a of Con- 
ceit in a Turf of Earth, Fire _ 4 a Flint, Pearl 
enough for a Swine : Tis prett , it is well. 

Faq. Good Maſter Parſon be fo good 25 read me this 
Letter; it was given me by Coftard, and ſent me from 
Don Armatho. 1 beſeech you read it. 


Nath. Fauſte elida quando pecus onne fub um- 
bra ruminat, ps. ſo 21 ＋ old 2 K. 1 
may ſpeak of thee as the Traveller doth of Venice Vene- 
chi, venache a, qui non te vide, i non te piaech. Old Man- 
tuan, old Mantuan. Who underftandeth thee not ut re 


ol la of wr 
Hol. Under pardon Sir, What are the Contents ? or ra- 


ther, as Horace ſays in his: What! my Soul "Verſes? - 


' Nath. Ay Sir, and very learned. 
oF: Let me hear a Staff, a Stanza, a Verſe; 1 Dy 


"Nath, If Love make me forſworn, how ſhall I 

to Love? 
Ah, never Faith could hold, if not to Beauty yow'd; 
Though to my ſelf forſworn, to thee 11] faithful prove, 
Thoſe Thoug ts to me were Oaks, to thee like Wo 

bow'd. . | 
Study his Biaſs leaves, % ae hab Book this: Ly; 
Where all thoſe Pleaſures lire, that Art would eompre ad, 
If Knowledge be the Mark, to know thee. ſhall ſuffer, 
well learned is that Tongue, that. well can thee comm 1d, 


Which is to me ſome Praiſe, that 1 thy Parts admire; 
Thy E „ Zove's Lightuing bears, thy Voice is 4 8 


der; 


Which not to Anger bent, is Muſick, and feet Fire. 
Celeſtial as thou art. Oh pardon, Love, this 85 


36 Lovi's Labs bf 
© Nath. Here are only Numbers ratify d, but for the E- 
legancy, Facility, and golden Cadence of Poeſie caret: O- 


-  widinss Naſo was the Man. Aud why indeed Naſo, but for 
{ſmelling out the odoriferous Flowers of Fancy? The Jerk: 
of Invention _imitary is 2 
Maſter, the Ape his Keeper, the 


But Dameſella Virgin, was this directed to you? 
Jag, Ay Sir, from one pe i of the ſtrange 
* | 


s Lords. 


Nath. 1 will overglance the Superſefipt. © © © 
To the ſnow-white Hand of the meſt beauteous Lady, 


line. I will look” 


Es 
So doth the Hound © his 
tir d Horſe his Rider : 


\ F 


Roſa- 


n on the Intellect of the Letter, for 
the Nomination of the Party writing, to the Perſon writ- 


ten unto. 
wur Ladyſhip's in all dei d 
Dull. Sir H this Biron 


with the King, and here he hath fram d a Letter to a Se- 


o 


NY | 
is one of the Votaries 


uent of the · ſtranger Queen's, which agcidentally, or by 
the way of Progreſſion, hath: miſcarry'd.. Trip and go 
my ſweet ; deliver this Paper into the Hand of the King; 


it mor concern much 
give th 


ſave your 


— 


; ſtay not thy Complement; I for- 
1 rw * ”, [8 1 
Coſtar me. 
Be Like. SP: 108 eee e 
t. Have with thee, my Girl. ¶ Exe. Coſt. and Jaq.. 


"Nath. Sir, you have done this in the Fear of God, very 
Religiouſly ; and as a certain Father ſaith— 
- Hol. Sir, tell not me of the Father, I do fear coloura- 


ble Colours. But to return 


you, Sir Nathaniel N 


to the Verſes: Did they pleaſe 


| Nath, Marvellous well for the Pen. hi 
Hol. I do dine to Day at the Father's. of a certain Pupil 


of mine; where if (be 
tife the Table with a 


ing repaſt) it ſhall pleaſe you to 
Grace: I will en my riviledge 1 


have with. the Parents of the foreſaid Child or Pupil, un- 
dertake your ben venuto, where will I prove thole Verſes 
ta be very unlearned, neither ſayouring of Poetry, Wit or 


b your Society, 185 


- ww. 4A 
1 


a k 
+ 
. 7 
14 ö N 7 
RN „ 
| 1 
, 


Lk 


So 1 mY = 


is the Happineſs of Life. 


Lovz' Labour's off. 41 
Nath. And thank you too : for Society (Aith- the Text) f | 


Hol. And certes the Text moft infallibly concludes it. | 


Sir, I do invite you to0; you ſball not ſay me nay: Pan- 


ca verba. 


Away, the Gentles are at their Game, and we will to our a 
n | Eren. 


Euter Biron with à Paper in his Hand, alone. 
Biron. The King is hunting the Deer. 
I am courſing my ſelf. 3 
They have pitcht a Toyl, I am toy] 
that defiles; defile, a foul Word: Well 
row; for ſo they ſay the Fool ſaid, and fo fay I, and 1 
the Fool. Well proy'd Wit. By the Lord this. Love is as 
mad as Ajax, it kills Sheep, it kills me, I 4 Sheep. Well 
prov'd again on my Side. I will not love; If Tdo; hang 
me: I'faith I will not, O but her Eye: By this Light, 
but for her Eye, I would net love; yes, for het two Eyes. 
Well 1 do nothing in the World but lie, and lie in my 
Threat. By Heaven I do love, and it hath taught me to 
Rhime, and te be Melancholly; and here is part of my 
Rbime, and here my Mclancholly. 
my Sonnets already; the Clown bore it, the Fool ſent it, 
and the Lady hath it: Sweet Clown, ſweeter Fool, ſweet-. 
eſt Lady! By the World, I would not care a Pin if the o- 
ther three were in. Here comes one with a Paper God 


give him Grace to groan. [He flands aſide. 
Der the King. 3 | 
King. Ay me! 


Biron. Shot, by Heav'n! Proceed, ſweet Cupid; thou 
haſt thumpt him with thy Birdbolt under the left Pap: 
In faith Secrets. Se ES oe 

Ling. So {ſweet a Kiſs the golden Sun gives not, 

To thoſe freſh Morning Drops upon the Roſe, © _ 
As thy Eye-beams when their freſh Rays have ſmote 
The Night of Dew that on my Cheeks down flows; | 
Nor ſhines the filver Moon one half ſo bright, | 
Through the Tranſparent Boſom of the Deep, © 
As doth thy Face through Tears of mine give Light; 
Thou ſhin'lt in eyery Tear that I do weep; 1 

$ CIT IN | ©. 


* 


Well ſhe hath one o 


| 


i! 7 

F | 

% . = 
J 


b 


77 2 Pitch, Pitch 
et thee down Sor- 


. 
1 
P 
' 

. 


| 
| 
| 


n 2 9 
1 = 4 


4% Love's Labour's Joſt. 


No Drop, but as a Coach doth garry thee, o 


So rideſt thou triumphing in my Wee. N 


Do but behold the 1 yt {well in me, | . 
And they thy Glory n Grief will ſhew; * 
But do * ove thy ſelf, then thou wilt keep "03 


| NM Tears from Glailes, ; > and fill mae me. weep. | . 
xcel! 


O Queen of Queens, how far do'ſt thou e 
No Thought can think, nor Tongue of Mortal tell. 


How ſhe ſhall know my Griefs? I'll drop the BY 


Sweet Leayes ſhade Folly. — is 2 Ms | 
. , Enter Longavile. s 
What! Longavile) and reading: Liſten Ear. ROT 12 
- Biron. Now in thy Likeneſs one more Fool appears. - 
. Long. Ay me, I am forſworn. 5 
Biron. Why he comes in like {Period wearing Papers. 
King. In Love I hope, ſweet Fellowſhip in Shame. 


© King. One Drunkard loves another of the Name. 


Tong. Am I the firſt that have been petjur'd ſo? (know; 
- Biron, I could put thee in Comfort: Not by two that I 


| Thou mak ſt the Triumviry, the three” Corner- Cap of 


Society, 
The Shape of Loves Tiburn, that hangs up Simplicity. 
. I fear theſe ſtubborn Lines lack Power to move: 
O forcet Maris, Empreſs of my Love. 


| Theſe Numbers will I tear, and write in Proſe. 


Bron. O Rhimes are Guards on wanton reer Hoſe” 


Disfigure not his Shop. 


_ Long. This fame ſhall ge. [ie rad the Sen, 


Did not the heavenly Rhetorick chine Bye "hp 
_ *Gainſt whom the World cannot hold Ar . 
| Perſwade my Heart to this falſe Perjury? 
Vows for thee broke deſerve not Puni 5 


7 


A Woman I forfwore, but I wilt prove, 


 Thow being e, I forſwore not thee. 7 


Vow was earthy, thou a heav/nly Love: a 
Thy Grace being * d, cures all Diſgrace i m * 
Vows are but Breath, and Breath a V, 9 
_ Then thou fair Sun, which n my 
ep is Vajour-Vow; in thee it is; 


* A 
* * * 
. 4 


— "it is no Fault of my mine ; 


” So 


© > 


Db > > 


Lov e's Labour's 2 


If by me broke, what Fool is not ſo wiſe, 
To loſe an Oath to win a Paradiſe? 


* 
9 * 
4 
' R 
* I 
4 £ 
# 
a i . 


Biron. This is the S Live-en which aaks Flt Dei: 95 I 


A green Gooſe a Goddeſs, , pure Ildolatry. - 1 
God amend us, God am e wa 
Enter Dumain.- 


| Long. By whom ſhall 1 ſend this! (Company?) Stay. 
; Biron. All hid, all hid, an old infant Play; ß; 
4 Like a Demy God, here fit I in the Sky: | 755 
And —— 9 Fools Secrets headfully o er eye: 

More Sacks to the Mill! O Heav'ns I have my Wim, 

Dumain transform'd ; four Woodcocks in a Diſh. | 
's, Dum. O moſt Divine Kate! | 
, Biron. O moſt prophane Coxco mb! 

Dum. By Heay'n the Wonder Zof a mortal Eye! 


tins 


V; Biron. By Earth ſhe is not; Corporal, there you lie. 

1 Dum. Her Amber Hairs for F have Amber co 

pf Biron. An Amber-colour'd Raven was well noted. | | 

- Dum. As uprig ht as the Cedar. - 1 

Biron. Stoop L fay, me ol pr 7 
4 | Bun, as ome Days; but hea no Sas mu fe. 


Ay 
Dum. Si e Wiſh! & 
2 Tong. And I had mine, 
Xing. And mine too, good Lord, 
Biron. Amen, ſo I had mine. Is not that a g 
Dum. I would forget her, but a Fever ſhe 
Ree in my Blood, and will remembred be. 
Bron. ane zern Bel . then e 8 
Would let her out in Sawcers, ſweet Miſpriſion. , 


Birow. Once more lll mark how Love can var 


Dumain reads his Sonnet. 
On. A Day, alack the Day : "Io" 
Love, 2 25 Month is every May, 
* paſſing fair, 


ng mh wanton Air: 


* Dow Labour's tp." 


Through the Velvet Leaves. the Wind, 
All unſeen, can Paſſage find. 66.1 
That the Lover ſick to Death. OE 

* Wiſh'd himſelf the Heav'n's Breath. 

Air (quot W thy Cheeks may blow, 


my fworn, 

Ne er A ſonnet 0 thy Thom: 
Vow alatk for ameet;, 
 Touth jo apt to pluck a Sweet. « $670 
Do not call it Sm m me, & 90 | 
. That I am forſworn for thee. W 
Th ee eee 39 
n 1 
l deny val for Jer, i 
Taming Morn for thy Love. 4:64 bhp: e 


This will 1 ſend, and ſomething elle more plain, 


That ſhall'expreſs my true Love's faſting Pain: 
O would the King, * and Longavile, 


Were Lovers too, ill to example ill "oy. 
Would from my Fore- head wipe a — Note: 


For none where all alike do dot. 1 


* 
* 
12905 * 
Coming forward. 
= * 
| 
— 
= 


Lon. Dumain, thy Love is far — 
That in Loves Grief defir'ſt [Com 
You may look pale; but I ſhould blaſh I know, - 
To be o'er-heard. and takin nf mapping ſo. K 

_ King. Come, Sir, you blu as. his, your Caſcis ach, 


You chide at him, offrding twice 33 much. 

You do not love Maria, Longa vile 1 IN 
Did never Sonnet for her ſake compile? 15 | 
Nor never lay'd his wreathed Arms athwart ** 
His loving Boſom, to keep down his Heart? 

L have been cloſely ſhrowded-in a Buß 

And markt you both, and for you both did bum 

T heard your guilty Rimes,” obſerv'd your Faſhion; 
Saw Sighs reek from you, neted well your Paſſion. 


n == 


Ay me! ſays one; O Jovel the other cries; 1041 
Her Hairs were Gold, v_ the 2 Eyes. 


You 


1d. 


| Ay good my Liege, I pray thee pardon me. 


— — * 


„ n, Labour s loſt. % 1 


vou would for Paradiſe break faith and trotb 


And Fove for your Love would in an th. 
What will iron ſay, when that he ſhall hear 
A Faith infringed. which ſuch Zeal = ſwyear 
Hew will rn? how will he ſpend his Wit 
How will he triumph, leap, and —5 at it 
For all the Wealth that ever 1 did ſee, 15 
I would not have him know ſo much hy me. 
iron. Now ſtep I forth to whip Hypocriſie 


3 
Good heart, what Grace haſt thou thus to repi >y 2 
Theſe worms for loving, that art moſt in lo 5 
Your Eyes do make no Coaches in your Tear 
There is no certain Princeſs that appears 4: 
You'll not be perjur'd, tis a hateful things 
Tuſh; none but Minſtrels like of Sonnetting. 
But are you not aſham d? Nay, are you not b 
All three of you, to be thus much o er- not? 
You found his Mote, the King your Mote did ee: 
But I a Beam do find in each of three,  _ | 
O what a Scene of Fool'ry' bave I ſeen, © 
Of Sighs, of Groans, of Sorrow, and of T 
O me, with what ſtrict Patience have I fat, 
To 2 a King e to a nat? 5 
To eat Her whipping a Gi . 
And —— Solomon tuning a — * 
And Neftor play at Puſn- pin with the Boys, 
And Crizick Tymon. laugh at idle Toys - 
Where lyes thy Grief? O tell me good Dumain; 
And gentle Longavile, where lyes thy Pain? 
And where my Liege? all ent the Heal. L-: 
A Candle hoa! ” 4 7% 
Ling. Too bitter is thy Jeſt,” _ 5; 
Are we betrayed thus to thy Over-view? — © 
Biron. Not you by me, FF 
1 that am honeſt, I that bold it Sia, a t- 
To break the Vow 1 am engaged in. K 6 
I am betray'd by keeping Company : 


wich Mew like Me of range ieee. 


S 
I: 
4; 
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| 46 Love's Labour's loft.” 


When ſhall you ſce me write a thing in Rhime?- 2. 
822 for Foan? or ſpend a Minute s time N 
7 me? When ſhall you hear that! 1 55 
| praiſe'a Hand, a Feot, a Face, an Eye, © 
A Gate, a State, a Brow, a Breaſt, a Waſte, _ 
A Leg, a Limb? = 


King. Soft, whither away ſo faſt? r A 

A true Man er 2 Thief, that galleps fo. 1085 1 
| Biron, 1 pre mou Love, good Lover let me you” Y 
J God biel CY T 
King. What Preſent 80 thou there? 


Coft. Some certain Treaſon. bs 
King. What makes Treaſon here? & r 
225 Nay it makes nothing; Sir. 
King. If it mar nothing neither, 277 ( 3 
"The Treaſon and you go in Peace together. ” 
aq. 1 beſeech your Grace, er this Letter be read, 
Olk Parſon mildoubts it: it was Treaſon he ſaid. 


. Birons Read it over. [He reads the 5 
Where hadſt thou it“ e a 2000s 
Faq. Of Coſtard. | 2 


King. Where hadft'thou it? 
Coſt. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadi. $4" 
King. How now, what is in you? why doſt thou tear it? 
9 A Toy, my H ey: Your Grace needs not 
it, 
I It did move him to. Paſſion, ad therefove let's 


Dum. Ie is Bt Writing, and here is his Name. 
Biron. Ah you whoreſon Loggerhead, ns 
to do me Shame. 
Guilty my Lord, guilty: I confeſs, 1 confeſs. 
King. What? 
Biron. That you three Fools let: me Fool to uke u 
„„ and IN pL, 
and you: | 
Are Pick- purſes in Love, wr eſerve to dye. 
O diſmiſs this Audience, and 1 fall tell you more. 
Dum. 


. Dares look upon the — 1 ail 


Love's Labour's a } 1 * 


Dum. Now the Number is even. 
Biron. True, true, we are four: | 
Will theſe Turtles be gone? 
King. Hence, Sirs, away. 
Coſt. Walk aſide the true Folk, and let the Trait 
Biron. Sweet Lords, ſweet Lovers, O let us imbra 5 
As true we are as Fleſh and Blood can be. 
The Sea will ebb and flow, Heav'a will ſhew hure 7 
Young Blood doth not obey an old Decree. 
We cannot croſs the Cauſe why we were born: '? 0 
Therefore of all hands muſt we be forſworrn. 
King. What, did theſe rentlines ſhew' ſome of 


thine ? 


Biron. Did they, quoth you? Who ſoes the 
Roſaline, 
That (like a rude and ſavage Man of Inde) 
At the firſt opening of the gorgeous Eaſt, 5 
Bows not his vaſſal Head, and ſtrucken blind. 
Kiſſes the baſe —_—_ with obedient Breaſt ? 
What peremptory hted Eye 


That is not blinded by ber Majeſty? | 1 
King. What Zeal, what Fury hath inGir'd thee now, 
My Love (her Miſtreſs) is a gracious Moon, | 
She (an attending Star) ſcarce feen à Light. 
Biron. My Eyes are then no Eyes, nor I Bin. 
O but for my Love; Day would turn to Night, 
of all Complexions the culle Soveraignty, 
Do meet as at a Fair in her Fair Cheek; 
Where ſeveral Worthies make one ity, 5 
Where wants that Want it ſelf doth ſeck. 
Lend me the Fleuriſh of all gentle . 257 
Fie painted Rhetorick, O ſhe needs it not: 
To Things of Sale, a Seller's Praiſe belongs: a 
She paſſes — then Praiſe too ſhort doth blot: - 
A wither'd Hermite, fiveſcore Winters worn, | 
Might ſhake off fifty, looking in her Eye: 
Beauty doth varniſh Age, as if new born, | 2 
And gives the Crutch the Cradles infancy. Ts. 
O tis che Sun that maketh all things ſhine. - 4 
| Ning. 


8 Lovz's'Liboor's deft. 


The Street ſhould fee az ſhe walk d 


. —  —— N = 
» 
- 


2 , 


| King. By Heaven thy Love is Black as Ebony. 12 
rl 1 s Ebony like her? O Word Diyine! . 
A Wife of ſach Wood were Felicity. 1 
O who can give an Oath? Where is a Book? a 
That I may ſwear Beauty doth Beauty lack, . 
If that ſhe: learn not of her Eye to oak: 
No Face is fair that is not full fo black. 
Ling. O Paradox, black is the Badge of Hell; 43 10 


| The Hue of Dungeons, and the School of Night; uy 


And Beauty's:Creſt- becomes the Heavens well. 


Biron. Devils ſooneſt tempt reſembling Spirits of Light: 


O, if in black my Lady's Brew be deckt: N 
It mourns, that painting and uſurping Hair 14 
Should 'raviſh Doters with a falſe Aſpect 47% 
And therefore is ſhe born to make black fair. 
Her Favour turns the Faſtiion-ef- the . >: 1215 


For native Blood is counted Painting now; 


And therefore red that would avoid Difpraie, 1 be 
Paints it ſelf black. to-imitate her Brow. $ Mi: 
Dun. To look like her are — black, 
Long. And fince her time, are Colliers counted bright. 
King. And Ethiops of their ſweet Complexion: crack. 
2 Dark needs no Candles now, fur Dark is 2 
Biron. Your Miſtreſſes dare never come in Rain, | 


For fear their 'Colaars ſhould be wWaſtit away. - » 


King. Twere good yours did: for, Sir, ell you pl, 

Tl find a; — — 3 e 101 e 

Biron. | ve her fair, or Doom · day | 

King. No Devil will fright thee: then ſo much as fhe./ 

Dum. I never knew Man hold vile Stuff ſo: dear. 

. Look, here's thy Love, my Foot and her Face ſee. 

Biron. O if che Streets were paved with thine Eyes, 

Her Feet were much too-dainty for ſuch Tread. 4 21 
Dum. O vile? then as-ſhe goes, he 


King. But what of this, are we not all in Love? 

Biron. Nothing ſo ſure, and thereby all forſwworn. 

King. Then leave this Chat, and good Srevnow prove 
Our loving lawful, and our Faith not torn; - 

- ns. Ay marry there, ſome Flattery tor this Evil. 


Tong, 


SY orders 


— 


| Some Tricks, ae In 


| And in that Vowy we have forſworn our Books: 


. 
85 
4 
— 1 
(9 ; 
1 
1 


„ 


8 Labours Py a 


O ſorng Authority how to proceed, 


Dum. Some Salve for Ferjurg. 
- Biron. O tis more than need; 
Have at A 196) 
Conſider what, you. firſt did {wear unt 
To faft, to ſtudy y, and to ſee no Woman; f 
Flat Treaſon *gainſt the kingly State of Youth. | 
Say, Can you faſt? — 2 
And Abſtinence Maladies. 5 
And where that you have vo d to ftudy (Lords). 
In that each of you lit forlworn his Boo. 
Can you ftill dream and pore, and thereon look? 15 
For when would you; my Lord, or you, or you, 
Have found the Ground of Study's Excellence, — 
Without the Beauty of a Woman's Face; 1 
From Womens Eyes this Doctrine I deriv 
They are the Ground. the Books, the A wes . 
ſpring the e 


— whehce 1 5 

Why, univerſal P poiſons Westi 
The aimble Spirits dig - = -» aig N * 
As Motion and long during Action tires... * 
The finewy Vigour of the Traveller. | | 
Now for — — on a Woman's Face, . * | 


You have in that forſworn the uſe of Eyes: a 
And Study too, the Cauſer of your Vo. N | 
For where is any Author in the 1 1 

Teaches ſuch Beauty as 2 Woman's E 

Learning is but an Adjunct to our hk 

And where we arc, 1 . 

Then when our nn "_ * 
Do we not likewiſe ſee our Learning there? 
O, we have made a Vow to Study, Lords, , 


For when, would you, my Liege, or you, or "7 
In Leaden Contemplation have found out * 15 
Such Fiery. Numbers as the prompting Eyes 5 
Of Beauty's Tutors have enrich d you with? ©} 
Other ſlow Arts entirely keep the Brains "cb ; 
And therefore finding barren P 

Vor. II. 


Scuce 
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: 
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1 When the ſuſpicious Head of Theft is opt. | 


46 Love 7 Tales op 


Scarce ſhew a Haryeſt of their heavy Toil. | W e 

But Love firſt learned in a Lady's Eyes, el 

Livres not alone immured in the Brain: 

— the motion of all ee 
as as T in every 0 

And gives to every Power a double _" | 

122 n 

t a precious fecing to the Eye: 

A Lover's Eyes will gaze an Eagle blind! 

A Lover's Ear will hear the loweſt Sound, 


* 


Love's feeling is more ſoft and ſenſible, 
Than are the tender Horns of cockled Snails. 
Love's Tongue proves dainty Bacchus groſs in Taſte; 8 
For Valour, is not Love a Hercules? 5 
Still climbing Trees in the Heſperides. n. 
roy es mx, as {ſweet and muell! 'T 
Ru 1 0h Il 
| when the Voice 4x A 


Make Heav'n ith the — n Li 
Never durſt Poet touch a Pen to write. e 
Until his Ink were temper d with Love's Sighs; r 5 

O then his Lines would raviſh Savage i * * 


And plant in Tyrants mild Humility, 

From Womens Eyes this Doctrine derivet © 
They ſparkle ſtill the right Promethear Fire, ba. 
They are the Books, the Arts, the Acadames, ; 


That ſhew, contain, and nouriſh all the world; 1 11 
Elſc none at all in ought proves excellent! es Ho 

Then Fools you were, theſe Women to — | 
Or keeping bat is ſworn, you will prove Fool.” Ii 
Fer Wiſdom's ſake (a Word that all Men love) Sou 
Or for Loye's fake, a Word that loves all Men: Im 
Or for Mens fake, the Author of theſe women, | out 
Or Womens ſake, by whom we Men are Men; Cor 
Let us once loſe our Ouths, to find our ſelves; — Jore 
Or elſe we loſe our ſelyes, to keep our Oaths, . 1 
It is Religion to be thus for fror. is 
For Charity it ſelf fulfils che Taw W z JI bitic 


N. ata can win 
* 1 Ling. | 


* 


Some Entertainment for them in their Tents. || 


Then homeward every Man attach the Hand 
of his fair Miſtreſs; in the Afternoon 


King. 
That will betime, and may by us be fitted. 
p "Fo Juſtice always whirls in equal 


Fol: ( * 


Loye's Labour's loft. . 
King. Saint Cupid then, and Soldiers to the Field! 
Biron. Advance your Standards, am, 

Pell, mell, down with them: But yp fir 


In Conflict that you get the Sun of them. - 
Long. Now to Plain-dealing, lay theſe Gloſſes 5 


L 
7¹ 


; Shall we reſolve to woo theſe Girls of France? 5 


King. And win them too; therefore let us devil = 


Biron. Firſt from the Park let us conduct them 


her; 


Such as the ſhortneſs of the time can ſha 


We will with ſome ſtrange Paſtime ſolace _ [ 


For Revels, Dances, Masks, and merry ours, | 
Forerun fair Love, ſrewing her Way with Flower 
Away, away, no time ſhall be omitted, 


Birm. Alone, alone ſowed el, rea pd no 


ht Wenches may prove Plagues to Men D 
rh ama better Treaſure. - | 2248 
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 Znter Holofernes, OW. STR 


| praiſe. God for you; Sir, 0b | 
Dinner — — ſnarp and ſententious; pleaſant without 
Scurrility, witty without AﬀeRation, ious without 
Impuden , learried without Opinion, and ' with- 
one H I did converſe this quendam-Day y i 
— King's, which is intituled, no 
2 Don Adriana de Armado. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
Hol. Novi hominem tanquem te. His Humour is ofty; 
kis Diſcourſe perem * his To filed, his Eye am- 
bitidus, his 2g ma) 6hd-rhis general Behaviour 
* He ww picked: ron | 1 
: 
„ 


_ © -Phantaſms, ſuck 


- „h l. 


Lob x- s Cala: 722 


Py 


en e affected, too odd, as it were, too peregrinafe; 


as I may ha | 
Nath. 'A moſt ngular and choice Epithet. 14 
en, ont his Table:Buok, 


Hd. He draweth out the Thread of his Verboſity finer. 


ent. I abhor ſuch phanatical 
and point deviſe ** 8 
fack Rackers of Fee as do A 


when he ſhould ſay doubt; det, when he 
nce debt; d, e, b, tʒ not + He clepeth a Fo 28 
alf. hauf; Neig r vnc] nebour ; nei h abreviated 


than the le e 


ne: * is abominable, which we would call abhoming-. 


ble: It infinuateth on of oy: n Domine, FA 
make Frantick, Lunatick : 

Nath. Laus deo, bene imellige. 

Hol. Bore boo for booy ru, ik fac, 011 


deen Armado, ee 


= 


Nath. — — a Bk | 5 
Hol. Video, 1 f 4443 216 db 
Arm. Chirra | „ 


| Arm en of ey well — 9 

Hol. Mol Military Sir, Sdlotation.. 

Moth. 1 4 have at a great Feaſt P Languages 
and ſtole th 


Coft. Ot VE ted long, on the Altne-backet of Words. 
I marvel thy Maſter hath not eaten thee for a York | for 
thou art ut fo 4 


- 
2 4 dv 


* 


© Ufork. Yes, yea, Boys the Hoen- bock 
| What is AB felt backward wi the Hen on Be eg 
Hol. Ba, pueritia with a Hora added. 


Mich, ba, 01 fy Sheap, aih.e Hers. Yon hear 


his Learni 
| N thou Conſeaunt? | 
„ Vowel, if you open lu 


* 
®, 
= 


fe. 


1 — 9 — 
: — * 1 "< 1 A Pa 0 


r 


SF SASL 


_ toe, thou tat ic ad b at the Finger's e. 


member thy 


—_— ws 4 IE * 2 


Lovs's Labonte 2 1 


Hol, I will repeat them, 22— 
Moth. The Sheep; FR 
Arm. Now by the falt Ware of the Med, 3 
Hveer tanch, a 3 of Wit; ſhip, 
9 home; it 8 m 
Fan 


31 Whit u the Figure? Mare 

. like an Infan hip th 
H. ou an t; go, w 1 
_ , Moth. Lend me your Horn to make one, 55 
whip about your Infamy aun cita, a Gigg of : a Cuck-- 
old's Horn. 

Coft. And 1 had but one Penny in the World, thou 
ſhouldſt have it to buy Ginger-bread; Hold, there is the 
very Remuneration I had of thy Maſter, thou Half. ny 
Purſe of Wit, thou Pidgeon- egg of Diſ , and 
the Heay'ne were to leaſed, that thou wert it my Ba- 
ſtard! What a joy ful Father 'wouldft thou me? Go- 


g as they | 


ty. 
Hel. Oh, 1 ſmell fatſe Latin, dunghil for « 
Arm. Art-man preambula; we will be 5 from 


the Barbarous. Do you. not educate Youth of * . 


houſe on the Top of the Mountain? 
_ - Hol. Or Muns the Hill. 


4 your ſweet Pleaſure, forthe Moby 


queſtion. . 
Arm. Sir, Koe King's moſt ſweet Pleaſhre and Af. 
{Qion, to ratulate the Princeſs at her Pavilion, in 


the poſer of this Day, which the rude Mdticude call 


Afternoon 
e The Pufterior of the Pay, moſt genera Sir, is li- 
able, congruent, and le for the After oon: The 
Word is well cull d. choice, ſweet, and a Tram 
you Sir, I do aſſure. 
Arm. Sir, the King is a noble Gentleman, f my Fa- 
miliar, I do affire ye, my very 8 Friend; r 1 . 
inward between _— it Gael. Ie thee, re- 
= the Tony thy Head, 


54 Love's Labour's loſt. 

and among other, importunate and moſt ſerious Deſigns, 
and of great import indeed too But let that paſs, for I 
. muſt 4 Fes. it will pleaſe his Grace (by the World) ſome- 
time to lean upon my poor Shoulder, and with his Royal 
Finger thus dally with my Excrement, with my Mu 


chio; but, ſweet, Heart, let that paſs. But the World I 
recount no Fable; ſome certain pecial Honours it plea- 
ſeth his Greatneſs to impart to Armado a Soldier, a Man 


ef Travel, that hath ſeen the World; but let that paſs----- 
the very all of all i: But, ſweet Heart, I do implore 
| Secrecy—— that the King would have me preſent the 
Princeſs (ſweet Chuck) with ſome delightful Oſtentation, 
or Show, or Pageant, or Antick, or Fire-work. Now. un- 
derſtanding that the Curate and your ſweet ſelf are good 
at ſuch Eruptions, and ſudden breaking out of Mirth (as 
it were) I have acquainted you withal, to the end to 
crave your Aſſiftance. ; e 
Hol. Sir, you ſhall preſent before her the nine Wor- 
thies. Sir, as concerning ſome Entertainment of Time, 
ſome Show in the Poſterior of this Day, to be rendred b 
our Aſſiſtants at the King's Command, and this moſt gal- 
lant, illuſtrate and learned Gentleman, before the Princeſs: 
1 fay: none fo fit as to preſent the nine Worthies. 
Nath. Where will you. find Men worthy enough to 
preſent them ? | won of e 4.4 2 
Hal. Foſua, your ſelf, this gallant Gentleman Fudas 
Machabeus, this Swain (becauſe of his great Limb or Joint) 
ſhall paſs Pompey the Great, and the Page Hercules. 
em. Pardon Sir, Error: He is not Quantity enough 
| boy that Werthy's Thumb; be is not ſo big as the End of 
is Club. en l WS 32 294 4 Soo 
Hol. Shall I have Audience? He ſhall preſent Hercules 
in Minority: His Enter and Exit ſhall be ſtrangling a 
Snake; and I will have an Apology for that Purpoſe. 
Mosh. An excellent Device: So if any of the Audience 
hiſs, you may cry; Well done, Hercules, now thou cruſheſt 
the Snake; that is the way to make an Offence gracious, 
tho few have the Grace to do it. | 
am For the reſt of the Worthies? 
Hol, I will play three my kl 


Nu, 


— 


— 


n 


1 


LS Pan. ww 


— 
— 


on the Taber to the Worthies, and let them 
Hay. 


If Fairings come thus plentifully in. ; 
© A Lady wall'd about with Diamonds! leok you what I 
have from the King. 


8 5 OS» - lf 7 py, 


1 As would be cram'd up in a Sheet of Paper, 


/ .. Roſa, That was the way to make his God- wad bas, 
For he hath been five thouſand Years a Boy. $ Huge 


Siſter. 

© Kath, He made her melenchelly, ſad and hea 
t 

Of ſuch a merry, nimble, ſtirring Spirit, | 

She might have been a Grandam ere ſhe dy d. 


4 word:? 


0 herons FIl darkly end the ment. 


"Lon Labour's %. 


1 5 
Moth Thrice worthy Gentleman. "0 
4m. Shall 1 tell you a thing? "mY 
„ NOOR | 1 
Arm. We will bave, not, an ue. 
beſeech you follow. 5 an 
Hol. Via good-man Dull, thou haſt fpoken no Word all 
this while. - 1 
Dull. Nor underſtood none neither, Me. .,,} 
Hol. Allons, we will employ thee. | 
Dull. I'll make one in a Dance, or ſo: or 1h 


rg 


Hol Moſt Dull, honeſt Dull, to our Sport aways | (ai 
Enter Princeſs, and Ladies. 
Prin. Sweet Hearts, we ſhall be rich ere we | 


Prin. Nothing but this? yes, as much Love i 


- 
s 
— — — — — —— — — —— 


Reſa. Madam, came nothing elſe along with 
" . 


Writ on both ſides the Leaf, Margent and all, 
That he was fain to ſeal on Cupid's Name. 


'S 
\ 


Kath. Ay, and a ſhrewd unhappy Gallows too 


Roſa. You'll ne er be. Friends with him, he kid your 


And ſo ſhe died; had ſhe been light like you, ; 


And ſo may you; for a light Heart lives long. 
Roſa, What's your dark Meaning, Mouſe, of t! s bg 


Kath. A light Condition, in a Beauty dark. 
| Roſa, We need more Light to find your Meani 
| Kath. You'll marr the Light by taking it in Snuff: 


"og Look what you do, gd} 
C4 | — 


That fame Hiren 111 torture ere I go. 


$6 - Love" Labour's bt 
Kath. So do not you, for you are a light Wench. 
Roſa. Indeed) I bor not — and therefore light. 
Kath. You weigh me not, O that's, you care not for me. 
©» Roſs. Great Reaſon; for paſt Care, is ſtill paſt Cure. 
Prin. Well handled both; a Set of Wit well play d. 
"But Roſaline, you have a Favour toe? Who ſent it? and 
what is it? _ . 
Roſa. I would you knew. tn 
And if my Face were but as fair as yours, 
My Favour were. as great, be witneſs this. 


Nay, I have Verſes too, I thank Biron. wh 
The Numbers true, and were the numbring too, 
were the faireſt Goddeſs on the Ground. 
Lam compar'd to twenty thouſand Fairies. 


O he hack drawn my Picture in his Letter. ' 


Prim. Any thing like? +: | 
Roſa: Much in the Letters, nothing in the Praiſe, 
Prin. Beauteous Ink; a good Concluſion. 
Kath. Fair as a Text B in a Copy-Book. | 
\ Roſa. Ware Pencils. How ? Let me not die your Debter, 
My red Dominical, my golden Letter. | | 
O that your Face were full of Oes, n 
Prin, A Pox of that Jeſt, and I beſhrew all Shreys: 
But Katherine, what was ſent to you. a 


From fair Dugan? | 1 


Kath. Madam, this Glove. 


Juin. Did he not ſend you twain? 


Nash. Yes, Madam; and moreover, 


Some thouland Verſes of a faithful Lover. 


A huge Tranſlation of Hypocriſie, 

Vildy compil d, profound Simplicity. 
Mar. This, and theſe Pearls to me ſent Longavile. 

The Letter is too long by half a Mile. 


Prin. I think no leis; Doſt thou not wiſh in Heart 
The Chain were longer, and the Letter ſhort? 

Mar. Ay, or I would theſe Hands might neyer part. 
Prin. We are wiſe Girls, to mock our Lovers ſo. 

Roſa. They are worſe Fools to purchaſe Mocking ſo. 


5 


m 
4 
þ! 


Love Lboer's loft 
O that 1 new he were but in by th Week, 7 
| How I would make him fawn; 5 beg, and 
„ Aud wait the Seaſon, and obſerye the — 
And ſpend his prodigal Wits in bootleſs Rimes 
And ſhape his Service all to my - vx | 
d an make him proud to make me proud with 4. 
rtaunt like would 1 oferſvyay his Stato, bl. att T 
t he ſhould be my Fool, and I his Fate. 
pn. None are ſo Ear exught, when they are each, 
Vit turn'd Fool; 4 Folly in Wiſdom hatcifd \/ 
Hal Wiſdom's Warrent, and the help of School, 
And Wit's own Grace to graze 4 learned Fool. 
Roſa. The Blood of Voùth burns not in ſuch Fork, 
As s Gravities revolt to Wantonneſs. ' 
Mar. Folly in Fools beers” not fo ſtrange a N 
As Fapl'ry i the Wiſe, when Wit deth dote: 
Sincevall the Power thereof i it doth apply, Pd | BS 
To p jve by Wit, worth in Simplicity. } 1 5 
Enter Boyer. © — | 
Here comes Boyer, and Mirth in his Fas, | 2 | 
O, Iam ſtab'd with Laughter, Where's her Grace? | 
Thy ade + Boyet? 
% Prepare, Madam, prepare. 
Arm J :nches, arm, Incounters mounted are 
Againſt your Peace, Love doth approach, diſguis'd, 
Armed n Arguments, you'll be ſurpria d. 4 
Muſter your Wits, ſtand in your own Defence, 
Or hide your Heads like Cowards and fly hence, 
Prin. Saint Dennis, to Saint Cupid; What are they 
That charge their Breath againſt us? Say, Scout, $i 
Beyer Under the cool Shade of a Sycamore, .. 
I thought to cloſe mine Eyes ſome half an hour 1 
When lo to interrupt my d Reſt, 
Toward that Shade, 1 raight ld, addreft 
The King and his Companions; watily 
I ſtole into a Neighbour Thicket by, 
And oyer-heard, what you ſhall ever-hear; *Y 
That \ ory by diſguis'd they will be here. i 
Their Herald is a ral px han Page, 2 | 
| 


. Pri 
By 


That " 9 his Embaflage. 
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Action and Accent did they teach him-theres 

Thus muſt thou ſpeak, and thus thy Body 1 

And ever and anon they made a doubt, 

Preſence Majeſtical would — him out: 

For, quoth the King, an Angel ſnalt thou ſee, 

* Yet fear not thou, but ſpeak audacicuſly. _ 

* The Boy replyd, an Angel is not evil; | 
1 ſhould have fear'd her, had ſhe been a Devil. F 
Wich that all laugh d, and clap d him on the Shoulder, 

Making the bold. Wag by. their Praiſes bolder. 99 

One rubb'd his Elbo an and fleer'd, and Fwore, 

A better Speech was never ſpoke before. | 

Another with his Finger, and his Thumb, 

Cry'd via, we will do't, come what will come. 

The third he caper'd and cry d, All goes well, 

The fourth turn d on the Toe, and down he fell; | 

With that they all did tumble on the =" top ii? 

With ſuch a zealous Laughter, ſo profound. 

That in this Spleen ridiculous appears, 

To check their Folly Paſſions, ſolemn Tears: 
Prin. But what, but what, come 505 to viſit us? 
Boyer. They do, they 3 and are apparel'd thus, 

Like Muſcovites, or Ruſſians, as I gue of 

Their Purpoſe is to parley, court, and dance, 

And every one his Love · feat will advance 

Upon his ſeveral Miſtreſs; Which they'll know 

By Favours ſev'ral, which they did before. 

Trin. And will they ſo? the Gallants ſhall be taskt 
For Ladies, we will every one be maskt: | 
And not a Man of them ſhall have the Grace, 

Deſpight of Sute, to ſee a Lady's Face. 

Hold Rofaline, this Favour thou ſhalt wear, 

And then the Ki will court thee for his Dear: 
Hold, take thou this my Sweet, and give me thine, 

So ſhall Biren take me for Roſalme. 

And change your Favours too, ſo ſhall your Loves 

Moo contrary, deceiv'd by theſe Removes. | 
"Roſa. Come on then, wear the Faveurs moſt in ge: 
Kath, But in this changing, what is your Intent? 
, 9 croſs theirs; 4. | 
* 


Love! Len bt » 


do it but in mocking Merriment, 
And Mock for Mock is only my Intent. 
Their ſeveral Councils they unboſom ſhall 
To Loves miſtook, and ſo "he withal: - 
Upon the next Occaſion that we meet 
With Viſages diſplay'd'to talk and greet 
' Roſa. But ſha — dance, if they defire us 4 | 
Prin. No, to the Death we will, not move a foot, 
Nor to their pen'd Speech render we no Grace: 
But while tis ſpoke, each turn away her Face. 1 
Beyer. Why 9 Attempt will kill the Keeper's Heart, 
And quite divorce his Memory from his Part. | 
Prin. Therefore I do it, and I make no "S | 
The reſt will ne'er come in, if ke be out. 1 | | 
There's no ſuch. Sport, as Sport by Sport o'erth' wn; 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our o 
So ſhall we ſtay mocking intended Game, | 
And they well mockt, depart away with Sham W 5 
Bayet. The Trumpet ſounds, be maskt, the Mask 
Euter the King, Biron, Longavile, Dumain, 
i 15 3 d like Muſcovites. Moth with Muſick, as 
Maſe 
yds 12 hail the richeſt Beauties on the Earth, 
Biron, Beauties no richer than rich Taffata. 
Moth, A holy Parcel of the faireſt Dames that * turn d 
their Backs to mortal Views. [The Ladies tuyn their 
Backs to I n. | 
Biron. Their Eyes, Villain, their Eyes. 9 
Moth That ever turn d their Eyes to mortal Views.” — 
Diron. True; out indeed. | 
Moth. Out of your Favours heav/nly Spirit, 
to hehold. 
Biron. Once to behold, Rogue. 
Moth. Once to behold with your Sun-beamed Ey 
With your Sun-beamed Eyes 
Biron. They will not anſwer to that E. Epithete; 
You were beſt call it Daughter-beam'd Eyes, 
Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings me out. 
Biron. Is this your Perfectneſs? BegOne, '% roger. > 
- Roſa. What would theſe 4 
Know their Minds, Boyes, N 
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If they.do ſpeak pur Language, tis our Will 

That ſome plain Man recount their Purpoſes 4 

Know what they wauld ? A | 
Boyer. What would you with the Princeſs? | * 

BDiron. Nothing but Peace and - Viſration. | 
Roſa. What would they, fay they? 

8 but Peace and gentle Viſitation. 
Roſa. Wh y that they have, and bid them ſo be gone. 
Boyer. "She s you have it, _ ou dr. be gone. 
King. Say to her we have wear Graf, Miles, 

fo tread a Meaſure with you on rhe Gra 
Boyer. They ſay they have meaſur d many a Mile, 
To tread a Meaſure Anh you on the Gras. 
Roſa, It is not ſo. Ask them how many Inches 
Is in one Mile? If they have meaſur d many 
The Meaſure then of one is eaſily told. 
Beyet. If to come hither you have meaſur'd Miles, 
many Miles; the Princeſs bids you tell, 
E many Inches doth fill up one Mile? 
Biron. Tell her we meaſure them * our * 
Beyer. She hears her ſelf. | 
Roſa, How many weary Steps | 
Of many weary Miles you have o N 1 
Are aumbred in 1 of = Mi 9 if | 
iron. We number nethi t we r 
Our Duty is ſo rich, 10 infiope, ; 21 * | 
That we may do it ſtill without Acco 
Vouchſafe to ſhew the Sunſhine of your Face, 
That we (like Savages) may worſhip it. 

. My Face is but a Moon, and clouded too. 

Ling. Bleſſed are Clouds, to do as ſuch Clouds do 
Vouchiafe, bright Moon, on theſe thy Stars to ſhine 
| (Thoſe Clouds remoy'd) upon our watery Eyne. 

Roſa. O vain Petitioner, beg a greater Matter; 
Thou now requeſts but Moon; ſnine in the Water. 

King. Then in our meaſure, vouchſafe but one Change; 
Thou bid'ſt me beg, this Begging is not ſtrange. 
oa, Play Mu ick then ; nay you muſt do it ſoon. 
Not yet, no Dance; thus change Llike the Moon. | 


* 
* 
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* 


Take * for * 


Methe egline, Wort, and Malmſey; well run 
s 


Lovs's Labour's loſt 5 61 


King. Will you not dance, how come you thi 
Roſa. You took the Moon at Full, but now 
King. Yet ſtill ſhe is the Moon, and | the 
Roſa. The Muſick plays, vouchſafe ſome Mdtion to it: 
Our Ears vouchſafe it. 1 
"os: But your Legs ſhould do it. - if 
— — mo es Strangers, and rer. chance, 
take Hands, we will not 
1 * take you Hands then! \ 
Roſa. Only to part Friends. I.. [ 
coy Nene Hearts, and ſo the Meaſure end. 
More Meaſure of this Meaſure ; be nice. | 
— We can afford no more at ſuch a Prife. | 
King. me your"felyes then; what buys our Com- 
ny 
Role Your Abſence only. 
King. That can never be. 
Roſa. Then cannot we be bought; and ſo 
bs te" pr Viſor, and half once to you, 
deny to dance, let's hold 
Bo In . — then. 1 
. 1 am bes pleas'd with cher 1 
Biron. White handed Miſtreſs, one ſy ord with 
& throe. 


thee, 

Prin. Honey,. and Milk, and 

Btron. Nay then two Treys; and if you gravy bo nice, 
Dre: 


. 
Chat. 
* 
. 


There's half a dozen Sweets. 


= 7 


Prin. Seventh Sweet adieu, al 
Since you can cog, I'll play no more with ycu. 

Biron. One Word in ſecret. 13 

Prin. Let it not be ſweet. 1 


Biron. Thou grie v ſt my Gall. I YE. 
Prin. Gall, bitter. ; $ 
Biron. Therefore meet. 
Dum. Will you vouchſafe with me to 
Mar. Name it. 
Dum. Fair Lady, THR 1 
Mar. Say you ſo? fair Lord: d 


46 1 Labour's 15 


Dum. Pleaſe it you; 
As much in private, ond ru bid ied. 
Kath, What, was your Vizard made without a Tongue? 
. 1 know the Reaſon, Lady, why you ask. 
O for your Reaſon, quickly Sir, 1 long. 
poi You have a double Tongue within your Mak, 
And would afford my ſpeechleſs Vizard half. 


| Kath. Veal, quoth the Dutch Man; Vee Olfr 


Long. ACalf, fair Lady? ? 
Kath. No, A fair Lo cue | =F 
Long. Let's the World. 
Kath; No, 11! not be your Half 
Take all and wean it; it may prove an Ox. | 
Long. Look how you But your {elf in theſe ſharp 
Mocks! | 
Will you give Horns, chaſte Lady? Do not ſo. q 
Kath. Then die a Calf before your Horns do grow. 
Long. One Word in private with ere 1 die. 
Kath. Bleat ſoftly then, the Butcher hears you cry. 
. The Tongue of mocking Wenche are as keen 
As is the Razor's Edge inviſible, © * 
_ Cutting a ſmaller Hair than may bs todd 
Above the Senſe of Senſe fo Cniible, 5 4 
Seemeth their Conference, their Conceits have Wing 
Fleeter than Arrows, Bullets, Wind, Thought, ſwifter Things. 
3 Not one Werd e my Maids, break off, break 


. By Heay'n all dry beaten with pure Scoff. 
King. Farewell, mad Wenches, you have ſimple Wits. 


Exeunt. 

Prin. Twenty Adieus my frozen Muſcovites. b 
Are theſe the Breed of Wits lo wondred at? _ 

Boyer, Tapers they are, with your ſweet Breaths puft 
out. 

Roſa, Well- Wits have, fat, fat. 
Prin. O dere e e 
Will they not (think you) han themſelves to Might? 
Or ever but in Vizards ſhew t Faces? 
This pert Biron was out of Count'nance 

EI ey wor inane er , 
+ RS The 
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Love's Labour's loſt. 63 
The King was w ipe for a good Word. | 
5. + aps ſwear himſelf out of all Suit. 
Mar. Dumain was at my Service, and his Sy 5rd: 
No Point (quoth I;) my Servant ſtrait was mul j, 
- Kath. Lord Longavile ſaid, I came o'er his 
And trow you what he call d me! 
Prin, Qualm, perhaps. 
2 Kath, Ves, in good Faith. 
Prin. Go Sicknels as thou arr. 
Roſa. Well, better Wits have worn plain Statute Caps; 
But will you hear; the King is my Love ſworn. 
Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted Faith to me, 
Kath. And Longavile was for my Service born. 
* Mar. Dymain is mine as ſure as Bark on Tree. 
Boyet. Madam, and pretty Miſtreſſes give Ear, 
Immediately they will again be here N 
In their own Shapes; for it can never be, a! 
They will digeſt this harſh Indignity. . 
Prin. Will they return? . 
| Boyet. They will, they will, God knows, - 


* 


And leap for Joy, though they are lame with Blows: . 

Therefore change Favours, and when they repair, G. 

Blow like ſweet Roſes in this Summer Air. 
Prin, How blow? how blow # ſpeak to be underſtood, 


's. Boyet. Fair Ladies maskt, are Roſes in their Bud: 
K Diſmaskt, their damask ſweet Comixture ſhown, | 
| Are Angels vailing Clouds, or Roſes blown. 


Prin. Avaunt Perplexity ! What ſhall we do, 
te. If they return in their ewn Shapes to woo? - 
. Ro/. Good Madam, if by me you'll be advis d, 

Let's mock them ſtill as well known as diſguis d. 
Let us complain to them what Fools were here, | 


aft Diſguis d like Maſcovites in ſhapeleis Gear; 
And wonder what they were, and to what end 
at, Their ſhallow Shows, and Prologue vildly pen d, 


And their rough Carriage fo ridiculous, 
Should be preſented at our Teat to us. 
Boyet. Ladies, withdraw, the Gallants are at Hand 
Prin Whip to our Tents, as Roes run oer the Lands 
| —_ 


The | | We * 


„„ Love's Laboww's loft. 
Buer the King, Biron, Longavile, and Dumain, in their 


Ling. Fair Sir, God fave you. Where's the Princeſs? 
any Service to her? 


Boyes. Gone to her Tent. = | 
Pleaſe it your Majeſty command me 
King. That ſhe vouchſafe me Audience for one Word. 
Boyer. I will, and ſo will ſhe, Ikaqw,' my Lord. [Exis. 
Biron. This Fellow picks up Wit as Pigeon Peas, 
And utters it again, when Fove doth pleaſe: 


Hulle is Wit's Pedlar, and retails his Wares 


At Wakes and Waſſals, Meetings, Markets, Fairs: © 
And we that ſell by Groſs, the Lord doth know, 
Have not the Grace to grace it with ſuch Show: . 
This Gallant pins the Wenches on his Sleeve; 
Had he been Adam he had tempted Eve. 
He can carve too, and liſp: Why this is he, 
That kit away his Hand in Courtefie, 
This the Ape of Fortune, Monſieur the nice, 
That when he plays at Tables, chides the Dice 
In honourable Terms: Nay he can fing © - 
A Mean moſt manly, and in uſhering 
Mend him who can; the Ladies call Fim ſweet; 
The Stairs as he treads on them kiſs his Feet. 
This is the Flower that {miles on every one, 
To ſhew his Teeth as white as Whale his Bone, 
And Conſciences that will not die in Debt, 
Pay him the Duty of Honey-tongu'd Boyer, , 
King. A Bliſter on his ſweet Tongue with my Heart, 
'That put Armade's Page out of his Part. mm 
Enter the Princeſs, Roſaline, Maria, Katherine, and 
15 Attendants. N 
Biren. See where it comes, Behaviour what wert thou, 
Till this Mad-man ſhew'd thee? And what · art thou now? 
King. All hail, ſweet Madam, and fair time of Day. 
Prin, Fair in all Hail is foul, as I conceive, 
King. Conſtrue my Speeches better if you may. 
Prin. Then wiſh me better, I will give you leave. 
King. We came to viſt you, and 12 now 
To lead you to our Court, it then, 


- —— - ——— - — 


Prin. 


* 


'? 


Love's Labowrs bot. 

Prin. This Field ſhell hold me, and {a hold your Yow : 
Nor God, nor I, delight in perjur'd Men. | SE 
ing. Rebuke me not for that which you 


The ue of your Eye muſt break my Oath. 
Prin. You nick-name Virtue : Vice you ſnould have 


: 


f oke: 


For Virtue's Office never breaks Mens Troth. , * ' 


Now, by my Maiden Honour, yet as pure . 

As the — by Lilly, 1 — 2 

A World of Torments though I ſhould endure, 4 

I would not yield to be your Houſe's Gueſt: a 

So much I hate a breaking Cauſe to be | 

Of heav'nly Oaths, vow'd with Integrity. 
King. O you have liv'd in Deſolation here, 

Unſeen, unviſited, much to our Shame. 1 
Prin. Not ſo my Lord, it is not fo 1 ſwear, f 

We have had Paſtimes here, and pleaſant Game. 

A Meſs of Ruſſans left us but of late, I | 
King. How, Madam? Ruſſians? \ 
Prin. Ay in truth, my Lord; | | 

Trim Gallants, full of Courtſhip, and of State. T\ 
Roſa. Madam. ſpeak true. It is not fo, ciphers | 

My Lady (to the manner of the Days) 

In Courteſie gives undeſerving Praiſe. i 

We four indeed confronted were with four, 

In Ruſſian Habit: Here they ſtay d an Hour, 

And talk d apace, and in that hour, my Lord, 

They did not bleſs us with one happy Word. 

I dare not call them Fools; but this I think, 

When they are thirſty, Fools would fain have | 

Biron. This Jeſt is dry to me. Fair, gentle, ſweet 

Your Wit makes wiſe Things fooliſh; when we 

With Eyes beſt ſeeing, Heaven's fiery Eye, - v 

By Light we loſe Light; your Capacity Ln 

Is of that Nature, as te your huge Store, [| 

Wiſe things ſeem fooliſh, and rich things but poor. 


Roſa. This proves you wiſe and rich; for in my Eye. 


Biron. I am a Fool, and full of Poverty. | 
Roſa. But that you take what doth to you belong, 
It were a fault to ſnatch Words from my * 


1 wo. 
|_f 


* 4 
* &@ 
"Ia # 
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— 


» Love's Labour?s ah. 


Bron. O, I am yours, ang, 
Roſs. All the Fool mine. I ; 
Biron. I cannot give you leſs. 
Roſa. Which of the Vizards was it that you re? 
- Bron, Where? When? What Vizard? 
' why demand you this? 4 
Roſa. There, then, that Vizard, that en Caſe, 
That hid the worſe, and ſhew'd the better * 
. e nao OY e 
8 us now t. WY 
HL nth and turn it to a jeſt- | 2 
Prin, Amaz d, my Lord? Why looks your Highneſs fad ? 
Roſa. _ bad bis his Brows, "he'll Ls | Ho look 


Sea- N 7c 1 think, coming from Muſe 
Biron. Thus pour the Stars down « DF for Perry * 

Can any Face of Braſs hold longer out? * w 

Here ſtand 1, Lady, dart thy Skill at me, ; 

Bruiſe me with Scorn, confound me with a Flout, 

Thruſt thy ſharp Wit quite through my Ignorance z | 

Cut me to pieces with thy keen Conceit; ot 

And 1 will ſhew thee never more to dance,, 

Nor never more in Ruſſan Habit wait. 795 "ey 

O! neyer will I truſt to Speeches pen d. 

Nor to the Motion of a School-boy's D 

Nor never come in Vizard to my Friend, Hi 

Nor woo in time like a blind Harper's Song ; 8 

ts pho filken Terms Prog, 1 

Three pil'd H perboles, {| ce Affectation, 

Fi ph out oa theſe 3 Flies, 

Have blown me full of 7 got Oſtentation. 

I do forſwear them, and I here proteſt, 

By this white Glove wks Es the Hand God know!) 

Henceforth my wooing Mind ſhall be expreſt _- + 

In ruſſet Leas, and honeſt kerſie Noes: 55 

And to begin, Wench, ſo God help me Law. 

My Love to thee is ſound, Sans crack or flap. 
Roſa. Sans, Sans, | pray you. 

_  Brron@ Yet I have a Tric N 40 

Of the old Rage: Bear with me, I am Sick. 


Mind ad ..3 ot tw 
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Some fair Excule. 


Lover's Labour loſt; | 67 


P11 leave it by Degrees: Soft, let us ſee, 
Write Lord have mercy on us, and thoſe three, 
They are infected, in their Hearts it lyes, 
They have the Plague, and caught it of your 2. | 
Theſe Lords are vilited, you are not free; 

For the Lords Tokens on you both I ſee. nt 
Prin. No, they are free that gave theſe Tokens us. 
Biron. Our States are forfeit, ſeek not to undo 18 
Roſa. It is not ſo; for how can this be true, * 

That you ſtand forfeit, being thoſe that ſue. 
Bren. Peace, for I will not have to do with you." 
Roſa, Nor ſhall not, if I do as I intend. 

Biron. Speak for your ſelves, my Wit is at an q d. 
King. Teach us, ſweet Madam, foro our rude Trands 


Prin, The faireſt is Confeſſion. 
Were you not here but even now diſguis d? 
King. Madam, I was: © 
Prin. And were you well advis'd? 4 
. King. I was, fair Madam. > 
—— When y Are were here. 1 | VF 
RY whiſper in your s Ear? * 
That aces ths Mt the Words I did reſpect her. 


02 When ſhe ſhall challenge this, you wile * here | 


Xing. Upon mine Honour no- 
Prin. Peace, peace, forbear: . 
Tour Oath once broke, you force not to forſ 
. Deſpiſe me 5 I break this Oath of m 
Prin. I will and therefore keep it. Roſaline, 
What did the Ruffian whiſper in your Ear? 
Roſa. Madam, he ſwore that he did hold me 
As precious Eye. ſight. and did value me 
Above this World; adding thereunto moreover, 
That he would wed me, or elſe die my Lover. 
Prin. God give thee Joy of him; the noble 
Moſt honourably doth uphold his Word. 


Xing. What mean you, Madam ? By my Lif m 


Troth, 
I never ſwore this Lady ſuch an Oath, 


* 5 


3 3 5 
Leſe. 


— 


wo 
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68 Lor Laboar's loft, 
Roſa. By Heav'n you. did; rn. 
You gave" e this: : But take it, Sir, again. | 
King. My Faith and this, to 'th'Princeſs I did OY : 
I knew: her by this Jewel on her Slecve. 
| Prin. Pardon me, ky this Jewel did ſne Wea: ; 
z | And Lord Biron, I thank him, is my Dear. 
: | What? will you: have me, or your Pearl again? 
Biram. Neaher of either, — both twWan. 
I ſee the Trick on't; Here was a Conſent. : | 
Knowing aforehand of our Merriment, | 
To daſn it like a Chriſtmas Comedy. 
Some Carry- tale, ſome Pleaſe: ot ' ſome night a 
Some Mamble news, ſome Trencher-knight, ſome 
Fhat ſmiles his 9 in Years, and knows the Tri 
Te make my Lady laugh, when ſhe's diſpos d, 
Told our Intents ble ; which once diſclos d, 
The Ladies did change Favours, and then we 
Following the Signs, woo'd but the Sign of ſhe: 
Now to our Perjury, to add more Terror, _ 
We are again forſworn in Will and Error. 
Much upon this it is. And might not you in h 
Foreſtal our Sport, to make us thus untrue? 
Do nat you know my Lady's Foot by th Square, 
And laugh upon the Apple of her Eye, 4g 
And. ſtand _ her Back, Sir, and the Fire, 
| Holding a Trencher, jeſting merrily ? ; * ; 
© © You put our Page out: Go, you are allo d, 
Die when you will, 1 ſhall be yone Shrowudl. 
2 You leer upon me, do. you? There's an 79 55 hat} 
Wounds like a Leaden Sword, — I 
Boye. Full merrily . * 
Brave Manager, hath this Career hop _ "00h 
Biron. Lo, he is tilting ſtraight, Peace, [av de 
Euter d. 
welcome pure Wit, thou part'ſt a fair Fray. Fang 
- Coſt. © Lord Sir, they would know, 1 
Whether the three Worthies ſhall come in, or no. 4 
Biron. What, are there but three? "7! 
Cu. No Sir, but it is yery fine a 


e 
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For e every one ts three. 

Biron, And three times thrice is nine? 

Coſt, Not Io Sir, "wake Correction Sir, I hope it is not ſo. 
You cannot beg us Sir, I can aſſure you Sir, we know 
what we know: I hope thron Lines thrice Sir—— 
Bion. Is not nine. 

Ct. Under Correction Sir, weltow whereun it doth 
amount. 

* 0 Fove 1 always took three Threes fo, ine 

O Lard Sir, it were pity you ſhould get | our Li- 
ving 5 9 Sir 

Biron. How much is it? F 

Coft. O Lord Sir, the Parties themſelves, the Actors Sir, 
will ſhew whereuntil it doth amount; for my own part, 
J am, as they ſay, but to perfect one Man in yoo poor 
Man, Pompion the Great, Sir. 4 

Bion. Art thou one of the Worthies ? . 

Coſi. It pleaſed them to think me worthy 4 d 
the Great: For mine own part, I know not oF —_— | 
-of the Worthy ; but I am to ſtand for him. 

Biron. Go, bid them prepare. 

Caf. We will turn it finely off, Sir, we will take ſame Care. 

King. Biron, they will ſhame ns; —— 
Let them not approach. 

Biron. We are 8 ay hard; and*risfomhe Policy 
to have one Show wore than the King and his © >mpany. 

King. 1 ſay they ſhall net come. 

Prin. Nay, my goed Lord, let me o'er- 
That Sport beſt pleaſes, that doth leaſt Em 


— 


1 


Where Zeal ſtrives to content, and the Con 
Dies in the "Zeal of that which it | 
Ther Form confounded, makes moſt-form in Mirth, 
When great Things labouring periſn in their Birth. 
Dien A right Deſcription of our Sport, my 
Enter” Armado. 


| aw. Anointed, I impltore ſo much men of 

Royal ſivecr Breath, as will utter a Brace N 
Prin. Doth this Man ſerve God? EL 
Dien, Why ask you? 
Pris, He {peaks not like a Man of God's ang. 


20 Love Labour's loft. | 
Arm. That's all ene, my. fair ſweet honey Monarch; 


for 1 proteſt the School maſter is exceeding fantaſtical: 


Too too vain, too too vain: But we will put it, as they, ſay, 
to Fortuna delaguar. with. you the Fexch of Mind, moſt 


Royal Cupplement. 


| King. Here is like to be a good Preſence of Worthies: * 
He preſents Heclor of Troy, the Swain Pompey. the Great, 
the Pariſh-Curate Alexander, Armado's Page Hercules, te Fe 
Pedant Juda Machabeus; 
| And if theſe four Worthies i in their firſt Shew thrive, in 
I | . Theſe four will change Habits, and preſent the other ye! | 
| Biron, There are five in the firſt Shew. Pr 
. King. You are deceiw'd, tis not ſo. 
Biron. The Pedant, the Braggart, the Hedge- Pic, the ma 
Fool, and the Boy. | ; 
A bare throw at Novum. and the whole World * + 
Cannot prick out five ſuch, take each one in Vein. ( 
King. The Ship is uader fail, and here ſhe comes a * 
Euter Coſtard for Temex. | 3 0 
| cn. I Pompey am. * | 1 f que 
5 -Boyet. You lye, you are not he. 1 jy | Clo 
3 On. 1 Pompey am 3 ee a C 
Boyet. With Ide Head on Knee, _ n nin 
ö Biron. Well ſaid old Mocker, . 10 
I muſt needs be Friends with thee. 8 1 
.. I Pompey am, Pompey ſurnam'd the Big. e 
Dum. The Great. N 


»Cofb. 1e is great, Sir; Pom e 
_ "That oft in Field, , Sies Pompey ; 
did make my Foe to ſweat: 
And travelling _ 9 Fire am come by Chance. 
And lay my Arms before the Legs of this ſweet prog] 
If LAS. would ſay.” pe hone go rc | 
Prin, Great 1 . 8 hope 
Cofs. Tis not ſo much worth; but 1 was perfet, 
I made a little Fault in | 
Boon. een, en proves te ben 
Worthy. | 
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Enter Nathaniel for Alexander: > 
Nath. When in the World I ld, I was the an 


* Ef e een and So, 1 red 177 comin 


1% Babes ai declares that I am Aliſander. =: | 
Boyet. Your Noſe ſays no, you are not; | | 5 
For it ſtands not right. | 
Biron. Your Noſe ſmells no, in this moſt tend 
ing Knight. 
Prin. The Con is diſmaid: 
Proceed, good ander. 
Nath. When in the World 1 l I was the u Com: 
mander. 
Boyer. Moſt true, tis right; ou were ſo Ali 
Biron. Pompey the Great. 
Coſt. Your Servant and Coftard. | 
Briron. Take away the Conqueror, take away A 
Coſt. O Sir, you have overthrown Aliſander t 
queror. ¶ to Nath.] You will be ſcrap'd out of the p 
Cloth for this; your Lion that holds the Poll-ax ſitii 
a Cloſeftool, will be given to Ajax; he will be 
ninth Worthy A Conqueror, and afraid to Fen! Run 
away for Shame, Aliſander. There an't ſhall pleaſſ you; 


| 2 fooliſh mild Man, an honeſt Man, look you, an ſoon 


daſh'd. He is a marvellous good Neighbour inſooth, and 


a very good Bowler; but for Aliſander, alas you ſee, bow 
tis a little o er- 


parted: But there are Worthies a 
will ſpeak their Mind in _— — ſort... 1 ; 


Biron. Stand aſide, 
Enter Holofernes Jae — Moth for pared is 28. 


H. I. Great Hercules is preſented by meer Imp, 
Whoſe Club kill'd . that three - headed 
And when he was a Babe, a Child; a Shrimp, 


Thus did he ftrangle Serpents in his Man: 
Quoniam, he ſeemeth in Minority; 


Ergo, I come with this Apology. 
1 ſome State in thy Exit, and wah. 
Hoi. Judas I W. 


* 


ä 


La, 
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Daum. A Fudai. 
%% ĩ ĩͤ NON 
l 

Biron. A kiſſing Traitor. How art thou worn u | 

Hol. Judas Tae.” Wy? 

Dons? The more: Shame far pen adn 

| 2 What mean you, Sir? 
Deer. To make ng 

Hol. Begin Sir, you are 
Biron. "var follow'd, 
Hol. I will net be put out of 


— 5 Wie T 
was d on an 
hang” | 


dos. Becaule thau haſt no Face. ie = 
Hol. What is this? 7 BY 
Boyet, A Cittern Head. N. Fe 
Dum. The Head of a Bodkin. 
Biron, A Death's Face in che Ring. 
5 The Face of an old eg Opin, ſearce fern, Be 
Beyer. The Pummel of Ceſar's Faulchion. © ' Gi 
Dam, The care d- bon Face on 2 Flax. 4 
Dun. St. George's half Cheek in a Broch. | > Fro 
D fly, and in a Broch of Lead. I a 
Diron. wn ae LEA Tootbdnrwiry 1 1 
Aud now rward; for we have put thee in Countenance. [ 
Hol. You have put me out of Countenance. vt "TR. 
n. Falſe, we have gi thee Faces, N RK * 
mol. But you have out-fac'd them al. [ Hed 
nass. And thou wert à Lion we: would: de fo. - WD 
| - Boyet. Therefore as he is an Aſs, let him 4 
And fo adieu ſweet 3 Nay, why doſt chow ny? - Swe, 
D For the end of his Name. But! 
Biron. For 'the £{ to the Fade; give "it him. Yaba 7 
away. £7, 


Hol. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. A 
r Bo 
may E 
Trin. Alas poor Machabexs, bow he hath been baited. An 


f Enter Armado. N 
Biren. Hide thy Head Achilles, bene eomes: Baby in . Coff 
Arms, | er vy 


/ 


2 


Gave Hector 4 Gi, the Heir ef Illion; 
A Man ſo breathed, that certain he would fight ye | 
From Morn till Night, out. of his Pavillion. | 

I am that Flower. * 


* 
— 
1 
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73 
rt Tho my Mocks come home by me, I will A 


King, L er ma but jeep oth. 


Boyet. But is this Hector? 


7 1 W —_ was not ſo clean 2 1 


too big for Hector. 
5 Fre If certain. | 
| Boyet. No; he is beſt indu'd in the Small. 
Biron. This can't be Hector. 
Dum. He's a God or a Painter, for he makes 


Arm. The Armipotent Mars, be RP the Amghy, 


gave Hector a Gift. 
Dum. A gilt Nutmeg, 
Biron. A Lemon. 
Tong. Stuck with Cloves. 
Dum. No, cloven. — | 
Arm. The Armipotent Mars, of Launces the 


Dum. That Mint. . 
Long. That Cullambine 
Arm. Sweet Lord Longavile rein thy T 


Kg 
ces. 


eee the Rein; . 
H 


and Hector's a Grey- hound. 
Arm. . ys War. man is dead and rott 
Sweet Chucks, begt not the Bones of the bury d: 
But I will forward with my Device; 
om Royalty beſtow on me the Senſe of Hear 
Prin. Speak brave Hefor; we are much deli 
Arm. I do adore thy ſweet Grace's Slipper. 
Boyet. Loves her 1 the Foot. 
Dum. He may not by the Yard. 
b Ann. This Hector far — Hannibal. 


. 


' 


2 


The Party is - i 
c Fellow Hedor, ſhe i is gone; ſhe is-two Months on 
way. 
Am. What mean t thou? 
Wor II. 8 


74 e 2 "IF 's 1. 
Cut. Faith unleſs you play the honeſt Trojan; the poor 


Wench is caſt away; ſhe's quick, the Chil brags in her 


Belly already. Tis yours, 
Arm. Do'ft thou infamonize me among Potentates? 
Thou ſhalt die. 


C. Then ſhall Hector be whipt for F CIT that * 
t ĩs dead by | 


2 by him; and eg for TY 


| Dum. Moſt rare Pompey ! | 

Boyet. Renown d Pompey! 5 

Biron. Greater Tn great, Kt, great, Pa Pope [ 
Pompey the Huge | 

Dum. Hector e 
Biron. Pompey is mov'd, more Ates, 
them on, ſtir them on. 
Dum. Hector will challenge him. 
Viren. Ay, if he have no more Man's Blood in's Belly 
than will ap a Flea, © © 
em. By the North pole I do cliltenigs thee." 
oof I Wil net fight with a Pole like a Northern Man; 
Fl flaſh; Il dot by the Sword: I pray you let me e bor- 
row my Arms again. | 

Dum Room for the incenſed Worthies. 

Coſt. Vil dot in my Shirt. 

Dum. Moſt reſolute Pompey. 

eth. Maſter, let me take you a Button-hole n 
Do you not ſee Pompey is uncaſing for the Combat: What 
mean you? You will loſe your Reputation. 

Arm. Gentlemen and Soldiers pardon me, 1 will not 
combat in my Shirt. 


more a ſtir 


# 


Dum. You may not deny it, Pompey hath made the 


Challenge. 
Arm. Sweet Bloods, I both may, and will. 
- Biron. What Reaſon have you fort? © © 
Arm. The naked Truth of it is, I have no Shit, eg 
I go woolward for Penance. FIN 
Boyer. True, and it was enjoin d him in Rome "9 want 
of Linnen; ſince when, Til be ſworn he 'wore none, but 


a Diſh-clout of 'Faquenetts's, and that he wears next his 


Heart fora + na 


it 
It 


If oyer-boldly we have born our ſelves, _ | 
In the Converſe of Breath, your — 


An heavy Heart bears not an — Jak Tongu 
Excuſe me fo, coming ſo ſhort of Thanks 
For my great Suit ſo eaſily obtain 'd. 


Mae. God ſave you, Madam. 


Prin, Welcome Macard, but that thou interrupteſt ny; 


Merriment., 
Mac. Tam ſorry Madam, for the News I bring, 


| Is heavy in m > Sa 107 The King your _ 


Prin. Dead 


Mac. Even fo: M. — is told. L vat - 
Biron. Worthies away, the Scene begins to « 
13 I have 


Arm, For mine own part, I breathe free B 


2 Day of Wrong through the little lt 2 of Dif- 


cretion, and I will righr my felt like a Soldier. 


King. Hovy fares your Majeſty? 
Prin. Boyet prepare, I will are Bo Night. - 
Ling. Madam not ſo; I do ch you ſtay. F 
Prin. Prepare I ſay. I thank you, gracious Lt 

For all your fair Endeavours; And entre, 


* 


Out of a new {ad Soul, that you vouchſafe, 
In your rich Wiſdom to excuſe or hide, \ 


The liberal Oppoſition of our Spirits; 1 a 


: 
T4 
Te? 


1 


Was guilty of it. Farewel, worth 


King. The extream Parts of Time e 4 
Al Cauſes to the Purpoſe of his Speed, 
And often at his very looſe decides 


That, which long 1 of Time could not ſy 
And though the mourning Brow of Progeny 


Forbid the - ſmiling Co of Love, 

The holy Suit which fain it would convince; 1 

Yet fince Love's Argument was firſt on foot, - 

* not the Cloud of Sorrow juſtle it 1 
ro 


m what it purpoſed. Since to wail Friends: lot 


| 1s not by much ſo wholeſome, profitable, | | 4 | 
As to rejoice at Friends but newly found. ' 


Prin. 1 underſtand you _— Griefs are d "Wie: 


Lors: on Labour's hh 87 


/ 


76 1 27. 


Biron. Honeſt lain Words beſt pierce 8 of ah 
And by theſe Badges underſtand: the Kir 
For your fair Sakes have we neglected | 4 
Play'd foul Play with our Oaths: Your — Ladies, 
Hath much deſbormed us, faſnioning our Humours LA 
Even to the oppoſed End: of our — | 
And what in us hath ſeem'd ridiculous, 
As Love is full of unbefitting Strains, 
All wanton'as a Child; skippiug and vain, | | 
Form by the Eye, and oy ore like the Eye, 
Full of Qraying Shapes, of Habits, and of Forms, 
Varying in Subjects as the Eye doth row], 8 
To every varied Object in his Glance; | 
Which party-coated preſence of looſe Lo ve 
Put on by us, if in your: Heavenly Eyes, 1 
Have misbecomd our Oaths we Gravities; | 
Thoſe Heay*nly Eyes that look into theſe Faults, - 
Suggeſted us 5 make: Therefore, Ladies, 
Our Love being yours; the Error that Love makes 
Is likewiſe yours. We ta our ſelves prove falle, | 
By being once falſe, for ever to be true 
To thols that make us bath, fair Ladies you; 
And even that Falſhood in it-ſelf a Sin, 
Thus puriſies it ſelf, and turns to Grace. 
Prin. We have receiv'd your Letters, full of Love, vel 
Your Favours, the Embaſſadors of Love: 
And in our Maiden Council rated them 
At Courrſbip; pleaſant Jeſt, and Courteſie, 
As Bumbaſt, and as Lining to the Time: 
But more deyout than theſe are our R 

Have we nat been; and therefore met your Lores 
In their own Faſhion: like a Merriment: 


Dum. Our Letters, Madam, ſhew'd much more than Jet. 


Long. So did our Looks, 

Roſs. We did not coat then ſo Li 
Ing. Now at the lateſt Minute of the Hour, 
Grant ui your Loves. 4 
Prin. A Time methinks too ſhort, 
To make a World-without-end Bargain in 


lava my Lord, your Grace- is perjugd much, 


7 


Full 


* 
— 7 


U 


{ Change not our Offer made in Heat of Blood: 
| If Fro, * 


King. 
I To flatter up 
{ Hence ever then, my Heart is in thy Brea 


Therefore if you my Favour mean to get, 


But ſeek the weary Bodo of People ſick. 


＋ 


Love's — 4 


Full of dear Guiltineſs, and therefore this: 


5 


If for my Lore (as there is no ſuch Cauſe)) 
Tou will do ought, this ſhall you 
Jour Oath I will not truſt; but go with 
To ſome forlorn and naked Hermitage. 
Remote from all the Pleaſures of the Wor 
Fhere ſtay until the twelve Celeſtial Signs 
Have brought about their Annual Reck 


do for 3 


4 


If this auſtere inſociable Life, 


Faſts, hard and thin Weeds ; 
Nip not the ga — m-e your Love, | 
But har "bene this Trial, and [aft Love; 


Then at the Expiration of the Year, 44 
Come challenge me, challenge me by theſe: Deſerts; 
And by this Virgin palm, now kiſſing thi 


1 will be thine; and till that Inſtant ſhut 


My woful ſelf up in a mourning Houſe, | 
Raining the Tears of Lamentation, -=- 
For the Remembrance of my Father's Death. 
If this thon do deny, let dur Hands part, 
Neither intituled in the other's Heart. 


— 
17 


H this, or more than this, I 
theſe Powers of mine Ton 4. 
The ſudden Hand of Death cloſe up mine 


Bron. And what to me, my Love? and What to me?: 
Roſa. You muſt be too, your Sins are ra 1 


| Younrc/arain, with ault and Perjury; 0 


- 
- 
* 
7 A 8 
C » 


Dum. p 
Kath. A Wife? a Beard, fair Health and oneſty; 


A Twelve-month ſhall you ſpend, and n 


Wich three-fold Love 1 wiſh yen all cheſe t ee. 


Dum. O ſhall I fay, I thank you, gentle Jife? 
Kath. Not ſo, my Lord; a Twelye:monfh and a Day, 'V 


III mark no Words that ſmooth-fac'd Wos ſay. | 


- 


— 


\ 


78 Lovr's Labour's loft. 
Dum. Il ſerve thee true and faithfully till chen. 62 
Kath. Yet ſwear not, leaft ye be em _ 
Tong. What ſays Maria? | 
Aux. At the Twelve-month's End | 1 ||| 
I'll change my black Gown for a faithful Friend, 1 
Sy)! ſtay with Patience; but the Time is long. 
Mar. The liker you, few taller are ſo young. 
Biron. Studies my Lady? Miſtreſs, look on me, 
Behold the Window of my Heart, mine -—__ 5 
What humble Suit attends thy Anſwer there, 
Impaſe ſome Service on me for my Love. 1 
Roſa. Oft have 1 heard of you, my Lord Biron, 
Before I faw you; and the World's large ge" 
Proclaims you for a Man repleat with Mocks, 
Full of Compariſons, and wounding, Flouts, 
Which you on all Eſtates will execute, 
That lye within the Mercy of your Wit: 
To weed this Wormwood from your fruitful Brain, 
Aud therewithal to win me, if you pleaſe, - | _ 
Without the which I am not to be won; 
Tou ſhall this Twelve-month term from Day to Day - 
- Viſit the 3 Sick, and ſtill converſfſe 
Witch Wretches; and your Task ſhall be. 
With * ce Endeavour of your Witt. o7 
To enforce the pained Impotent to ſmile, f 
Biron. To move wild Laughter in the Throat of Death? 
It cannot be, it is impoſſible: 
dt emacs. mee > foul in Any. 82 
Roſa. Why that's the way to a gibing Spirit, 
_ "Whoſe Influance is begot of that looſe Grace, « | 
_ ſhallow — Hearers give to Fools: . 
eſt's Proſperity lyes in the Ear | 25} 404 
him that hears it, never in the Tongue 
Of him that makes it: Then, if ſickly Ears, | 
Deaft with the Clamours of their own dear Groans, | 
Will hear your idle Scorns; continue then, . 
And I will have you, and that Fault withal; 
pon if they will not, throw away that ns 
| 1 ſhall find you empty of — _ | 
Righ Joyful of your 9 4 
* 4 | Biron, 


F 


— 


i 
i Loves Labour's 20. 
Bien. A Twelve-month? Well, befall gur Wi 


; Pll Jeſt a Twelye-month in an Hoſpital. 
? rm, Ay, ſweet my Lord, and fo I take x Leave: 


King. No Madam, we will bring you on y | 
Bion. Our Wooing doth not end like an old P 
Fat hath not Fill; Theſe Ladies Courtelie 
2 well have made our Sport a Comedy. 
Come, Sir, it wants a Nan 
A * twill end. N 
ron. That's too long for a Play: 
Euter Armado. 
m. Sweet Majeſty, vouchſafe me. 
in. Was not that Hector? * 
1 n. The worthy Knight of Troy. 4 
1 I will kifs thy Royal Finger, and take 1 05 : 
1am a Votary, I have vow'd to Faquenetta to ly d the 


Plough for her ſweet Love three Years. But moſte cem 


Greatneſs, will you hear the Dialogue that the two Cearn- 
ed Men have compiled, in praiſe of the Owl the 
Cuckow ? It ſhould have follow'd in the End if our 


Shew. 
King. Call them forth vickly, we will do ſo. 
av. Holla, approach. . | 


Enter all. j 
ö | "This Gde is Hiems, Winter. 
This Ver, the Spring: The one maintain'd A the © 


The other by Cuckow. 
Ver, Fein. . OY 
. 5 be 8 ON G. 
N When Daſies 2 and Violets blue, 
. Cuckow- of yellow hue ; 
And Lady-Smocks 5 275 ilver white, 
Do paint the Meadows with Delight ; 
The Cuckow then on every Tree 
Moc Married Men; for thus ſrags he, 


Cuckow. 
Cuckow, Cuckew: O Word of Fear, 


Onpleaſig to 4 Married 770 
þ N 4 


* 


8 Love's Labour's loft. 


When Shepherds Pipe on Oaten Straws, 


And merry Larks are Ploughmens Clocks: 
/ When Turtles tread, and Rooks and Dams, 


Ie Cuckow then on every, Tree 

 Mocks| Married Men; for thus ſings he, 
Cuckow, | 
Cuckow, Cuckow: O Word of Fear, 


$0 Unpleaſing to a Married Ear ! 


; Winter, 
When. Iſicles hang by the Wall, 
And Dick the Shepherd blows his Nail; 
And Tom bears Logs into the Hall, 
And Milk comes frozen Home in Pail ; 
ben Blood is nipt, and Ways be foul, 


+ Then Nightly ſings the ſtaring Omi 


Tu-whit, to-who. 
A merry Note, 


mull greaſie Jone doth keel the Fit 
men all aloud the Wind doth blow, 


And Coughing drowns the Parſon's Saw; 
And Birds fit brooding in the Snow, 


And Maidens bleach their Summer Smocks ; 


{ 


And Marrian's Noſe looks red and raw; © 


When roaſted Crabs hiſs in the Bowl, 
Then Nightly ſings the flaring Owl, 
In. whit to- who, | | 
AM merry Note, | | | ö 
While greaſie Jone doth keel the Pot. 


Am. The Words of Mercury 


Are harſh after the Songs of Apollo: 
You that way, we this way. 


Exeunt omnes. 
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 Dramatis Perc one: 


. "Heſeus, Duke f "AY Ds Fr 

Egeus, a» Athenian Lord. 

Df nder, in Lepe with Hermia, 
Demetrius, i» Love with Hermia. 


Quince, the Carpenter. e ee 
Seng the Finer. 
| Bottom, the Weaver. * PN: 000-1 
N Flate, the Bellom mender. bY ane 
Snowt, the Tinker. es 4 


Starveling the Tailor. 
W Princeſi of the Amazons, bartels 


he ſeus. 1 
Hermia, Dauglier to Egeus, in Love with 
 Lyſander. el 
4 | Helena, in Love with Demetrius. 1 WW, 


ATTEND ANTS. 


Oberon, King of the Fairies, N TT 
itania, Qzeex of the Fairies. 
Puck, or 8 4 Fairy. 


Muſtardſeed, 5 | 
Ober Fairier attending en + in and Bees y 
8 CE N E Athens, and 4 Wood nor 
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Midſummer-Night's Dream: 


Enter Theſeus and Hippolita, with Att rn 
THESEUS. © | 

—_ OW, fair Hippolita, our Nuptial Hour 

Draw on apace; four happy Days 

i bring in C «1 * 

how lor | 


| en 
This eld Moon wanes! She 1 my 


— Defires - 
Like to a Step-dame, or a Dowager, | 
Long withering out a young Man's Revenue. 
Hip. Four Days will quickly ſteep themſelves * 


Four Nights will quickly dream away the Time 
And then the Moon, like to a Silver Bow, 
New bent in Heaven, ſhall behold the Night 
Of our Solemnities. une 
The. Go, Philoſtrate, | 
Stir up the Athenian Youth to Merriments, 
Awake the pert and nimble Spirit of Mirth, - 
Turn Melancholly forth to Funerals; | al zl 
„53 OY 


* 


Another Moon: But oh, rethink, 


r 2 
= . 


:d/ummer-Night's Dream. 


$4 4 


= i Conapanion is not for our Pomp. 4 
5 Ji rows 17 thee ny Sword, Gl 
ol won thy Love, doing thee Injuries: 1 

But I will wed thee in another Key, 10 


With Pomp, with Triumph, and with Revelling. 
Euter Egeus, Hermia, Lyſander, and Demetrius. 
Ege. Happy be Theſeus, our renowned Duke, 
The. Thanks good Egeus; what's the News with thee? 
| "ge, Full of Vexation, come I, with Complaint 
Againſt my Child, my Daughter Hermia. 1 
Grand forth Demetrius. My noble Lord. 
This Man hath my Conſent to marry her. 
Stand forth Lyſander. And, my gracious Duke, 
"This hath bewitch'd the Boſom of my Child: 
Thou, thou Zyſander, thov haſt given her Rhimes, 
And interchang d Love-tokens with my Child: * 
Thou haſt, by Moon-light, at her Window ſung, 
With ſei ning Voice, Verſes of feigning Love, 
h IVn th Impreſſion of her Fantaſie, 
With Bracelets thy Hair, Rings, Gawds, Conceits, 
Knacks, Trifles, Noſegays, Sweet-meats, Meſſengers 
Of ſtrong Prevailment in unharden'd Youth: wt 
With Cunning haſt thou filch'd my Daughter's Heart, 
Turn'd her tence, which is due to me, 
To ſtubborn Harſuneſs. And, .my. gracious Duke, 
Be it ſo ſhe will not here before your Grace _ 
Conſent to marry with Demetrius, oy 
I beg the ancient Privilege of Athens, FA 
As ſhe is mine, I may diſpoſe of her: 15 
Which ſhall be either to this Gentleman, 
Or to her Death, pe to our Law. 
" Immediately provided in that Caſe. | 2 N 
The. What ſay you, Hermia? be advis'd, fair Maid. 
To you your Father ſhould be as a God; $4 


- . a . =D 
- ; _ = 
* 
2 Wm , 


One that compos d your Beauties; yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a Form in x 
By him imprinted; and within his Power, Fs 
To leave the Figure, or disfigure it: f 
Demetrius is a worthy Gentleman. | 


Her. So is Lyſander. 


1 


4 Midfemmer-Night «Dream. Ls 


The. In himſelf he i is; _ "198 mn A 
But in this kind, wanting your Father's Voice, | | 


The other muſt be held the werthier. - 
Her. I would my Father look d but with.my Eye 

The. Rather your Eyes muſt with his Judgment 
Hey. I do intreat your Grace to pardon me, 

I know not by what Power I am — bold, 

Nor how it may concern my Modeſty 

In ſuch a Preſence here to plead my Thoughts: 
But I beſeech your Grace, that 1 may know 

The worft that may befal me in this Caſe, . 

If I refuſe to wed Demetrius. 4 
The. Either to die the Death, or to abjure [ 


For ever the Society of Men. 
Therefore, fair Hermia, queſtion your Deſires. 
Know of your Youth, examine well your Blood, * 
Whether, if you yield not to your Father's Choice, 
You can endure the Livery of a Nun, . 
For Aye to be in ſhady Cloiſter mew'd, > hs (6 
To live a barren Siſter all your Life, | 
Chanting faint Hymns to the cold fruitleſs Moon. 14 
Thrice bleſſed they that maſter ſo their Blood, * { 
To undergo ſuch Maiden Pilgrimage. 2 
But earlier happy is the Roſe diſtill d, 2 
Than that which withering on the Virgin Thorn, 
Grows, lives, and dies, in ſingle Bleſſedneſs. | 
Her. So will | grow, ſo live, ſo die, my Lord, 0 
Ere I will yield my Vi in Patent up I'd 
Unto his Lordſhlp, to whoſe unwiſh'd Yoak © | | 
My Soul conſents not to give Sovereignty, 2 
The. Take time to pauſe, and by the next New Mc 
The ſealing Day betwixt my Love and me, 
For everlaſting Bond of Fellowſhip, 4 5 5 
Upon that Day either prepare to : | © 
For Dilobedience to your Father's Will, -- : 
Or elſe to wed Demetrius as he would, 
Or on Diana's Altar to proteſt, 
For aye, Auſterity and fingle Life. 
Dem. Relent, ſweet Hermia, and Lyfander, yl 
Thy crazed Title to my certain Right, 


* 


h 
I» 


=> 


86 AMidſummer- Nights Dream. 
Lyſ. You bave her Father's Love, Demetrius; . 
Let me have Hermia s; do you marry him. . 
Ege. Scornful Lyſander! true, he hath my Love; 
And what is mine, my Love ſhall render him. 
And ſne- is mine, and all my Right of her . 


1 
N 


I do eſtate unto Demetrius. 

IV 1 am; my Lord, as well deriv'd as he, 
As well poſſeſt: My Love is more than his: 2 
My Fortune's every way as fairly rank c., 
If not with vantage, as Demetrius: 4 
And, which is more than all theſe Boaſts can be, 

I am belov'd of beauteous Hermia. e 
Why ſhould not I then proſecute my Right? be 
Demetrius, I'll avouch it to his head, 42 
Made Love to Nedar's Daughter, Helena, 40 
And won her Soul; and ſhe, ſweet Lady, doats, _- - 

Deyoutly doats, doats-in Idolatry, 13 

Upon this ſpotted and inconſtant Man. 1 * 
The. I muſt confeſs, that 1 have heard ſo much, 


And with Demetrius thought to haye ſpoke thereof; 87 
' But being over-full of Self: affairs, | - Jae . 
My Mind did loſe it. But Demetrius come, f 
And come Egeus, you ſhall go with me. . 
I 1 have ſome private ſchooling for you both.  _ 1 
| For you, fair Hermia, look you arm your (elf, _ | 
To fit your Fancies to your Father's Will; "8 I 
Or elſe the Law of Athens yields you up 155 0 
(Which by no Means we may extenuate) v 'F 
To Death, or to a Vow. of fingle Life. 7 1 
Come my Hippolita, what Cheer, my Love? _ A 
Demetrius and Egeus go along, > al A 
I muſt employ you in ſome Buſineſs . C 
Againſt our Nuptials, and confer with you 15 St 
Of ſomething nearly that concerns your ſelves, __ A 
| Tye. With Duty and Deſire we follow you. [Exennt. V 
|  Manent Lyſander and Hermia. _ T 
= Lyſ- How now, my Love? Why is your Check ſo pale? T. 
p How chance the Roſes there do fade ſo faſt ? I | 
Er. Belike for want of Rain, which 1 could well I 
derem cem from the Tewpelt of mine Efe. ][ 
= DE ou 1 


by, © 


Peay 


0. 
Si "IO 
F-\ 


? 


Cath ever hear by Tale or Hiſtor 


War, Death, or Sickneſs, did = Siege to it; 


| It ſtands as an Edict in Deftiny : J 
Then let us teach our Trial Patience, oY 


Of great Revenue, and ſhe hath no Child; _ 
From Athens is her, Houſe remov'd ſeven Leagues, 


There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee, 


- 


A Midfummer- Night's Dream. 7 
Lyſ. Hermia, for ought that ever I could read Fs N 


The Courfe of true Love neyer did rk ſmooth, _ 
But either it was ang egg in Blood —— F- 
Her. O croſs! tos high w be enthrall'd to Love. 
Ly/. Or elſe 2 in reſpect of Vears— 
_ Her. O Sp 12 ht ! too old to be engag d to young, | 
Ly/; Or elſe it ſtood upon the choice of Merit 
Her. O Hell! to chuſe l. Love by another's Eye. | 
Ly/. 'Or if there were a Sym pathy in Choice, 


Making it momentary as a Sound, ; 
Swift as a Shadow, ſhort as any Dream, 
Brief as the Lightning in the collied Night, 
That in a Spleen unfolds both Heaven and Eafth; 
And ere a Man hath Power to fay, Behold, bs ris of 
The Jaws of Darkneſs do devour it u . | 
So quick bright Things come ro Con . 

Her. If the true Lovers have been ever erall, 


Becauſe it is a cuſtomary Croſs, 

As due to Love, as g. cov and Dreams, and Sig 
Wiſhes and Tears, ancy's Followers. | 
TY A good Perſuaſion; therefore hear me, I 
1 have a Widow-Aunt, a Dowager, 


And ſhe reſpects ns her only Son: 
And to that Place the ſharp Athenian Law 
Canndt purſue us. If thou lov'ſt me, then 
Steal forth thy Father's Houſe to Morrow Night; - 
And in the Wood, a League without the e 
Where I did meet thee once with Hel ett 
To do Obſervance for a Morn of NN wy * 
- There will 1 ſtay for ther. eee 
Her. My L . 2 Y 
I {wear to thee, by Cupid's Sake Bow, Bow, 
is bs BR Arc wth oe 


p =] 


— 


28 4 Mid funmer- Night's Dream: 


By the Simplicity of Venus“ Doves, | 
By that which knitreth Souls, and ortfbry Lane, Ir © 
And by that Fire which burn id the elbe Se n 
When the falſe Troſan, under Sail, was ſeen; 


By all the Vows that ever Men have broke, * 
In number more than ever Women ſpoke, 0 * uf 
In that fame Place thou haſt appointed me, bp 


\ To Morrow truly will 1 meet with thee, _ 
Lyſ. Keep Promiſe Love. Look, here comes bus, 
Due Helena. . 
Her. God ſpeed fair Helens, whither away? 17 
- Hel. Call you me fair? that fair: n unkay, 1 
Demetriu uk you, fair; O happy fai 
Tour Eyes are Load- ſtars, and your Tonga 8 ſweet a, 
More tunable than Lark to Shepherd's Ear, 
When Wheat is green, when Haw-thorn Buds Lg: 
. Sickneſs is catching : O were Fayour 1o, | { 
Your Words'T'd catch, fair Hermia, ere 1 go, j 
My Ear ſhould catch your Voice, my Eye 7 1 
My. Tongue ſhould catch your Tongue 's fweet . 
Were the World mine, Demetrius bang bared, « 
The reſt Tl give to be to you tranſlated. 
O teach me how you look, and with what Art * 
You ſway. the Motion of Demetrius” Heart. | 7 
Her. 1 frown upon him, yet be loves me ſtill. 
Hel. O that your. Frowns would teach my Smale ful 
Her. 1 give him Curſes, yet he gives me Love. 
Hel. Oh that my Prayers could hgh Affection move. 
Her. The more I hate, the motè I follows me. 2 
Hel. The more 1 love, the more he hateth me. 4 PI 
Her. His Folly, Heleva, is none of mine. iP 
Hel. None but your Beauty, would 825 Fault were mine | 
Her, Take Comfort; he no more 1 my Face, 5 


Tyſander and my {elf will Ay this Place.” rapid 
Before the time I did Lyſander ſee, _ 25 e 
Seem'd Athens like u Paradiſe to me. 
O then, what Graces in my Lobe do duell eee 


That he hath turn d a Heaven into Hell? N 
2 Helen, to you our Minds we will unfolddz 
To Morrow nigh, when Phorbe doth behold BY | 


— ö - i of 
. | | 
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Her Silyer Viſage in the wat ry Glaſs, 
Decking with Liquid Pearl the bladed Graſs, 
A Time that Lovers Flights doth ſtill conceal, 
Through Athens Gate have we devis'd to ſteal. 
Her. And in the Wood, where often you and! 
Upon faint Primroſe Beds were wont to lye, | 
Emptying our Boſoms of their Counſels ſwell'd; | 
There my Lyſander and my felf ſhall meet, 
And — from Athens turn away our Eyes,, 
To ſeek new Friends and ſtrange Companions. 
Farewel ſweet Play-fellow; pray thou for us, | 
And good Luck — thee chi ine Demetrius. 
Keep Word, L Fare we muſt ſtarye our Sight 
From I ood, till Morrow deep Midnight. 


Exit 
Lyſ. 1 will, my Hermia. Helena adieu, | 
As you on him, Demetrius doats on you, [Exit Lyl. der. 
Hel. How happy ſome, o'er otherſome can be! 
Through Athens i am thought as fair as ſhe, 
But what of that; Demetrius thinks not ſo: 
1 r what all but he doth know. 
as he errs, doating on Hermia's „ 

So I, admiring of his Qualities: mo * 
Thiogs baſe _ vile, holding no quantity, 5 
Love can tranſpoſe to Form and Dig rie 
Love looks not with the Eyes, but with the 
And therefore is wing d cant painted. blind: | 
| Nor hath Love's Mind of an 232 taſte; | 
| Wings and no Eyes, Figure . 
And therefore is Love ſaid to be a Child, 
Becauſe in Choice he often is beguil d. 
|: Az waggiſh Boys themſelves in Game forſwear, 
3 So the Boy Love is perjur'd every where. 
Fo or ere Demetrius lookt on Hermia's Eyne, 
| He bail'd down Oaths that he was only mine: 
. And when this Hail ſome Heat from Hermia felt, 4 
So he difſoly'd, and Showers of Oaths did melt. 1 
1 will go tell him of fair Hermia's Flight: 
Then to the Wood will he to Morrew Night 
Purſue her; and for this Intelligence 
If I bave Thanks, it is a dear Expence. 


| 
| 
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of it; if I do it, let the Audience look to their Eyes; I 
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"But herein mean I to enrich my Pain, | | 
To have his Sight thither, and back again. [Exennt. . | 

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snowt, and Starveling. 

Qui. Is all our Company here? 


Bot. You were beſt to call them generally, Man by 
Man, according to the Scrip.. - ; 
win, Here is the Scrowl-of every Man's Name, which 
is thought fit through all Athens to play in our Enterlude 
before the Duke and the Dutcheſs, on his Wedding-day 
at Night. REF | | | | 
Box. Firſt, good Peter Quince, fay what the Play treats . 
on; then the Names of the Actors; and ſo grow on 
to a Point. r ; | 12 
Quin. Marry, our Play is the moſt lamentable Comedy, 


and moſt cruel Death of Pyramns and Thisby. , 


Bot. A very good piece of Work J affure you, and a a 
merry. Now good Peter Qwince, call forth your Actors 
by the Scrow!. Maſters ſpread your ſelves. dl 

Quin. Anſwer as I call you. Nick Bottom the Wea- 
Bot. Ready: Name what Part I am for, and proceed. 
Dain, You, Nick Bottom, are ſet down for Pyramus. 
Bot. What is Hramus, a Lover, or a Tyrant: 
| Win: A Lover that kills himſelf moſt gallantly for _# 

ve. 106 * | | ” 
Bot. That will ask ſome Tears in the true performing 


will move Storms; I will condole in ſome meaſure. To 
the reſt yet, my chief Humour is for a Tyrant; I could 
play Ercles rarely, or a Part to tear a Cat in, to make all 
{plit the raging Rocks, and ſhivering Shoks ſnall break tbe 
Locks of Priſon- Gates, and Phibbus. Carr ſhall ſhine from 
far, and make and mar the Fooliſh Fates. This was lofty. 


Now name the reſt of the Players, This is Ercles Vein, a 
Tyrant's Vein; a Lover is more condoling. | 


Francis Flute the Bellows-mender, * 


Flu. Here Peter Quince. 
Quin. You muſt take Thisby on you. 


Flu. What is Thuy, a wandring Knight? 


«\ 
2] 
. * 
* * - . 


_ a6 UP mu bs PAYS 


Beard Sal 
you may ſpeak as ſmall as you wi 


N De my Lover dear, thy Thisby dear, 


| No, no, ou muſt P amus; an lute, you 
. y play yr 4 Y 


| do any Man's Heart good to hear me. I will 
5 y, Let him roar again, let him roar 1 


5 wen were enough to bang us all. 


ö 


* 
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.* It is the Lady that Pyramus muſt love. 
Nay faith, let not me play a Womal 


I haye a 
Quin. That's all one, you ſhall ply it in a 
Bot. And I may hide my Face, let me play bc too; 


II ſpeak in a monſtrous little Voice, Ie Hiſne, ah 
Lady 


Bot. Well, procted. F 
in. Robin Starveling the Taylor. 
Star. Here Peter Quince. 


1 Robm Starling, you muſt | 15 0 Mo- 


. . the Tinker. 8 . It 


Snowt. Here Peter Ounce, . 


Quin. You Tyramui i Father; my elf This Ps Father; | 
- . Snug, the Joiner, you the Lion's part; I ho 
2. a fitted. 


there is 


Snug. Have you the Lion's Part written ? Pray you if i 


be, give it me, for I am {low of Stud 


um. You may do it OS. for it is nothing but 


| Roaring. 
Bor. Let me play the Lion too, I mill rear i wil 
that I 


\ Dun x If yon ſhould do it too terribly, you vd right 
tchels and the Ladies, that they would k, and 


M1, That would hang us every Mother's Son. 
Dor. I grant you Friends, it that you ſhould f ight the 


| Rankies ous of thaie Wits, they would have no r ore Dif- _ - 
cretion but to hang us; but I will aggravate my 2510 lo, 
Iwill 


that 1 will roar you as 2 as any ſucking 
roar an 'twere any Nightin 

. You can play — * but Pyramus, 

ert. fac'd Man, a proper Man as one 


k, and 


= | 


\ 
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Summer's Day; a moſt lovely Gentleman like · man, there - 
fore you muſt needs play Pyramus. 
Bor. Well, I will ek it. What Beard were Led 
to play it in? 
win. Why, what you will, 
Biz. 1 will diſcharge it in, either your {LY 


Beard, your Orange - tawny Beard, your Purple- in- grain 


* — your Franch- Crown. colour Beard, your perfect 
yellow. 

Quin. Some of your French. Crowns have no Hair at 
all, and then you will play bare-fac'd. But Maſters here 
are your Parts, and I am to intreat you, requeſt you, and 
defire you, to con them by to Morrow Night; and meet 
me in the Palace-Wood, - a Mile without - Town, by 


1 Moonlight, there we will rehearſe; for it we meet in i the 
City; we ſhall be dog'd with Company, and our Devices 


known. In the mean time I will draw a Bill of Proper- 


ties. ſuch as our Play wants. I pray you fail me not. 


Ber. We will meet, and there-we may reherſe more ob- 


ſcenely and courageouſly. Take pain, be perſect, aditu. 


= At the Duke's ak 1 we meet. 7 
Bot. Enough, hold or cut CODEN. > [Excant. 


— 
o 


* 
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Ar n. SCENE L 


: | Enter @ Fairy 2 and Pack „eee goto 


at another. 


| | Back O Winow: Spirit, whither wander you? 


Fai. Over Hill, over Dale, through Buſh, through 
Over Park, over Pale, _ Flood, 'through Fire, (Briar, 


I do wander every where, ſwifter chan the Moon's Sphere; 
And I ferve the Fairy to dew her. Orbs upon the 


The Cowſlips tall her Penfioners be, Groen. 
Ii their oli Cass Spo you ſee, oy |] 
Thoſe be Rubies, Fairy Favours, 
an thaſs Freakles me — | 


EF Pp AE. .... 


And hang a Pearl in every Cowllip's Ear. 


' Knight of his Train, to trace the Foreſts wild; 


The wiſcſt Aunt, telling the ſaddeſt Tale, 


4 Mid/immer- Night's 


1 muſt go ſeek ſome Dew- Drops here, 


Farewel thou Lob of Spirits, I'll be gone, 


Our Queen and all her Elyes come here anon; 
Puck. The King doth keep his Revels here to Night, 


7 


Take heed the Queen come not within his Sight, | 5 


For Oberon is paſſing fell and wrath, 
Becauſe that ſhe, as her Attendant, hath 3 
A lovely Boy ſtol'n from an Indian King, | 
Sho never had ſu ſweet x Changeling; © 
And jealous Oberon would have the Child 


But ſhe per-force with-holds the loved Boy, 


Crowns him with Flowers, and makes him all her 4 : 


And now they neyer meet in Grove, or Green, 


But they do ſquare; that all their Elves for fear 
Creep into Acorn Cups, and hide them there. 


4 
By Fountain clear, or ſpangled Star- light ſheen, + | 
[ 


Fai, Either 1 miſtake your Shape and Making quit! 
Or elſe you are that ſhrewd and: knaviſh Sprite 2 f 


Call'd Robin-goodfellow. Are you not he, 

That fright the Maidens of the Villageree, 

Skim Milk, and ſometimes labour in the Quern, 
And bootleſs make the breathleſs Huſwife chern, 
And ſometime make the Drink to bear no Barme 
Miſ-lead Night- wanderers, laughing at their Harm? 


Thoſe that Hos gobl in call you, and ſwert Puck, | 7 


* 
You do their Work, and they ſhall have good Luck. 

Are not you he? * e fl 
Puck. Theu ſpeak'ft aright; 4 1 

Jam that merry Wanderer of the Night: J 

I jeſt to Oberon, and make him ſmile 

When la fat and bean-fed Horſe 5 

* hing in likeneſs like a filly Foal: 

, Trim lurk I in a Goſſip's Bow), 

In very likeneſs of a roaſted Crab, | 

And when ſhe drinks, again her Lips I bob, 

And on her withered Dewlap pour the Ale. 


„ 
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115 
© * 
1 


Then li 
And Tailor cries, and falls into a Cough, 
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”  *. - Sometime for three foot Stool miſtaketh me, 
3 I from her Bum, down tepples ſhe,  _ 


And then the whole Quire hold their Hips, and 16s 


And waxen in their Mirth, and neeze and ſwear, 
A merrier Hour was never waſted there. 
But room, Fairy, here comes Oberon. 


. Fai, And here my Miſtreſs : 


Would that we were gone. 
Enter Oberon King 


When thou weſt ſtoll'n away rk Fairy oy . 

And in the ſhape of Corin ſate all Day, | 

Playing on Pipes of Corn, and verſing Love 
To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here; 

Come from the fartheſt ſteep of India? 

But that forſooth the bouncing Amazon. 

Your buskin'd Miſtreſs, and your Warrior Love, 

To Theſeus muſt be wedded, and Lou come, 

To give their Bed Joy and proſperity. 


Ob. How can ſt thou thus for ſhame, Titania, 8417 20 


Glance at my Credit with Hippolig . 


Knowing I know thy Love to Theſes : 


From Peregenia, whom he raviſhed, 
And make him with fair Egle break his Faith, — 
With Ariadne, and Antiops? ' 
Queen. Theſe are the Forgeries of Jealoufi, - 
And never ſince the middle Summer s Spring, 
Met we on Hill, in Dale, Foreſt, or 5 
By paved Fountain, or by ruſhy Brook, 
Or in the beached Margent of the Sea, 
To dance our Ringlets to the whiſtling Wind, | 
: But OS Ly Brawls * haſt diſturb d our — 


and the at another with _— 
- ob. 11 met by Mooe-light, FO L 
Proud Titania. | | 
- Deen. What, jealous Oberen? Daley! ckip hence, | 
1 Sz forſworn * Bed and Company. | 
O6. Tarry raſn Wanton, am not I thy Lord? 


Didſt thou not lead him through the glimmering Night, 


f 
+4 3 


Fairies at one — Docs with bis Train, 


394 L 


Queen. Then I muſt be thy Lady; but i know | 5 Wt 


| 
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Therefore the Winds 'ping to us in vain, J 
As in Revenge have ack up from the Sea 3 
Contagious Fogs; which falling in the Land, ' 
Have every petty River made ſo owl, 1 
That they have over-born their Continents. 1 
The Ox hath therefore ftretch'd his Yoak in vain, 
The Ploughman loſt his Sweat, and the green Co 
Hath rotted, ere his Youth attain'd a Beard. 
The Fold ſtands empty in the drowned Field, 


ö 


And Crows are fatted with the Murrion Flockk/, 


And the queint Mazes in the wanton Green, 

For lack of tread are undiſtinguiſhab!e. 

The human Mortals want their Winter here, 

No Night is now with Hymn or Carol bleft; 

Therefore the Moon, the Governeſs of Floods, | 
7 


The Nine · mens- morris is fill d up with Mud, } 


Pale in her Anger, waſhes all the Air; [1 
That Rheumatick Diſeaſes do abound. © b 
And thorough this Diſtemperature, we ſee 
The Seaſons alter; hoary-headed Froſts 19 
Fall in the freſh Lap of the Crimſon Roſe, Th 
And on old Hyem's Chin and Icy Crown, 1 0 


An odorous Chaplet of ſweet Summer Buds 


Is as in Mockery ſet. The Spring, the Summer, 
The childing Autumn, angry Winter change 
Their wonted Liyeries, and the amazed World. 
By their increaſe, now knows not which is which 5 
And this ſame Progeny of Evil comes F 
From our Debate, from our Diſſention, 1 
we are their Parents and Original. 4 
08. Do you amend it then, it lyes in you. 
Why ſhould Tinania croſs her Oberon ? ; 


I do but beg a little changeling Boy, [| 

To be my Henchman, ; | 
Deen. Set your Heart at reſt, [yt + 

The ry land buys not the Child of me. . ſl | 


And in the ſpiced Indian Air by Night 


His Mother was a Votrels of my Order 
Full often ſhe hath goſſipt by my hde, 21 | 


44 | 
4 
1 


zl 


And fat with me on Neptwne's yellow Sands, 1. 
b 


| 
| 


. 
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Marking th'embarked Traders of the Flood, 

When we have laught to ſee the Sails conceive, 

| os row big-bellied with the wanton Wind: 

Which ſhe x. 1 pretty and with ſwimming Gate, 
Following (her Wo = then rich with my young Squire) 
Would imitate, and. fail upon the * 

To fetch me Trifles, and return a 

As from a Voyage rich with Merch oe 

But ſhe being mortal, of that Boy did die, 

And for her fake. I do rear up her Boy, 

And for her ſake I will not part with him. 


O5. How long within this Wood intend ah tay? 


en. Perchance till after Theſeus Wed 
If you will patiently dance in our Round, 
And ſee our Moon-light Revels, go with us; 
If not, ſhun me and | will ſpare your Haunts. 
06. Give me that Boy, and I will go with the. 
ueen. Not for thy airy Kingdom. Fairies away: 
We ſhall chide dowaright, if I longer ſlay. 


* I torment- thee for this Injury. 
My gentle Puck come hither; thou remembreſt 
Since that I {ate upon a Promontory, 
And heard a Mermaid on a Dolphin's Back, N 
Uttering ſuch Dulcet and Harmonious Breath, 
That the rude Sea grew civil at her Song. 
And certain Stars ſhot. madly from their Sphears, - 
Jo hear the Sea-maid's Mulick. _ | 
Puck. I remember. 
_ That very time I aw, but thou could'ft "OS: 
between the cold Moon and the Earth, 
— all arm d; a certain Aim he took 
At a fair Veſtal, throned by the Weſt, is 
And loos'd his Love-ſhaft ſmartly from his Bow, 


g 


— 5 ſhould vi og a. hundred thouſand Bey; Ne; 


young Cupid's fiery Shaft 
eb. + the chaſte. Beams of the wat'ry Moon, 
And the Imperial Votreſs 1 0 on, 
In Maiden- Meditation, fancy-free | 

Yet mark'd I where the Bolt of Cupid fell, 


le 


Ereunt. 
Ob, Well, go thy way; thou fhalt not from this Grove, 
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Te fell upon a little weſtern Flower; 


Before, milk-white, now 
And Maidens call it, Love in Idleneſs. 
Fetch me that Flower; the Herb I- fhew'd thee 
The Juice of it, on ſleeping Eyc-lids laid, 
Will make a Man or Woman madly doat 
Upon the next live Creature that it ſees. 
Fetch me this Herb, and be thou here again 
Ere the Leviathan can ſwim a League. 

Puck, n put a Girdle about the Earch in forty Mi 


06. Having once this Juice, ; 1 
I'll watch Titania when ſhe is aſleep, 
And drop the Liquor of it in her Eyes: 
The next thing which ſhe waking looks upon, 
(Be it on Lyon, Bear, or Wolf, or Bull, 
Or medling Monkey, or on buſie A ), 
She ſhall 2 it with the Soul of Love; 
And ere I take this Charm off from her Sight, 
(As I can take it with another Herb) 
IU make her render up her Page to me. 
But who comes here? I am invitible, > 
And I will oyer-hear their Conference, 
Enter Demetrius, Helena following him. 

Dem. I love thee not, therefore purſue me. not. 

Where is Lyſander, and fair Hermia ? 

The one I'll ſtay, the other ſtayeth me. 

Thou told'ſt me they were ſtoPn into this Wood; 

And here am 1, and wood within this Wood, 

Becauſe I cannot meet my Hermia. 

Hence get thee gone, and e 

Hel. You draw me, you hard- hearted Adamant | 

But yet you draw not Iron; for my Heart | 

Is true as Steel. © Leave you your Power to draw, 

And I ſhall have no Power to follow you. 

Dem. Do I entice you? Do I ſpeak you fair? 
Or rather do I not in plaineſt Truth, y 
Tell you I do not, nor I cannot love 

Hel. And even for that do 1 love 
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I am your Spaniel, and, — 3 4 
* II. 133 
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with Love's W. nd, 
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The more you beat me I will fawn on yu 
Uſe me but as your Spaniel, ſpurn me, ſtrike me, 
Neglect me, loſe me; only give me Leave, _ 
Unworthy as 1 am, to follow you. 

What worſer Place can I beg in your Love, 

{And yet a Place of high Reipe& with me) 

Than to be uſed as you do your Dog? 


Dem. Tempt not too much the Hatred of my Spirit, 


For I am fick when 1 do look on the. 


Hel. And I am fick when I look not on you. 
Dem. You do impeach your Modeſty too muc 


To leaye the City, and commit your ſelf 


Into the hands of one that loves you not, 
To truſt the Opportunity of Night, 4 
And the ill Counſel of a deſart Place, - 
With the rich Worth of your Virginity. 

Hel. Your Virtue is my Privilege; for that 
It is not Night when I do ſee your Face, 
Therefore I think I am not in the Night. 
Nor doth this Wood lack Worlds of Company, 
For you, in my Reſpect, are all the World. 
Then how can it be ſaid I am alone, 


When all the World is here to look on me?? * 


Dem. IA run from thee and hide me in the Brakes, 
And leave thee to the Mercy of wild Beaſts. | 
Hel. The wildeſt hath not ſuch a Heart as you; 
Run when you will, the Story ſhall be chang'd : 
Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the Chace; "A 
The Dove purſues the Griffin, the mild Hind 
Makes ſpeed to catch the Tyger. Bootleſs ſpecd! 
When Cowardize purſues, and Valour flies. 
Dem. I will not ſtay thy Queſtions, let me go; 
Or if you follow me, do not believe, 
But I ſhall do thee Miſchief in the Wood. 

Hel, Ay, in the Temple in the Town and Ficld 


; You do me Miſchief. Fye, Demetrius, 


Your Wrongs do ſet a Scandal on my Sex: 

We canrot fight for Love, as Men may do; 

We ſhould be woo'd, and were not made to woo. 
J follow thee, and make a Heaven of Hell, 


To 
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To dic upon the Hand 1 love ſo well. "48 [Exeunt* 
Ob. Fare thee well, Nymph; ere he do leave this Grove 
Thou ſhalt fly him, and he ſhall ſeek thy Love, 
10 thou the Flower there? Welcome Wanderer. 

Enter Puck. "Iv 

Puck Ay, there it is. 5 

05. I pray thee give it me; 
1 know a Bank where the wild Time blows, 4. 

here the Oxſlips and the nodding Violet grows, 
Quite over cannopy'd with Juſcious Woodbine, - x 

ith ſweet Musk k Roſes, and with Eglantine, 
There ſleeps Titania, ſome time of the Night, 
Lull'd in theſe Flowers, with Dances and Deli htz 
And there the Snake+throws her enammel'd in, 
Weed wide enough to wrap a Fairy in: f 


. —— 
— — 


And with the Juice of this I'll ſtreak her Eyes, 


And make her full of hateful Fantaſies. 1 

Take thou ſome of it, and ſeek through this = 
A tweet Athenian Lady i is in love 

With a diſdainful Youth; anoint his Eyes, 
But do it when the next thing he eſpies 
May be the Lady. Thou ſhalt know the Man; 
By the Athenian Garments he hath on. 

Effect it with ſome Care, that he may prove 
More fond of her than ſhe upon her Love; 


3 


And leok you meet me ere the firſt Cock crow. 


Tick. Fear not my Lord, your Servant nally vu | 
Enter Queen of Fairies, with her Train. 
en. Come, now a Roundel, and a Fairy 8 ng: 
Then for the third Part of a Minute N. * 
Sone to kill Kankers in the Musk-Roſe Buds, Y 
Some war with Reremiſe for their leathern Wi 
To make my ſmall Elves Coats; and ſome — 
The clamorous Owl that nightly hoots, and wonders 
At our queint Spirits. Sing me now aſleep, F 


| to your Offices, and let me reſt. 1 
— 1% 

0 | Fairies Sing. : 

' You ſported Snakes with double Tongue, 

| Thorny Hedgehogs be not ſeen, 5 
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-Come not near our Fairy Queen. 
| . with 2 2 4 


L , . bulls, ue 
| Never harm, ner ſpell, wy cham, | | 
; Hoary 


Sheving thi ers come not here,: 
Hence you long- lag d Spinners, henrt: . 
Beetles black approach not near 
Worm nor Snail do no Offence. . * 
Philomel with Melody, &c. 
1 Fairy. 
Hane away; pr all © well: 


Ons uf, Md Centinel. NY ent His 


"Enter Oberon * 
A ONE wehs; 5 199 
s Do it for thy true Love take, 

: Love and languiſh for his ſake ; | | 

| Be it Ounce, or Cat. or Bear, 

Pard, or Boar, wich briſtled Hair, 

In thy Eye that ſhall appear, 

When thou wak'ſt, it is thy ernennen e 

Wake when ſome vile Thing is near. [ Exit Oberon. 
Euter Lyſander and Her mia. | 

Lyſ. Fair Love, you faint with wandring in the Wood; 


Ar to ſpeak troth, I haye * dur Wa 

We'll reſt us, Hermia, if you think it Ve good, 

And tarry for the Comfort of the Day. 
Her. Be it ſo, -Lyſander; find you out a Bed, 

For I upon this Bank will reſt my Head. 
„ One Turf ſhall ſerve as Pill6w for us both, 

One Heart, one Bed, Bred, 5 1 one Troth. 
Her. Nay good Ly Fr dBm e, m Dia-, | 

Lye further off yet, Go wax te er N 


a? * : 
_- . % 
Py * 


6 


* 


8 


4 Midfummer. N 22 d 101 


i O take the Senſe ſweet of my Innocence, 
re takes the Meaning in Love's Conference ; | 5 * 

I mean that my Heart unto yours is knit, 1 

So that but one Heart can you make of it: 


Two Boſorns interchanged with an Oath, 
Theo two Boſoms, and a ſingle Troth: Y 
For lice your Side no Bed: room me deny = = 
lying > Hermia, I do not lye. | 
2 Tyſander riddles very prettily; -- 
| Now much beſhrew my Manners, and my Pride, | 
If Hermia meant to ſay, Lyſauder Iy d. 
But gentle Friend, for Love and Curteſie 
Lye further off in human Modeſty; 4 
Such Separation as may well be {aid 1 
Becomes a virtuous Batchelor, and a Maid; "of 
far be diſtant, and good night ſweet Friend, 
hy Love ne er alter dl thy ſweet Life end. 
Ly. Amen, Amen, to that fair Prayer lay I, 
And then end Life when 1 end Lo yalty: 
Here is my Bed; Sleep give N his Reſt. 
bf | Her. "wn half that Wiſh, the Wiſher's r=, 


| Puck. hrough the n- — I | 
T. Foreſt have gong; N 

But Achenian find I none, 
On hol Eyes 1 might approve 


Flower's Force in ſtirring Love: 
Night and Silence! who is here? 


8 
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reh | 1 8 
N my Maſter ſaid, 99 
| 196 ym the . Maid? | 1. 1 
here the Maiden ſleeping ſound Th 
"apt dank and dirty 2 — 3 5 | 
Pretty Soul! ſhe 7 a x not lie | | | 3 |; 
Near this Lack- love, this kill Curteſie. Ne 
Churl, upon thy Eyes I throw \ 
All the Power this Charm doth owe: | + | 
When thou wak'ft, let Love forbid | 
6 thy Eye-lid; _ | | 
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So awake when Lam gone, ; 
For I muſt now to Oberon. | | Exit. 
Enter Demetrius and Helena running. * 
Hel. Stay, tho thou kill me, ſweet Demetrius! 
Dem. I charge thee hence, and do not haunt me thue. 
Hel. O wilt thou Darling leave me? Do not ſo. 
Dem. Stay on thy Peril, I alone will go. [Exit Demetrius. 
Hel. O 1 am out of Breath in this Fond Chace, | 
The more my Prayer, the leſſer is my Grace. 
Happy is Hermia, whereſoe er ſhe lyes; | 
For ſhe hath bleſſed and attractive Eyes. | 
How came her Eyes fo bright? Not with ſalt Tears; | 
If ſo, my Eyes are oftner waſh'd than bers: 7% 0 
No, no, I am as ugly as a Bear; | | 
For Beaſts that meet me run away for fear; 
Therefore no marvel, tho Demetrius 
Do as a Monfter, fly my Preſence thus. 
What wicked and diſſembling Glaſs of mine, 
Made me compare with 'Hermia's ſphery 25 P 
But who is here? Saif on the Ground: 
_ Dead or aſleep? I ſee no Blood, no Wound: | 
Lyſander, if you live, good Sir awake. 4 
Lyſ. And Tun thro Fire I will for thy ſweet fake Waking. 
Traniparent.Helen, Nature here ſhews Art, 
That through thy Boſom makes me ſee thy Heart, p 
Where is Demetrius? Oh how fit a Word 
s that vile Name, to periſh on my Sword? 
Hel. Do not ſay ſo, Lyſander, ſay not fo; 
What tho' he love your Hermia ? Lord, what coe? 
Yet Hermia ſtill loves you; then be content. » 
V Content with Hermia? No: I do repent _ 
The tedious Minutes I with her have fpent; 
Not Hermia, but Helena now I love: © : 
Who will not change a Raven for a Dove? 
The Will of Man is by bis Reaſon ſway'd, 
an Reaſon ſays you as the worthier Maid. 
growing are not ripe until their Seaſon; 
3 Tha ng young, till now not ripe to Reaſon, 


— touching now the Point of human skill, eb || 
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And leads me to your Eyes, where I o erlook 

Love's Stories, written 1n Love's richeſt Beok. 
Hel. Wherefore was I to this keen Mockery born? 
When at your Hands did I deſerve this Scorn ? 
Ist not enough, ist not enough, young Man, 
That I did never, no nor never can 
Deſerve a ſweet Look from Demetrius Eye, 
— — —— — my Inſufficiency . » 

troth you ds me wrong, P 

la ſuch diſchinful manner => rare 2 
But fare you well. * I muſt _ f 
I thought Lord of more true Gentleneſs: 4 
Oh, that 4 of one Man refus d. 
Should of another therefore be abus d. — 


I/ She ſees not Hermia; Hermia ſleep thou there, 

And never may'ſt thou come Lyſander near; 

For as a Surfeit of the ſweeteſt Things, J 
The deepeſt king, to a Stomach brings; — 2d 
Or as the Hereſies that Men do leave, | * 
Are hated moſt of thoſe they did deceive; i 1 


So thou, my Surfeit and my Hereſie, 
Of all be hated, dut the moſt of me; & 
C ³˙ ens rr Boon he bt, 4 
To honour Helen, and to be her Knight. [Exit. 
Her. Help me, Ly/ander, help me, do thy beft | | 
To pluck this crawling Serpent from my Breaſt: | | 
Ay me, for Pity, what a Dream was here? os + 
Lyſander look, how I do quake with Fear; - | 
Me-thought a Serpent cat my Heart away, 1 
And yet fate ſmiling at his cruel Prey: 1 
Lyſander ! what remov'd? Lyſander, Lord! | 
What out of hearing, gone?” No found, no word? 
Alack where are you? Speak, and if you hear, 
Speak of all Loves; I ſwoon almoſt with Fear. 
No, then I well perceive you are not nigh, 
Either Death or you 15 find Ns © 
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Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout and 339 
The, e pag fy. - x 1 00 


"1 M if 
* = 


RE we. met? 
t, pat, and here's a. marvellous cone 
nient Place for. our Rehearſal. This green Plot ſhall * 
our Stage, this Hauthorn-Brake our Tyring Houſe, and 
we will do it in Action, as we will do it be 
Bor. Peter Quince. 15 
Qu. What lay 'ſt thou Bully Bottom? ?: 
3 1 There are Things in this Comedy of Miau . 
Thisby, that will never pleaſe. Firſt, — muſt draw a 


r abide. 
How anſwer you that ? | 


Snout. Berlaken, a parlous Fear! 
Star. I believe we muſt leave the Killing out, what 


is done. 


Bot. Not- a whit, I have a Device to make all well; 


write me Prologue, and let the Prologue ſeem to fay, 
We will 0 no harm with our Swords, and that _—_ 
is not kill'd indeed; and for the better Aſſurance, tell them, 
that I Pyramus am not Fyramus, but Bottom the Weaver 
this will put them out of fear. 

Quin. Well, we will haye ſuch a Prologue, and it ſhall 
be written in Eight and Six. 

Bor. No, make it two more; let it be written in Eight 
and Eight. | 

Snour. Will not the Ladies be afraid of the Lion 1 | 18; 

Star. I fear it, I promiſe you. 
Bot. Maſters, you ought to conſider with your ſelves; 
to bring in, God ſhield us, a Lion among Ladies, is a 
molt greadful Thing; for there is not a more fearful wild 
Fol than your Lion living; and we ought to look to it. 


Snout, . „ not 


. 
* 9 7. 1 
8 N * Bot. 
0 . 


141 


ore the Duke. 
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A Midfummer- Night's Dream. 1 
Bor. Nay, you muſt name his Name, and half bis | 
muſt be ſeen through the Lion's Neck, and he himlf 
muſt ſpeak through, ſaying thus, or to the ſame defect; 
Ladies, or fair La I would wiſh you, or I would 
requeſt you, or I would intreat you, not to fear, not to 
tremble; my Life for yours; if you think I come hither 
as 2 Lion, it were pity of my Life; no, I am no oy 
thing, I am a Man as other Men are; and there indeed- 
let him name his Name, and tell them plainly he is Ss 
the Joiner, 7 | 
uin. Well, it ſhall be ſo; but there is two hard Thing , 
that is, to bring the Moon-light into a Chamber; for 
know Fyramus and Thishy meet by Moen-light. | 
Snug. Doth the Moon ſhine that Night we play our Pla 
Bor. A Calender, a Calender, 3 in the Al 
find out Moon-ſhine, find out Moon-ſhine. 
uin. Yes, it doth ſhine that Night. | 
Ba. Why then may you leave a Caſement of the grez 
Chamber Window, where we Play, open, and the | 
may ſhine in at the Caſement. 4 
un. Ay, or elſe one muſt come in vrith a Buſh of 
Thorns and a Lanthorn, and ſay he comes to disfigure, or: 
to preſent the Perſon of Moon-ſhine; then there is ang. 
ther thing, we muſt haye a Wall in the great Chamber . . = 
for 2 and Thisby, fays the Story, did talk of . 
the Chink of a Wall. | f | 
Snug. You can never bring in a Wall. What ſay you 
Bottom??? N * 
Bor. Some Man or other muſt preſent Wall, and lg 
him have ſome Plaſter, or ſome Lome, or ſome Ro 
caſt about him, to ſignify Wall, or let him hold his Fu 
1 and through the Cranny ſhall Pyramus and This 
1 ; 77 
| Aus. If that may be, then all is v/ell. Come, fit n 
every Mother's Son, and rehearſe your Parts. yramus you 
begin; when you have ſpoken your Speech enter into tht 


/ 


Brake, and ſo every one according to his Cue. | 
Enter Puck. / 
Puck, What kempen Home- ſpuns have we 6 
So near the Cradle of the Fairy Queen? 
Es 


| 2 T 
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What, a Play toward? 111 be an Auditor; | ot 
An Ar too perhaps, if I ſee Cauſe.  _ 41. 
Quin. 8 Pyramus ; Thisby ſtand fortn. 
_ Pr. Thuy, the Flowers of odious Savour's r 
uin. ours, Odours | 


| Pyr. Odours ſavours ſweet, "Ry | * 
So doth thy Breath, my deareſt Thisby dear: i 
But bark, a Voice! ſtay thou but here a while, _ 
And by and by 1 will to thee appear. [Exit Pyr. 


| A ftran ww than der id here. * 
pn Thi. Mult 1 Fett noms? pu + 
Dain. Ay marry muſt you; for you, muſt underſtand 
| ke Foes but to lc a Noiſe that he beard, and is to come 


"Thif. Moſt. radiant' Py yramus, woſt lilly white of Hue, 
Of Colour like the red {Roſe on triumphant Bryer, , 
Moſt brisky Juvenile, and eke moſt LAH Few, 
As. true as £4 Horſe, that yet would never tire, 
III meet thee Pyramus, at Ninmys Tomb. i 

Quin. Ninus Tomb, Man; why you muſt not ſpeak 
that yet; that you. anſwer to Fyramus; you ſpeak all your 
Part at once, Cues and all. Wt TPP enter, Tour Cue i is | 
paſt; it is never tire. | 1 

Buter Pyramus. 5 

"ne 0, as true as trueſt Horſe, that yet would never tire. 

Pyr. If 1 were fair, -Chisby, 1 were only thine. _ 
Quin. O monſtrous! O ſtrange! We are haunted; pray 
Maſters, fly Maſters, help, tue Clowns E; me. 

Puck, rl follow you, Ill lead you about a Roun 
Through Bog, through Buſh, through Brake, through Brycr; 
Sometimes a Horſe Vi be, ſometimes a Hound. 
A Hog, a headleſs Bear, ſometime a Fire, 1 
And — 1 and bark, and grunt, and rore, and burt, 

Like Horſe, Hound, Hog, Bear, Fire, at every turn. Exit. 
| Enter Bottom with an Aſs Head. 


iQ wo m6 Kin #4 mw 


Bor. Why do they run away? This is a Knayery of " 
them to make me atcard, 1 7 
Ener Snort. . I 

| rer O dium, thou art change, wha do 1 er on | 7 
thee ? Wn. - A 
| Bot T1 
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Bot, What do e You ſee an A berdfbf 


own, do you , 1 185 
Quin, nes thee Bottom 2. G, a web 


Bot. I fee their Knavery, this is to make an Act me me, 

to fright me if they ; but 1 will not ſtir from this 
Place, do what they can; 1 will walk up and dow n- here, 

and I will fing, that they ſhall hear I am not afra. 
The Wooſel Cock, fo black of ET oc 7 at 4 
With Orange-tawny Bill, d un [$6] ee 
The Throſtſe with Note ſo true, $2 of 4t q1 
The Wren and little Quill. | I 

een, What Angel wakes me from my flo ry Bed? 


oo The Finch, the Sparrow, and the Lark, * 


lain - ſong Cackow gray, | 175 dan 
— Note full many a Man doth mark,, 8 ye 
| ne 11 


For, indeed, who would ſet his Wit to fo fooliſh Bird ? 
Who would give a Bird the Lye, tho' bee Cache ne- 
ver 10? | 
wen. I pray thee, gentle Mortal, ſing in, 
Mine br is much enamour'd of thy Note; * | 
On the firſt view to N 
So is mine Eye enthral ed to thy Shape, 


And thy fair Virtue's force (perforce) doth move | 
Boe. Methinks, Miſtreſs, you ſhould have little Jae 


for that: And yet, to Gy the truth, Reaſon and Love 

keep little Company toge together, now-a-days. The more the 
ity, — ſome honeſt Neighbours will not make them 

Friend ay, I can — upon occaſion. 9 

york Thou art as Wiſe as thou art Beautiful. 

. Boz. Not fo neither: But if I had Wit enough 5e get 

out. of this Wood, I have enough to ſerve mine — 

ueen. Out of this Wood do not deſire to go, E 126 


TH fair remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 

I am a Spirit of no common Rate; act 5:4 | 
The Summer fill doth tend upon my State 
And I do love thee; therefore go with me, | | 
III give thee Fairics to attend on thee; 


And 
5 


4 
\ 


7 
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And ſhall fetch thee: Jewels from the 17 
And Fg, while thou on — Flowers 8 N 


| — I will Saad ww rge thy mortal Groſneſs ſo, 
d. 


like an airy Spirit 
hiv eee Cobweb, Moth, | Nultadleed, and 
2: ay —— | 
1 Faw „Ready. el 5 
2 Fair. And l. ww. tre Free 7 ut | or” 
3 Fair. And I. al! 
4 Fair. And I, Where ſhall n f * 


Be kind and courteous to this Gentleman. x 
Hop in his Walks, and Gambole in his Eyes, 1 
Feed him with Apricocks and Dewberries, 1 
With pur 'Figs, and Malberries, * | 
The Honey s teal from the Humble Bees, ii 
And for Night Tapers crop their waxen Thighs, 
And light them at the fiery Glow-worm's Eyes, Kiy wil” 
To have my Lovę to Bed, and to ariſe; 
And pluck the Wings from painted Butterflies, 1 
Tu fas the Moom- beams from bis ſleeping 11 


Nod to him Elves,” and do him Courteſies. 1 
1 Fair. Hail Mortal, Hail. | | Ya 
, Fair. Hail, 
Bor. I cry your wee ur. luca po 
—_— Name. ; 


Bet. I fhall kr ohhh more eee good Ma- 
ſter Cobweb; if I cut my Finger, I ee iN 
Your Name, honeſt' Gentleman? 2 

Paaſ. Peaſebloſſom. ; en | 

Bot. I pray you ae me-to'Miftreſ Squaſh your 
Mother, and to Mafter Peaſecod your Father. Good Maſter 


| Peaſtbleſom I ſhall defre of you more Acquaintance'too. 


Your Name, 1 Sir? 
Muſ. Muſftardſeed. * we 
Bot. Good Maſter Muſtar 


doe, 1 — Patience 
well: That ſame cowardly Giant-like Ox hath de- 
vour'd many 2 Gentleman of your Houſe, I promiſe 
you, your Kindred _ made my Eyes Ver ere * 


1 8 more of vou Acquatntence, good. Maſi, Mas. 
him, lead him to my 
The Moon, methinks, looks with a Eye, i 
And when ſhe weeps, weep every little Flower, 

Lamenting ſome enforced Chaſtity. 
Enter King of Fairies ſolus. 

Ob. I wonder if Titania be awak'd: 
Then what it was that next came ia her Eye, 
Here comes my Meſſenger: How now mad Spirit, | 
What Night · rule now about this haunted Grove? 

Near to her cloſe and conſecrated Bower, 
While ſhe was in her dull and ſleeping Hour, 
A crew of Patches, rude Mechanicals, 
Were met 2 to — a , l 05 
Intended for 1 
The ſhallewe thick 8 — of t 
Forſook his Scene, and entred in a — 
When I did him at this Advantage take, 
An Aſs's Nole I fixed on his Head; | 
And forth my Mimick comes; When they . 7 : þ 
As wild Geeſe, that the creeping Fowler eye, N 
Or ruſſet-pated Choughs, many in fort; © 4 
Sever themſelves, and madly ſw als 3 
So at his fight, away his F lows fly; 7 | 
And at our ſtamp here o'er and decode A * 
Their Senſe thus weak, loſt with their Fears cus — 4 
Made ſenſeleſs things begin ro do them w 
For Briars and Thorns at their Apparel ſnatch,” A 


ueen. Come wait 

Tye up my Lover's Tongue, bring him . lena 
Which ſhe muſt doat on in Extremity. 

Puck. My Miſtreſs with a Monſter is in love. 9 1 
That work for Bread upon Athenian Stalls, 
Who Fyramus preſented, in their "mater 
Anon his Thisby muſt be anſwered, 
Rifing and cawing at the Guns Report | | 
He Murder. cries, and help from Athens calls. 
me SAD I: — n nn al things catch. 


I | 
1 


a 
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Iled them on in this diſtracted Fear, © © 
And left ſweet Pyramus tranſlated 8 4 
When in that moment (ſo it cume to paſ ? 


So n 0 * 
Ob. This falls out better than I could deviſe. ©: 


- But haſt thou yet latch'd the Aibeniams Eyes 

With the Love uice, as-1 did bid — = Mr 
Pack, I took hi n iſh'd too; 

And the Athenian Woman y his fide, - 1 wh 


That when he wak d, of force ſhe muſt be ey d. 41" 
Enter Demetrius and Hermia. © | i ji 


Ob. Stand cloſe; this is the ſame Athenian. Fr 

Puck. This js the Woman, but not this the Man. 14 
Dem. O why rebuke you him that loves you ſoꝰ 
Lay breath ſo bitter on your bitter Foe. 5 

Her. Now l but chide, ba ſhould uſe'thes worlly 
For thou, I fear, haſt-given me-cauſe to Curſe, 13 


If thou haſt ſlain Lyſander in his ſleep. . 0 N 
Bein o'er Shoes: Mood, plunge in the deep, 40. 
And kill me too. 1300 0 
The Sun was not ſo true unte the Day N 
As he to me. Would he have ſtollen a 1wCͥa y, 
From ſleeping Hermia? I'll believe as Toon | a 
This whole and that the Moon 
May through the Center and ſo diſpleaſe I 
Her Brother's Noon-tide, wit th? Antipoges. - A 
It cannot be but thou haſt murder d him © = 

So ſhould a Murtherer look, fo dead, fs "on 


Dem. So ſnould the Murtherer look, — bel 
Pierc'd through the Heart with your ſtern Cryelty : * 


Vet you the Murtherer look as bright and clear "ha 
As yonder Venus in her glimmering Sphere. ' 241 
Her. What's this to my Lyſander? Where is he? be 

E. good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me?: 


Dem. I'd rather give his Carkaſs to my Hounds. 


Her. Out Dog, out Cur! thou driy'ſt me paſt the bounds b 


Of Maiden's Patience. Haſt thou ſlain him e 
Henceforth be never numbred among Men. 

Ohl once tell true, and even for my ſake, 
Doo thou have look'd upon him, being awake ? 


4% re on wie AE. 
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| Beg of her for Remedy. 
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And haſt thou kill'ſt him ? O braye touch 
Could not a Worm, an Adder do ſo much? > 
An Adder did it, for with doubler T va 
Than thine, thou Serpent, never Adder ſtung. 

Dem. You ſpend your Paſſion on a e mood; 1 
I am not guilty of Ly/ander's Blood, | 
Nor is he dead for t that I can tell. 

Her. iE me then that he is well. 
| if I could, what ſhould. — if 
Her. A Privilege never to ſee me more 4 

And from thy hated Preſence part I. FO me no were. 
Whether he be dead or no. DLE: 4 


Dem. There is no following ben i in this fierce 1 


Here therefore for a while I will remain. 
So Sorrow's heavineſs doth heavier grow : + v 
For Debt that Bankrupt ſleep doth Sorrow owe, 
Which now in ſome light meaſure it will pay. 9 2 
If for his tender here I make ſome ſtay. [Lies 
Ob. What haſt thou done? Thou ball naiſtaken quite | 
And laid thy Love: Juice on ſome true Loye's aal 5 
Of thy Miſpiion muſt perforce enſue 4 
ye turn'd _—_ not a falſe turn d true * | 
Puck. Then Fate o'er-rules, that one Man holding Troth 
A Million fail, confounding Oath on Oath. "on 
ob. About the Wood go ſwifter than the Wind, * 


954 


With fighs of Love, that coſts the freſh Blood = 


And Helena of Athens ſee thou find.  . | 
All e -fick ſhe is, and pale of Cheer, 15 


By ſome Illuſion ſee thou bring her here; 


II charm his Th 5 ſhe doth appear. 


Puck. I go, , look how I go, © | 
Swifter Ky 43 from the Tartar's Bow. [Exit.” 
Ob. Flower of this purple dye, Cl 
Hit with Cupid's Archery, g 1 
Sink in Apple of his Eye | ten | 


When his Love he doth eſpy, | - 9 
Let her ſhine as gloriouſly - Dien ar n 
As the Venus of the Sky. eee e . 
When thou wak ſt, if ſhe be by, 1 1 


OS 
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And the Youth miſtook by . ee gk: 
Pleading for a Lover's Fee rn bf 4 8: 4 ba. by, 
Shall we their fond Pageant ſee? ? i 
Lord, what Fools theſe Mortals be © © 

Ob. Stand afide: The Noiſe they make LET. >. | 
Will cauſe Demetrius to awake. | 

Puck. Then will ewo at once woo ones 
That muſt needs be Sport alone. 26A 11 120 | 
And thoſe things do beſt pleaſo me, $264 3210726 <1 he 
That befal prepoſterouſi eee hs 

Enter Lylander and Helena. 215 LF 

- Ty. Why ſhould you think that I ſhould woo in ſeorn al 

Scorn and Derifion never come in Tears. . 
Look when l vow, I weep, and Vows ſo born, 


In their Nativity all Truth N 
How can theſe things in 2 Scorn to you?  _ £ In 
the — of Faith to prove them true. 0 


Hel. You do advance your Cunning more and more, 1 
When Truth kills Truth, O devihiſn holy Fray! 5 
Theſe Vows are Hermia s. Will you give her o'er? 15 


= * 
_— E = 
= — 
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Weigh Oath with Oath, and you will nothing weigh. Ik 
Your Vows to her and me, put in two Scales, 4 M 
Will eren weigh, and both as light as Tales. Ar 
Ly, I bad no Judgment when to her I ſwore. 5 wy TI 
Hel. Nor none, in my Mind, now you give her o'er. _ | 
op Lyſ. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you. 9 7 
Dem. [ Awaking.)] © Helen Goddefs, Nymph, perfect, 1 Le 
8 yp ſhall I compare thine N by 
Te what, my Love, I re Eyne? 1 | 
Cryſtal is muddy; O how ripe in ſhow, * F ] 
Thy Lips, thoſe kiſſing Cherries, temp ppting grow! jt Th 
That pure congea ongealed white, high Ta e 
Fann'd with the Eaftern Wind; turns to a Crow, I 12 
When thou holdſt up thy hand. O let me kifs 1 Th 
This Princeſs of pure — this ſeal of Bliſs. | Mit 
Hel. O Spight, O Hell! [ſee you are all bent RH But 
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If you were civil, and knew Courteſie, 
You would not do me thus much Injury. 
Can you not hate me; as I know you do, 
But you mult join in Souls to mock me too? 
If you are Men, as Men you are in ſhow, 
You would not uſe a gentle Lady fo: 
To vow, and ſwear, and ſuperpraiſe my Parts, 
d When I am ſure you hate me with your ** 
You both are Rivals, and love He mia, 
5 And now both Rivals to mock Helena. 
A trim Exploit, a manly Enterprize, 
To conjure Tears up in a poor Maid's Eyes, 
With your Deriſion: None of Noble fort 
Would ſo offend a Virgin, and extort 
A poor Soul's Patience, all to make 
Lyſ. You are unkind, 1 3 not "ay 
| For you love Hermia; PRE know I know. 
* And here with all good with all my Heart, 
£ In Hermia's Love I yield you up my part; 
1 And yours of Helena to me bequea . 
Fg Whom I do love, and will do to my Death. "RI 
Hel. Never did Mockers waſte more idle Breath. -| 
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| Dem. Lyſander, eWitar Leven gone. 
| | If &er 1 1av'd her, all that Love is gone 
My Heart to her, but as Gueſt-wile ſojo 

And now to Helen it is home ee 

There to remain. 


Lyſ. It is not ſo. 
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Dem. Dil) not the Faith thou doſt not know, | 
Leſt to thy Peril thou abide it dear. <4 
Look where — Love comes, yonder is thy Dear. | 
5 Enter Her mia. 
A Her. Dark Night, that from the 1 takes, 
Ihe Ear more quick of Apprehenfion' makes. ö 
Wherein it doth impair the ſoeing Senſe, 4 
It pays the Hearing double recompence. 1 
Thou art not by mine Eye, — found, | 
Mine Ear, I thank it, brought me to that Sound, * 
But why ry thou leave me ſo? / f 
| Df Why he ſtay, whom Love doth preſs to god! 
N | . 
| 1 


a 
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Her. What Love could preſs Lyſander from my fide ? | 
Lyſ. Lyſander's Love, that would not let wy _ 
Fair Helens, who more ery oe the . 

Than all yon fiery O's and of Light | | 
Why ſeek ſt thou me? Could — —— 
Fbe Hate I bear thee made me leave thee fo? ??: | 
Her. You ſpeak not agyou think: It cannot be. » 

Hel. Lo, ſe one of this * * ad " 
Now I perceive t ve — — t * 
To faſhion this falſe * night of me. #7 ved 
Injurious Hermia, m en 
Have you conſpir d, N So with theſe contriy'd | 
To bait me, with this foul Deriſion? 

Is all the Counſel that we two have ſhard, 
The Sifters Vows, the Hours that we have ſpent, 
When we have chi the haft m_ Time, 
For parting us: O! and is all fo 
All — Friendſhip, 3 Innocence? 
We, Hermid, like two Artificial gods ; 
Have with our Needles, created oth one Flower, 
Both on one Sampler, ſitting on one Cuſhion; / | 
Both warbling of one Song, both in one K „ 5 M. 
As if our Hands, our Sides, Voices, and 15 1 
Had been incorporate. So we grew ab ih 
Like to a double Cherry, ſeeming 
But yet an Union in partition; AT OO | T7 
To lovely Berries molded on one Stem, | Th 
So with two ſeeming Bodies, but one Heart, = He! 
Two of the firſt Life, Coats in Heraldry, .16 
Due but to one, and crowned with onè Creſt. ES To 
_ will you rend _ ancient Love deer Friend” : I 
o join with Men in ſcorn r F 8 1 4 
It is not friendly, tis „ as K 
Our Sex as well as I may chide you for it, At 7 
Though I alone do feel the Inj 

Her. I am amazed at your — Words: 

I ſcorn you not; it ſeems that you ſcorn me. Tak. 
Hel. Have you not ſet Lyſander; as in ſcorn, ] But) 
To follow me, and praiſe my Eyes and 2 | 5 

made your other Love, Damurrius, | 


PT 
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A Midſummer-Night's Dream. 1 5 
Who even but now did ſpurn me with his Foot, 
To call me Goddeſs, Nymph, Divine, and Rare, >. 
Precious, Celeſtial ? Wherefore ſpeaks he this \ 
To her he hates? And wherefore doth Lyſander 
Deny your Love, ſo rich within his Soul, 
And tender me, forſooth, Affection, 4+ 
But by your ſetting on, by your Conſent? . 
What though I be not ſo in grace as you, 
80 N with Love, ſo fortunate? 
But miſerable meft, to love unlov d, 
This you ſhould pity rather than depiſe. | 
Her, I underſtand not what you mean by this. 
Hel. Ay, do, perſevere, counterfeit ad Looks, 
Make Mouths upon me when I turn my Back, 
Wink each at other, hold the — Jeſt u : 
This ſport well carried, fhall be chronicled. 5 
If you have any Pity, Grace, or Mangers, 
You would not make me ſuch an Argument: 
But fare ye well, tis partly mine own fault, 
Which Death or Abſence ſoon ſhall remedy. 
I/ Stay, gentle Helena, hear my Excuſe; 
My Love, my Soul, fair Helens. | | 
Hel. O Excellent! 1 
Her, Sweet, do not ſcorn her ſo. 
Dem. If ſhe cannot entreat, I can compel. | 
I/ Thou canſt compel no more than fhe entreat. 
Thy Threats have no more Strength than her weak Pri 
| Helen, I love thee, by my Life Il do; | 
I ſwear by that which I will loſe far thee, 

To prove him falſe that ſays I love. thee not. 
Dem. I fay, I love thee more than he can do. 
I/ If thou ſay fo, withdraw and prove it too. 

Dem. Quick, come. 7 75 

Her. Lyſander, whereto tends all this? 
ILV Away, you Ethiope. her Ac 

s Dem. No, no, Sir, ſeem to break looſe; 
Take on as you would follow, 8 
But yet come not; you are a tame Man, go. 
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15 Ly/. Hang off thou Cat, thou Burre; vile thing let loo 
Or 1 will ſhake thee from me like a Serpent. 
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wine ned arg Yong 


Lyſ. 187 Love? Out tawny Tartar, out; 
Out ane Medicine; O hated Poiſon, hence. 
Her. Do you not jeſt? N 
Hel. Yes ſooth, and ſo do you. 
Ly/. Demetrius, I will keep my Word with thee. | 
Daw: 1 wonld # id your Bod for I perceive 
A weak Bond holds you; I'll not truſt your Word. 


Lyſ. What, ſhould 1 hurt her, ſtrike her, kill her dead? 1 
Although I ate her, Pl not harm her fv. 'D 
Her. What, can you de me greater harm than hate? ry 
Hate me! wherefore? O me! what News, my Love? 1: 
Am not I Hermia? Are not you . 5 | H 

I am as fair now, as I was cre-whil 477 e 8 B 
Since Night you loyd me; Big fince Nig you left me: T 
Why then 2 left — 0 a forbid! | A 
In earneſt, * If . | T 
Ay, * — | 4 At 

And 0h "4 defire to ſee thee more. Y, 

© Therefore be out of hope, of . * il 

Be certain, nothing ; *ris no Jeſt, 
| Thar I do hate thee, and d lore Helens. _ 

Hier. O me, you Jugler ebm, be | 
You Thief of Love; what, ve you come by Night, i 

And ſtollen my Love's Heart from him: W 
Hel. Fine, i faith! | tal 
Have you no Modeſty, no maiden Shame, Shi 
—— touch of — What, 65 you 2 An 
mpatient Anſwers from tle Tongue 2 
Fie, fie, you Counterfeit, 1 as you. | wi 
Hey. Puppet! why ſo? Ay, that ways go the Game. Le 

| Now I perceive that ſhe hath made compare 0 
Between our Statures; ſhe hath urg d her be height, bh Yo 
And with her Perſon her tall Perſon age, - Yo 
Her height, forſooth, the hath preyail'd with him. | i 
And are you grown ſo high in his Eſteem, © e in 
Becauſe I am fo dwarfiſh, and fo low ? wh ys Let 
How low am I. thou painted Maypole? Speak, | Tal 


How low am Ii I am not yet fo ow, 
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But that my Nails can reach unto thine Eyes. 


'y 


Hel, I pray you, though you mock 725 S 


Let her not hurt me. I was neyer 

I haye no gift at all in Shrewiſhneſs; 

I am a right Maid for my Cowardize: 

Let her not ſtrike me. You perhaps may chink, 
| Becauſe ſhe's ſomething lower than my ſelf, 

That I can match her. 

Her. Lower! Hark again. 

Hel. Good r 
J evermore did love you, Hermis, © | 
Did ever keep your Counſels, never wrong'd you, 
Save that, in [ave unto Demetriuu, 

1 told bim of your ſtealth into the Wood: 
He follow'd you, for Love 1 follow'd him, 


But he hath chid me hence, and threatned me N 


3 ſpurn me, nay to kill me too; 
And now, ſo Wy ap odor 

To Athens will I bear my Foll — 
And follow you no further. 

You fee how finiple, nike. Ler ms go. 


Her. Why get you gone; who is't that hinders y | 


Hel. A fookſh Heart that I leave here behind. 
Her. What, with Lyſander ? | 
1 With Demetrius. 


She was a Vixen — 7 went to School; 
And though ſhe be but little ſhe is fierce, © 

Her. Little ? Nothing but low and little? 
Why will you ſuffer her to flout me thus? 
Let me come to her. 

'Lyſ. Get you gone, you Dwarf, : 
You Minimns, of hindring Knot-graſs made, 
You Bead, you Acorn. 

Dem. You are too officious 
In her behalf that ſcorns your Services. 

Let her alone, ſpeak not of Helena, 
PE re ET? For if thou doſt intend 
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Never ſo little ſhew of Love to herr,, 
Thou ſhalt abide it. 1 

IV Now ſhe holds me nut. 
Now follow if thou dar'ſt, to try whoſe Right 
Of thine or mine is moſt in Helena. 

Dem. Follow ? Nay, I'll go with thee Cheek by Jowl. 

IN O24 >. -. [Exit Lyſander and Demetrius. 

Her. You Miſtreſs, all this Coyl is long of you: 
Nay, go not back. e 
N Hel. 1 . truſt e. 3 "IEICE | \ . 

or longer ſtay in your curſt Company. 
Your Hands than mine are quicker for a Fray, 


14 


8 


My are longer though, to run away. - [Ex. 
a Enter Oberon 17 


Ob. This is thy Negli ill theo anifakft: 
» is , I 
Or elſe EN e willingly. 
Puck. Believe me, King, of Shadows, I miſtook: 
Did not you tell me I ſhould know the Man, 

By the Arbenian Garments he hath on?: 
And ſo far blameleſs proyes my Enterprize, 
That I have 'nointed an Atheniams Eyes; 

And.G argon F any ſort, -. - 3 
As this their cem a Sport. Jak 
006. Thou Lethe Lovers ſeek a Place to fight; 

Hie therefore, Robin, overcaſt the Night, | | + 

The Son: es 2m . anon 4 
With drooping Frog, as black as Acheron, P 1 

And lead theſe teſt Riyals fo aſtray, -. 

As one come not within another's way. 
Like to Ly/ander ſometime frame thy Tongue, 
Then ſtir Demetrius up with bitter Wrong; 

And ſometime rail thou like Demetrius; 

And from each other look thou lead them thus, 
Till o'er their Brows, Death counterfeiting Sleep 
| With leaden Legs and Batty Wings doth creep; 

Then cruſh this Herb into Lyſander's Eye, 

Whoſe Liquor bath this virtuous Property, 

To take from thence all Error, with its. Might, 

And make his Eye-balls row] with wonted tight. 
When they next wake, all this Deriſion 

Shall ſeem a Dream, and fruitleſs Viſion; 


And 
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9 
Let tock to e the Lovers wend p 
With League whoſe date 'till Death ſhall never end. 


Whiles I in this Affair do thee imploy, | 


And hen, I will her charmed Eye releaſe 
From Monſters view, and all things ſhall be Peace. 
Puck. My Fairy Lord; this muſt be done with haſte, 
For Night's ſovift Dragons cut the Clouds full faſt, 
And — ſhines Aurora's Harbinger ; 
At whoſe approach, Ghoſts wandring here and there, 5 
Troop home to Charch-yards; Damned Spirits all, 
That in Croſs-ways and Floods haye Burial, F 
Already in their wormy Beds are gone, 
For fear left Day ſhould look their Shames upon, 
wilfully exile themſelves from Light, Fi 
And muſt 2 aye conſort with black-brow d Night. | 
Ob. But we are Spirits of another ſort; 'Y 
I with the Morning-Light have oft made 2 q 


I to my Queen, and beg her Indian Boy; i 


And like a Foreſter the Groves may 3-07 
. e 
e ere 2. 
to yellow Gold his ſalt· green Streams. 
= But notwricktanding haſte, make no delay, 
We may effect this Buſineſs yet ere Day. [Exit 
Puck. Up and down, up and down, I will lead th 
up and down: I am fear'd in Field and Town, Gun, 
Trad un up and Gown, Here comes one. 
Enter Lyſander.. 
Lyſ. What art thou, Demetrins ? 
Speak thou now. 


wr 
— Here, Villain, drawn and ready. Where at u 


Ly{. will be with thee ſtraight. 
Tu Follow me then to plainer Ground. 
Enter Demetrius. £1 
Dem. Lyſander, ſpeak again; 
Thou Run away, thou Coward, art thou fled ? 


Speak in ſome Buſh: Where doſt thou = aha Head ph | 


Puck. Thou Coward, art thou tary 
nen ng Buſhes chat thou looł ſt for , 


— 
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And wilt not come? Come Recreant, come thou Child, 
Ill whip thee with a Rod, he is defil'd 4h. 


That draws a Sword on thee. 
Dem. Yea, art thou there? 


Puck-Follow my Voice, we'll tr y no Wage here. [Exe. 


V He goes before me, and ſtill dares me 4 
When I come. where he calls me, then he's gone 
The Villain is much. lighter heel'd than I; Ne 
I follow'd faſt, but faſter be did fly; [8bifting Places. 
That fall'n am I in dark uneven way, 
And here will reſt me, Come thou gentle Day: E 
For if but once thou ſhew me th ray Light, N 


Til find Demetrius, and this Spight, | 
__ Enter Puck a Demetrius. 9 


Puck. Ho, bo; ho, Coward why com'ſt thou not 
3 Abide me, "if Shop "exp For 4 I wot 

ou runtſt before me, ſhifting every place, 
And ar not — nor look * the Face, 
Where art thou? 

Puck, Come- hither, 4 A Kant 

Dem. Nay Techn mack, chu ley ine, 
If ever 1 thy Face by Day-light ſee. / 
Now go thy way: Faintneſs conſtraineth me 
To-meaſure out my length on this cold Bed, 


3 N 2 | [Les down. 


Enter Helen | 

Hel. O weary Night, O very * Night, 

| Abate thy Hours; ſhine. Comferts from the Eaſe, 
That I may back to Athens by . 

From theſe thar my poor Company de 

And Sleep, that ſometimes ſhuts up "want 5 * 

Steal me a while from mine own Company. [Sbecps. 
Puck. Yet but three? Come one * 

Two of both Kinds makes up fours, . 

Here ſhe comes, curſt and fad: _ 

Cupid is a knaviſh Lad. | 


Thus to make poor Females mad. | 
Enter Hermia. 


Her. Never ſo weary, never ſo in Woe. 
Bedabbled with the Dew, and torn with . 
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I can no further crawl, no further go; | 
My Legs can keep no Pace with m Deſires: 
Here will 1 reſt me till the break of Day; 


Heay'ns ſhield Lyſander, if the mane — 
ns ſhjeld Ly 13 =? | 


Nock. On the 


True Delight in the Sight of thy former Lady's x e, 

And the Country Proverb 

That every Man re dr take his own, 

In your waking ſhall be ſhown. 

f fhall have Fil, naughr (hall go ill, 
be 


Man al haves Maron, dit wel Pack. 
mt . TIER 
— r nnd VE 4 8 | 
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behind them. 


2 oh ſit thee down upon this gor 
"While 1 thy amiable Cheek do coy Beg 


And ſtick Musk Roſes in thy ſleek-ſmooth Head) | 


And kiſs thy fair Preſiden Fars, * * er. 
t. Where s P 


_ How of f Fang Ban, Fairies eee nd the 


Ready. Ft ere 

. my Head, dale Where's 1 
Cobweb ? * 
Cod. Ready. * i 


. Monſieur Cob web, I dong ger 


in your Hand, and me a red- be then 168 7 


on the Top of a Thiſtle, of good Mon 

the Honey-bag. Do not fret your ſelf too mich ja the 
Action, Monbeur; and good Monſieur haye a Ce the 
Honey-bag break not ; 1 would be loth to 
overflown with a Honey- 8 Signior, Where 
ſieur Muftardſeed? © | | 
You. II, Haw: . 


Mon · 


— 


1 
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Muſt. Ready. 
Bot. . your Newfe, Monfi eur ; Muſtard Seed * 
Pray you leave your Curteſie, wood ener. nb 

Ma, What's your Will ?. 

Bot. Nothing, good Monſieur, but to help Carualera Ceb- 
web to ſcratch; 1 So to the Barber's, Menſicur, for me- 
thinks 1 am marvellous hairy about the Face. And I 
am ſuch a render Aſs, if my Hair doth but tickle me, 1 
Muſt ſcratch. 

2 What, wilt thou hear lone Muſick, my ſweet 


2 I have a redibnable, good Ear in MuGck, ter us 
Oy and the Bones. 
Muſick Tongs, Rural Muſick, L 

en, Or fay, ſweet Love, what chou defir | te to cat. 


e of Hay: Good Hay, ſweet Hay barh ” Fellow. 

f hape a renturous Fair 3 
That ſhall ſeek the Squirrels Hoard, | | 
And fetch thee new Nuts. 

br. I had facher have.a handful or two of dried Peafe! 
But I pray you let none of your People ſtir me, I have 
an Expoſition of Sleep come upon me. 

Auen. Sleep chou, and 1 will wind thee i nen Armez 

Fairies be gone, and be always away: 
So doth the Woodbine the ſweet. Hong luckle 
Gently entwiſt; the female Iy | 
 Enriogs the barky Fingers of TN Elm. 4 85 
: Q. how Llove thee! how I dote . eee 


Enter Puck. | =. A 


06. Welcome, good Robin; | 
Sceſt thou this {weet Sight? 0 . 
Her Dotage now I do begin to pity; . 
For meeting her of late behind the Wood, 
Seeking ſweet Fayours for this hate ful Fool, . IF 
I did upbraid her, and fall out with 1 

For the his hairy Temples then had rounded __ 
Wich Coronet, of freſh and fragrant Flowers, . 
| 2 Dei which ſometime on the Buds 2 


— pr 
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-. 


Truly a Peck of Provender; 1 could munch your 
i.dry. Oats... Methinks I have a great Delire to a Bot- 
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Was wont to ſwell like round and orient Pearls, 
Stood now within the pretty Flouriets E H 
Like Tears that did their own Diſgrace 
When I had at my Pleaſure taunted ber, 
And ſhe in mild Terms begg'd my Paticnce, 

I then did ask of her, her c — Child, 

Which ſtraight ſhe gave me, and her Fairy 1 
To bear him to my Bower in Fairy Land; 
And now I have the Bey, I will unde " 
This hateful Imperfection of her Eyes: N. 

d, gentle Puck, take this transformed Scalg 

rom off the Head of this Arhenian Swain; 

at he awaking when the others do, 

lay all to Aibens back again repair, 

And think no more of this Night's Accidents, | 
But as the fierce Vexation of a Drem. 


But firſt 1 will releaſe the Fairy Queen. Wt 


| Be thou as thou waſt wore 20 be; 3 x 
| See as thou waſt wont 10 . by 
Dian's Bud. or Cupid's Flower Fs, 


Harb ſuch Force and bleſed Power. . 


Now my Titania, wake you my ſweet 


Queen... | 
Queen. My Oberon ! what Vibes have I { 


Mechoughe: T was enamoured of an Als. 
O5. There lies your Lose. 
nern. How came theſe Things te paſs? 
05 how mine Eyes do loath this Viſage now)! 
Ob. Silence x while; Robin take off his Head, 
Titania, Muſick call, arid ſtrike more dead a 


Than common Seep. Of all theſe fine the Senſe, | 


Nen. Muſick, bo Mufiek ; ſich as chimet 
1 fl. * 5 
1 . When thou awak'it, with thine own Fee 
peep. 
ad! Sound Muſick ; come my Queen, take Hand 
And rock the Ground whereon thele Slecpers be. 
Now thou and I are new in Amiry, 


And will to Morrow Midnight folemaly - 5 


* in Duke Theſens' Houſe . 
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And bleſs it to all fair Poſterity: 

There ſhall theſe. Pairs of faithful Lovers. be 
Wedded with Theſens all in Jollity: | 
Puck Fair King attend and mark, 

I do hear the Morning Lark. 


3 Then my Queen in Silence ſad, 55 
rip ee er e ight's:Shadez _ 


2 8 Globe can — ſoen, 
Moon. 


ucen. Come my Lord. and in cur Fight, 


Tell me how it came this Night, 3 
That I ſleeping here was found, bauen e fi. 


With theſe - Mortals on the Ground. 


Enter Theſeus, Egeus, Hippolita, og 


Theſ. Go one of you, find out the Foreſter, 
For now our Obſervation ic perform d; | 
And fince we have the vaward of the Day, | 

My Love ſhall hear the Muſick of my — 
Uncouple in the Weſtern Valley, let en go 
Diſpatch I fay, and find the Foreſter. 
We wil fair Queen, up to the Mountazn's Top, 
And mark: the Muſica] Cenfulion. 
Of Hounds, and Eccho in conjunction. | 
' _ Hip. 1 was with Heraules and Cadmus once, 
When in a wood of Creet they bay d the Bear 

With Hounds of Sparta; never did I hear 
Such gallant Chiding. For beſides the Groves, 
The Skies. the Fountains, every Region wg 
Seem'd all one mutual Cry. I never | 
So muſical a Diſcord; ſuch ſweer Thunder. 

Theſ. My Hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, © 
So flew'd, ſo ſanded, and their Heads are — — 
With Ears that ſweep away the Morni | 
Crook-kneed, and — like Mee 30 Bulls, 
Slow in Purſuit, but match'd: in Mouth like Bells, 
Each under each. A Cry more tuneable 
Was never hollow'd to, nor cheer d with Hern, 


In Creet, in 8 nor in The | j 
— al. whit Nympls we thee? | 


ns But 


N 


Ege. 
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Bee. My Lord, this is my Daughter here eder. 1 
Aud this Lyſander this Demetrius is, 5 


This Helena, old Nedar's Helena; 
I wonder of their being here together. 

Theſ. No doubt they roſe up early, to obſerve 
The right of May, vow, our Intent, | 
Came here in grace of our 80 emnity. 

But ſpeak Egeus, is not this the Day 7 
That Hermia ſhould give Anſwer of her Choice? 4 2 


— It is, my Lord. 

. Go bid * Huntſmen wake them with their Horm. - 
Horns, anl they wake. Shout within, they all ftart up. 
Theſ. Good Morrow Friends; Saint Valentine is paſt: 


| 1 
/ OY. 
b-, of 

a. 


bo > fo Bp nn 10 
J Pardon, my Lord. 3k 


heſ I pray you all ſtand up: 
know you ro are Ri Rival Enemies. 
How comes this gentle Concord in the World, 
That Hatred is fo far from Jealouſic, = 
To by n 
* e 
_—_ as yet, 1 
IQ cannot trul ot come 2 
But as T thiok, (for truly would 1 fpeak,) 
And how i do bickiad ae ſo it is; - 
I came with Hermis hither. Our Intent ns! 
Was to be gone from hens, where we might be 
Without the * of — — Law. — 0 
e. Eneug enoug m Lo enoug 3 KY 
18 e f 
They would have ftoll'n away, . | 
Thereby to have defeated you and me, 
You of your Wife, and me of my Conſent; 5 
Of my Conſent that ſhe ſhould be your Wife. F 
" Dem. My Lord, fair Helen told me of their Stealth, 
Of this their Purpoſe hicher to the Wood. 
And I in Fury hither follow'd them, 
Fair Helens in Fancy follow'd me: | 
But, my good Lord, i wot not by what Power, T* j 
Une by fome Power un my Love. 4 | 
F 3 | » | 


3 


- * - K _ 
. 


And all the Faith, the Virtue of my Heart, "I bn 


But as in Health come to my natural Taſte, 5 


My next is, Moſt fair Fyramus Hey ho, Peter, 
| Flaye the Bdlowi-mender! * the Tinker! aer, 


1 4 N mmer glue Dr 


To Hermia, melted as the Snow, 
Seems to me now as the Remembrance of an idle ons 
Which in my Childhood 1 did doat upon: o 1 


The Object and the Pleaſure of mine * 5 ö 
Is only Helena. To her, my, Lord, 5 WR 
Was I betrothed ere I Hermia flaw; 1 
But like a Sickneſs did I loath this "Food; j . 


Now de I wiſh it, love it, long for it, 
And will for evermore be true to it. 1 
| Theſ. Fair Lovers you are fortunately met; Oo 

Of this Diſcourſe we ſhall bear more anon. 
Egens, I will oyer-bear your Will, „ e e 
For in the Temple, by and by with” n 
Theſe Couples ſhall eternally be knitz, 
And for the Morning now is I worn, n. 
Our purpos d Hunting ſhall be ſet aſide. | 


Away with us to Athens, three and three, 117 55 , 4 
We'll hold a Feaſt in great Solemnity, _. 
Come Hippolita. [Exe Exe. Duke 4 2. 


Dem. Theſe Things ſeem ſmall and undiftinguiſhable * 
Like far- off Mountains 2 8597 into Clouds. is "a Val 3 
Ker. Methinks I ſee theſe things ws 4 
When every thing ſeems double. _ prom 


Hel. So methinks;... 74.49 1. 1 
And I have found Demetrius like a b 5 
Mine own, and not mine O ·ᷓ .. 23 29 


5 5 It Roms. to 2 | FN. 

t yet we ilcep, we not ou think 1 
he Duke was —— .and bid U us Apo $900. "A * 
e Yea, and my Father. . ! Wy 
Hel. And Hippolita. | | "Ko ow 
Df: * he bid us follow to the ie gert, | 
Why then we are awake ;. let's ollow ; 
And by by the Way let us recount our Dreams. Te i 
{heron wakes... 
Bor. When m Cue comes, call nie, an I will anſwer, 


Fo. 


r \ 
. $ wy 2 


* 


. es ES IE. won on — 99 * 


had a moſt rare Viſion. | 1 had a Dream 


* — ** wid - IF. — * Fg EI” 
% 


| [ 
A Midfummer-Night's Dream. 2 
God's my Life! Stol'n hence, and left me _ Thi aye 


t-of 


Man to fay what Dream it was: Man' is 
about to expound this Dream. Meth wh {wr 
re is no Man can tell what. Met vet 

methought I had. But Man is but a pateb'd Fool, 50 

will offer to ſay what methought I had. The Eye 1 — 


hath not heard, the Ear of Man hath not ſeen; s 
Hand is not able to taſte, his Tongue to conceive; nor 
his Heart to report what my Dream Was. I will 
Peter Lwince to write a Ballad of this Dream; it ſhall 
call d Bo:fom's Dream, becauſe it hath no Bottom; and 1 


will ſing it in the latter End of a Play before the Duke: 


Peradventure, to make it the more gracious, "(as ang 


it at her Death. 


Enter Quince; Flute, Snowt, and darch 

. Have you ſent to Bottoms Houſe? Is 5% come 

Home ret? 

"aol 'He — of, Out of doubt be l at 

3 if he come not, then the Play is n 
goes not ſorward, doth it? | 

Quin, A not poſſible; you have not à Marf\ in all 

4% able to diſcharge Pyramus but he. | 

Flute, No, he hath imply the beſt Wit of any Handy- 


| craft Man in Athens. 


Dun Yea, and the beſt-Perſon too; and he is f wer 


9 — — | Paramour {God 
Flute, You ' mult fay 3 2 is 
bleſs us) * of naught. | 11 | 
iter Sn 


: ug. 8 

Maſters, the Duke” is comin bens they lt 
K Lords ming from mere 
e e eee een 


Flute. O ſweet Bully Jottom; thus hath heloſt Si 
a Day during his Life; he could not have *ſcap'd'Si 
a Day; and the Dake hadnor given him Six for 
Playing Pyramus, Ell be hang d: He would haven . 
0 — 
| 2 
5 
; 


= 4 Milner Night Dream. 


Boe: \Where WI. cen Where are theſeHearts? 


— , O ayot ien DO mot bappy 


m_ Mafters, vans t diſcourſe: Wonders; be aa we 
not what; for if I tellyou, I am no true Athenian. L 
will tell you every thing as it fell out. 
Let us hear. ſweet Bottam. 


94 Nets Ward of ane; al Lyvil tell-you; in that the 


Duke hath dined. Get your Appareltogether, good Strings 
to your Beards, new Ribbons to your Pumpa, uncet pre. 
tently at the Palace, every Man lock oler his- Fart; for 
the ſhort and the long is, our Play is preferred: In any 
caſe let Thisby have clean — and let not him that 
plays the Lion pare his Nails, for they . ſhall hang out 
for the Lion's Claws; and moſt dear Actor, cat no 
Onions, ner Garlick, for we are to utter {wget wats 
and 1 do not doubt to hear them ſay, it is a Feet Co- 


medy. No more Words; away, g0 away. | L. 
— —— r — — 
AC T v. 8 C E N . J. 


Enter Theſeus, Hippolita, Egeus, and bis Lords. 


„Is frange, my Thefeur, that theſe Lovers ſpeak of, 
** T Thef. More ftran ge than true. Lneyer ie 


Theſe Antick Fables, — Tors, 
Lovers and Madmen have ſuch Brains, 
Such ſhaping Phantakes, that 


<pol Reglon eyer comp 


33 — 
One ſees more Devils than vaſt Hell can hold; | 
That is the Madman. F 
Soes Helens — ty; $=o—manges 
The Poer's Eye in a fine Frenzy row 


27 


Doth glauce from Heav'n — — 
The 


_ as . 


%. 


r,.v%Y [ mary 


— 


7 . — = * 
Alida N ight's Dream 129 
The Forms of unknown; the Poet's Pen 
Turns them to Shapes, and gives co Airy Nothing, 
. 1 ner j 
ricks hath ſtrong Imagination, 'T 

That if he —— — 2 | 
It comprehends ſome Bringer of that Joy: 13 
Or in the Night. imagining ſome Fear, 4 \ 
Ho eaſie is a Buſh ſuppos'd a Bear? 5 

Hip. But all the Story of the Night told over, 
And all their Minds d ſo together, 1 
: 


2 r than Fancies — 


| — hay Demetrius, Hermia, "and Heleh 
| Theſ. Here come the Lovers, full of n 
y, gentle Friends, Joy and freſh days of Love 5 8 
2 your Hearts 
ait on your Royal „ your Bed; 
Thy Come now; what a cs ta we 


To __: away this long Age of chres Hours, 
Between our after-ſupper and Bed-time? 
Where is our uſus] Manager of Mirth ? 
What Revels are in hand? Is there no Play q 
To — . 45070804 1 
Call Egems. 5 
Ege. Here, mighty Theſeus. e 

Theſ. Say, what Abridgment have you for his Koning? 
What Mack? What Mutick? How ſhall we 
The lazy time, if not with ſome Delight? 5 

Ege. There is a Brief how many ts are rife: 
Make choice of which your Highneſs will fee firſt. 

Ly/. The Battel with the Centaurs, to be ſuug 
By an Athenian Eunuch, to the | 

' Theſ. We'll none of that. That have | told my Love, 
In glory of my Kinſman Hercules. 

Lyſ. The Riot of the tipſie Bachanals, 1 * 


Tearing the n 
Fs n 


130 AMid/ammer-Night's Dri. 
Theſ. That is an old Device, and it was plaid . . Ty 


When I from Thebes came laſt a Conqueror. wat 
Lyſ. The thrice three Muſes, mourning for the Death o 


Learning. late deceas'd-1n Beggary,+:1 1; * 
np Be That js ſome Satyr keen and exitical,... ut” 
Not ſorting with a Nuptial Ceremony. . f 


I/ A tedious brief Scene of young am, Mi! 
And his Love Thisby; very tragical Mirth. 
Theſ. Merry and Tragical ? Tedious and Brief? e 
hot Ice, and od ſtrange. Snow). RAW all . 
find the Concord of this Diſcord ?.;,” 
Ege. A Play there is, my Lord, ſome ten Word lz. 
22 is as brief as 1 have known a Play; ., j aus 
ten Words, my Lord, it is too long, 5 
Which makes it tedious: For in all the Play © a 
A is not one Word apt, one Player fited, _ d, 


And Tragical, my Noble Lord, it j: 
For Fyramus therein doth kill himſelk. ,, 4 Wel 
Which when I ſaw rehears d, L mult confeſs... hog 
Made mine Eyes water; but more merry Tears... 
The paſſion of loud Laughter never fhed, TY 
Theſ. What are they that de play it? ge a .6T 
Ege. Hard- handed Men, that work in Athens here. b 


Which never labour'd in their Minds till now; f 


And now have toiled their unbreath d Memories 
With this ſame Play. againſt your Nuptials. _ ; C 
Theſ. And we will bear it. 1 
Ege. No, my Noble Lord, * i 
It is not for you. I have heard it overs 118 
And it is nothing. noching in the World, r 


Unleſs you can find Sport in their — T7 | 17 
Extremely ſtreteh d, and conn d with cruel a 
To do you Service. 12 
Thef. I will hear that Play: 117 
Tor never any thing can be amiſs, - 14 TY 
When Simpleneſs and Duty tender it. 8 
Go bring them in, —— r 2 
Hip. 1 love not to ſee Wretchedneſs bercharg d, ̃ 


And Duty in his Service pe | 
| wg FT Halle rede be no nk ig, 


r 5 FS 4 6 ' | 
—— = 1 
Hip. He fays they ein do nothing in this kind. 
Thi e to give them Thanks for 
Our Sport ſhall be, to take what miſtakeg. 7 -—1 
And what poor Duty cannot do, n e Reſpect ue * 
Takes it in Might, not Merit. Nick 
Where I have come, great Clerks have purpoled 
To greet me with premeditated Welcomes ; 
Where l have ſeen them ſhiver, and look pales 
Make Periods in the midſt of Sentences 
Throttle their is d Accent in their Fears, - 
And in*conclufion, dumbly have broke oft. 
Not paying me's Welcome. Truſt me, Sweet, 
Out of this Silence yet I pick'd a Welcome: 
And in the Modeſty of fearful Duty, — 
I read as much, as from the rating Tongue. -. 
Of ſawcy and audacious Eloquence. 
Love therefore, and Tongue-tide Simplicity, 
In leaſt, ſpeak moſt, to my Capacity ah 
= So plerſe your Grace, the Pu  Prolgucis 
ef. Let him approach. W Ann 
Enter Quince for the — 2 
Pro. lf we offend, it is with our good will. 
Thar you ſhould think we come not to offend, 
But with good will. To ſhew our ſimple Skill, 
That is the true beginning of our nc. 
Conſider then, we come Luvs in deſpight.. 
We do not come as minding to content you, 
Our true intent is. All for your delight, 
We are not here. That you ſhould-here repent * L 
The Actors are at hand; and by their Show, 
You ſhall know all, that you are like to knaum- | + 
Theſ. This Fellow doth not ſtand upon this Points. 
Lyſ. He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colt; he 
knows not the ſtop. A good Moral, my Lord, It f is. e 
enough to ſpeak, but to ſpeak true - 
Hip. Indeed he hath play'd en his Prologue, like « 
on the Recorder; a ſound, but not in government. 
Dp. His Speech was like a tangled Chain; 
* but all diſorder d. Who.is the nete 
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Aber Pyramds, 1 2 21 wo 


Pro. Gentles, you wonder at this Show, 
But wonder on, till Truth make all things plain. 
This Man is Pyramws, if you would know; , 3a 
This beauteous' Lady, is certain. 
This Man with Lime and ; doch preſent... 
Wall, the vile Wall, which did theſe Loyers ſunder: | 
And through Wall's Chink, poor Souls, they are cent 
To whiſper. At the which, — no Man wander. 
This Man with Lanthorn. Dog. and Buſh of Thar, ' 
Preſenteth Moon-ſhine: For, if you will know, 
By Moon-ſhine did theſe Lovers think no ſcorn 
To meet at Nia Tomb, there, there to woo. 
This — Beaſt, which Lian hight by Name, 


” 
* 
— 


_ 


| The ruſty Thidy, coming firſt by Night, 
Lys ight : 
Dad er vp rar at: 


Which Lin vile with bloody Mouth did ſtain. 
Anon comes Pyramus, — Youth and tall, 
And finds his gentle Thisby's Mantle ſlain; 
Whereat, with Blade, with bloody blameful Blade; 
He bravely broach'd his boiling bloody Breaſt. 


l ; * | * EDN * 2 : 3 od 
o * = £ => Wo: 2 = 
2 5 — 


And Thiaby, tarrying in the y Shade, FE 
His — drew, and died For all the reſt, 5 
Let — Soom ng Wall, and — twain, 
At large diſcourſe, while here they do remain. . 
I[Excunt all but * 
. Theſ, I wonder if the Lion be to Jn 


Dem. No wonder, my Lord; due Lin way, when 
many Aſſes do. * 
: Wall In this fame Interlude it doth befal, * 
That I. one Snemt by name, — a Wall: © 
And ſuch a Wall, as I would have you think, * 
That had in it a erannied Hole or Chink; 139 
| h which the Lovers "Frans ad Th, 25 
2 w often very 11 
Loam, this Ro — a6 ths Sov doth ber, 
1 Lan that Gm Wall the wu * | 


* —_ 3 4. 
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| And this the 


For parting my fair Pyramus and me. 


A — 


| f : 
\ {| 


A Midfummer- Night's Dream, 1; 
Cranny is, and ſiniſter, 
which the — Lovers are to 


Would you deſire — ea 
= tis the winietParition tha ever 


de? 
;dife 


870 look'd Night? © Night with bue @ l ck 
m ight wi 

Ni ee e Dp 6 ot 

Ni Night, alack, alack, alack, 

4 Promiſe is fc 


i | 
2 


Thou Wall, O Wall, O ſweet and lovely Wall, | 

Shew me thy Chink, r 

Thanks, courtegus.Wall; Fove ſhield thee well for 

But what ſee 1? No do I ſee. 

O wicked Wall, through whom I ſee no Bliſs, - 

Curſt be thy Stones for thus deceiving me. 
ut The Wall, methiaks, being ſenſible, ſhould & 


— No in truth, Sir, be ſhould not. : 
Is Thisby's cue; the is to enter, Wera 
Her through the Wall. You ſhall ſee it will £ 
Enter Thisby. 
Pat, as I told you; yonder ſhe comes. 
Thiſ. O Wall, full often haſt thou beard my 


My cherry Lips hath often kiſs d thy Stones; 
Thy Stones with Lime and Hair knit up in thee. f 
. I hear a Voice; now will 1 to the Chink, 
To fy ad Tun er my Thisby's Face. * 
1s | 


"= And 1 like Helen till the Fates me kill, 
* alus to Proerus was ſo true. 
alus to Precris, I to you. 


\ * | * 3.4 La. "L.-% < * 
134 A Midfummer-Njght's Dram. 
IX: Wilt thou at Ninmy's Tomb meet me ftra 
Thi, Tide Life, tide Death, I come without delay.” 
mil. Thus have 1. Wall, my Part diſcharged ſs: 
And being done, thus Wall away doth: go. — 
oy Now is the Moral down between the two Neg: 
: rs FF 4 
Dem. ee Lord, when Wall are fo 8 
to hear without warn w | 
Hip. This is the filli Peet hand; $07 
Theſ. The beſt in this kind are but Shadows, and as | 
worlt are no worſe, if Imagination amend thern. 
Hip. It muſt be your Im ion then, and not thei 
If we'rmagine no Worſe of them than they off - 
themſelves, - they may paſs for Excellent Men. Here C: 
come two noble Beaſts in, a Man and a Lon. | | 
Euer Lion and Moon-ſhine. = 
Lion. You Ladies, you, whoſe pentle Hearts do fear 
The ſmalleſt monſtrous Mouſe that creeps on floor, 
May now perchance both 1 and — bor 
When Lion rough in wild * | 
Then know that I, one Snug wy = am * 


1 aer yam 


3% 4 
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No Lion fell, nor elſe no Lion's Bam: 
For if I ſhouid as Lion come in Strife 
Into this place, twere pity of my Life. | 
Theſ. A very gentle Beaſt, and of a good Conſcience: 
Dem. The very beſt at'a Beaſt, my Lord, that der! ſa yy. 
Lyf. This Lion is a v Fox for his Valour. N 
Theſ. True, and a Gooſe for his Diſcretion. | 15 | 
Dem. Not ſo; my Lord? for his Valour — 
bis Diſcretion, and the Fox carries the Gooſe. | 
- Thef. His Diſcretion I am ſure cannot earry his Vatour;, 
for the Gooſe carries not the Fox. It is wel: Leave 
it to his Diſcretion, and let us hearken to the Moon. 5 
_ Moron. This Lanthern doth” the horned Moon reſent, ; 
Dom. He ſhould have worn the Horns on bis Head. 
Theſ. He is no Creſcent, and his Horns are invilible; - 
within the Circumference. 
Moon. This Eanthorn doth the horned Moon preſent: 
M ſelf the Man ith? Moon doth feem to be. 


* v * * — 
7 * 
— 4 
4 bad * * * : + - - _ * : % 
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Lanthorn is the Moon; I, the Man in . 2 this 


4 Midfummer-Nj 1abt*s Deus. 1357. 


Theſ. This is the Errror of all the reſt; n 
ſhould. be put into Lanthorn: a Se 
ich Moon? Ine 

Dem. He dares not come there for the Candle; * 
For you ſee it is already in Snuff. 5 

Hip. I am weary of this Moon; would he would C 

Theſ. It appears by his ſmall Light. of Diſcretio 
heis er . We 
hy the time. * IJ 

Proceed, Moο . | | 

Loon. All that Lkat bee z. to tell on, ee 


pt 
nl 


2 Buſh, my Thorn Buſh; and this y 
Dem. Why, all theſe ſhould. be in the Lanth 
they are in the Moon. But filence; here comes Thi 
| Enter Thisby. © + 
Thif. This is old Nin s Tomb; where is m 
Lion. B. [The Lion * Thi y 5 4 
Dem. Well roar'd Lion. | 
The. Well run Thisby. . 
9 Well ſhone Moon.” w | 24. | | 
Truly the Moon ſhines wit a good grace, * {1 
Tb ſ. Well mputh'd Lion. a | | 
Lyſc. And ſo the Lion vaniſh'd. b | 
: Enter Pyramus. mt ant e 
Pyr. Sweet Moon, I thank thee for th funny! cams; 
2 Moon, — ram 8 | 
For by cious, go plitteri See ess 
I truſt to fe of —_— Thisby's Sight” 8100 * 
But ſtay: O ſpight mark, Kni bt. 
What dreadful dole is here? N 
Eyes do you ſee} How can it be! 


for 
* 


e 


. 
* 
% 


Dem. And then came Pyramus. 


© dainty Duck! O Deer! 7 
Thy Mantle good; what ſtain' with Blood? 144 97A 
Approach you Furies fell: 2% th | 


© Fates? Come, come : Cut Thread and Thrum, 195 
Quail, cruſh, conclude, and quell, - - ** 

Theſ. This Paſſion, and the Death of 2 dear Fri a 
Would go near to make a Man look fad, 


—— — 
Heart, but I pity the Man, W 
Nature, didit thou Lions frame 
ernte be, my Dear: 6 
Which is No, no —— which was the fared Dame,” f 
That li d, that lov d, that Ik d, that ok d with Cheer. 
Come Trars, confaund: Out Sword. and wound \ 
The Pap of Bram. 
4 that lefe Pap, where Heart doth hop: 

die I, thus, thus, thus, 1 
Now am I dead 3 
Tongue y light, Moen flight, 
Now die, dic, die, die, die. | 
Des. e, for be id but one. 
1 an Ace, Man; for he is Silo. | 


of With the help of a Surgeon he might yet recover, 
and prove an Afs. 
Hip, How chance the An- hne is gone, — 
Wich comes back, and finds her Lover? 
Enter Thisby. 
The She will find him by Star-light. 
Here ſhe comes; end her Paſſion ends the Play. U 
Hip. Methinks ſhe ſhould not uſe a long one for fach 
a Hyramus: I hope ſhe will be brief. 
Dem. A Moth will turn the Ballance, which Pyramas, 
which Thisby is the better. | 
/ Sho hath ſpied him with thoſs feet Eyes. 
Dem, And thus ſhe means, videliaet. 
Thif. Aſleep, my Love? — dead, my Dove? 
O Fyramus ariſe: | 
Speak, ſpeak. Quite dumb? Dead, dead? A Tomb. 8 
«. Muſt cover thy ſweet Eyes. | 
Theſe lilly Lips, this cherry Noſe, | [ 
Theſe yellow Cow(ſlip Cheeks Ne 
Are gone, are gone: Lovers make moan, 
His Eyes were green as Lecks. 
O Sifters three, come, come to me, 
With Hands as pale as Mik: 
Lay ft deen bes ſince you have ſhore | 
With Sheers, Thread of Silk. 


AMidfummer-Neght's Dr 
Tongue not a word: Come truſty Sword; 
Come Blade, my Breaſt imbrue: 

And farewel Friends, thus Thizby ends; 
Adieu, adieu, adieu. 
Tbeſ. Moon. ſbins and Lien are left to bury the bead. 
Dem. Ay, and Wall too. ; 

Be. No, age your the Wall f dorr this parted 
their Fathers. Will it pleaſe you to ſee the Epilpgue, or 
to on a Bergomask Dance, — two of 41 Com- 


+ 137 


pany 
Theſ. No Epilogue, ! for your Play 1eedane 
"Thy we. ke; 5 the Play ers 7 all dead. 
there need none to be bla mid. Marry, if he thi / writ it 
had play d Pyramw, and hung himſc fin HO, 
it would have been a fine Tragedy: And ſo it is . | 
* notably diſcharg d. But come, your Burgoꝶ; let 
| E Epilogue alone. [ Here 4 Dance 
he Iron Tongue of Midnight hath told twel 
Lovers, to Bed, tis almaſt Fairy time. 1 
I fear we ſhall out- ſleep the coming Morn, 
As much as we this Night have over-watch'd. 4 
This palpable groſs Play hath well beguil 
The heavy Gaite of Night. ==. . 
A Fortnight hold we this Solemnity, | 
In nightly Revel, and new Joe oF Lerur. 
Enter Pu 


' Puck. Now the 7 Lion Lion roar, 
And the Wolf beholds 

Whilſt the heavy — — 

All with weary Task fore- done. 

Now the waſted Brands do [RN hi 
Whilſt the Scritch-Owl, ſcritching 

Puts the Wretch that oy ng. in — 


In remembrance of a Shroud. 

Now it is the time of Night, 

That the Graves, all wide, 

Every one lets forth his Spright, 
Paths to glide; - 


In the Church-way 
And we Fairies, that do run | 
are 5 | From 


By the triple Heeaters Team. 


a 
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From the Preſence of the Sun, 
Following Darkneſs like a Dream, 
Now are Frolick; not a Mouſe 

Shall difturb this hallowed Houſe. 
I amiſent-with Broom before, 
Ts ſweep the Duſt behind the Door. 


Enter King and Queen of Fairies, with their Train. 
Ob. Through the Houſe give N Lagit,” © 


By the dead and drowfic Fire, 

Every Elf and Fairy Spright, 
A light as Bird — Brier, 

And this — after mne 

and Dance it trippingly. 

en. Firſt rehearle this A" by 0, 

' To each Word a warbling Note. 

Hand in Hand, with Fairy Grace, 

| Will re fing and bleſs this Place. * — 


The 8 0 NG. 
Now until the break of Day, 


Through this Houſe each Fairy jy. 


* the beſt Bride bed will me. 12 
| Which by us ſhall Bleſſed be: 
And the Iſſue there create, 

Euer ſhall be Fortunate; 
So ſhall all the Couples three, 
Exer true in loving, be: db alc; 
And the Bots in Natare's r 
Shall not in their Iſſue ſtand; - 


Never Mole, Hare-lip, nor Scar, 2110 M2: 
Nor Mark Prodigious, ſuch. us as = : 


Deſpiſed in Natiuityj, 
Shall upon their Children be. 
With this Field-Dew conſecrate, 
Every Fairy tale his Gate, 
And each ſeveral Chamber bleſs, 
Through this Palace wah * 


Ever ſhall it Sa * 


An. 


| Trip away. make no ſtay; 
Meet me all by break f Day. 


Puck. If we, Shadows, have offended, 


Think but this, and all is mended, 
That you have but Slumbred here, 
| While theſe Viſions did appear. 
And this weak and idle Theam, 
No more yielding but a Dream, 
Gentles, do not reprehend; 
If you Pardon, we will mend. 
And as I am honeſt Puck, 
ww on be Luck, 

ow to ſcape the Serpent's Ton | 
We will —4 „ ly 
Elſe the Puck a Liar call. 
So good Night unto you all. 5 
Give me your Hands, if we be Friends, 

And Robin ſhall reſtore Amends. 
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_Dramatis Perſe One, 


N Dir of Venice.” 4 


Morochius, « Mooriſh Prince, 2 Suiters 19 


\ Prince of Arragon,  _ Portia. 
Anthonio, the Merohant of Venice. 


Baſſanio, his Friend, in love with Portia. 
Salanio, 


Solarino, Fee to Anghonio and i we 


SGratiano, 


Lorenzo, in love with Jeflica. 


- Shylock, 4 Jew. 


Tubal, « Jew, his Friend. 
Launcelot, a Clown, Servant to the Jew: 
Gobbo, an eld Man, Father to Launcelot. 


Jeſſica, Daughter to Shy lock. 


| —_— Venice, Officers,Servants to Es 


1151173 


. ot her Attendants. 


SC ENE 1 at 7 OW and partly 


_ at Belmont, the Seat of Portia up- 
on the Go ont inent, —— N 


Portia, 2 Heireſs of great Quality and Fortune. 
| Neriſfa, Confident to Portia. 2 2. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
Enter Anthonio, Solarino, and Salanio. N 


>  ANTHONTIO. | 
N ſfooth 1 know not why I am {6 ſad, 
lt wearies me; you fay it wearies 


7 
« 
- 
= 
= 
5 
* 
« 
2 

J 
4 


you; | os Mine "wi 
oy how [I caught it, found it, or came 
y it; un I xat 
What Stuff tis made of, whereof it is. 


I am to learn; 3 | 
And ſuch a Want - wit Sadneſs makes of me, 
That I have much ado to know my ſelf. 
Sal. Your Mind is toſſing on the Ocean, 
There where your Argoſies with portly Salt. 
Like Signiors and rich Burgers on the Flood, 4 
Or as it were the Pageants of the Sea, 
Do'oyer-peer the pretty Traffickers 
| That Curtſie to them, do them Reverence, 
As they fly by them with their woven Wings. | 
Sola. Believe me, Sir, had I ſuch Venture forth, 
The better Part of my Affect ons would W 
Be with my Hopes abroad. I ſhould be ſtil! | 
Plucking the Graſs, to know. where fits th: Wind, 
Peering in Maps for Ports, and Peers, nd Roads; 
And every Object that might make me fear 
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My Ventures are not in one Bottom truſted, 


Though Neſtor fiveat the Jeſt be 


Misfortune to my Ventures, 
Sal. My Wind cooling my Broth, 

| ould blow me to an — thought 
What harm a Wind too great might do at Sea. 

I ſhould net ſee the ſandy Hour-glaſs run, 
But I ſhouldthink of Shallowys and of Flats, 

And ſee my wealthy Anurem dock d in Sand, 
Vailing her high Top lower than her Ribs, 
To kiſs her Burial: Should I go to Church _ 

And ſee the holy Edifice of Stone... 
And not bed we ſtraight of — Rocks? 
Which touching but my gentle Veſſel's Side, 
Would ſcatter all her Spices on the Stream, 

Enrobe the roaring Waters with my Silks; 

And in a word, but even now worth this, 
And now worth nothing. Shall. I have the Thought 
To think on this, and ſhall I lack the Thought, 
That ſuch a thing bechanc'd would make me fad? 
But tell not me, I know Anthonio | 


out of doubt, 


n fad to think upon his Merchandize. 


Anth. Believe me, no, I thank my Fortune for it, 

Nor to one Place; nor is my whole Eſtate 

Upon the Fortune of this preſent Year: 

Therefore my Merchandize makes me not ſad. 
Sola. Why then you are in Love. er 
Ant. Fie, fie. 


y . 


Sola. Not in Love neither! then let us ſay you are fad, 


Becauſe you are not merry; and 'tvere as eaſie 
For you te laugh and leap, and ſay you are m 


Becauſe you are not fad. Now by e 


Nature hath fram'd ſtrange Fellows in her Time: 
Some that will evermore peep through their Eyes, 
And laugh like Parrots at a Bag-piper; 

And other of ſuch vinegar Aſpect, 1 | 
Thar they'll not ſhew their Teeth in + Ig Smile, 
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With Mirth and 2. hter; let old Wrinkles come, 


Euter Baſſanio, Lorenzo and Gratiano, 
Sal. Here comes Baſſanio, 
Your moſt noble Kinſman; 
Gratiano and Lorenzo: Fare ye well; 
We leave you now with better Company? 
Sols. I would have ſtaid till I had made you merry, | 
If worthier Friends had not prevented me. | 
Anth. Your Worth is very dear in my — | 


I take it your own Buſineſs calls on you, 
And you embrace-th' Occaſion to Jopart. —_ 


Sal. Good Morrow, my $00 ood Lords. 
Ba Good Signiors both, 

You grow exceeding ſtrange; muſt it be ſo? 
Sal. We'll make our Leiſu res to attend on 
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a tle an? ay when? 


Sola. My Lord Baſſanio, ſince you have found Avthonio, 


We two will leave you; but at Dinner Time, | 


T pray. you have in mind whos we mult meet. | 


.Baſſ. I will not fail you. [Exennt Solar. and . 


Gra. You look not well Signior Anthonw ; 


Tou have too much Reſpect upon the V/o Ad: 


They loſe it that do buy it with much Care. 
Believe me, you are marvellouſly chang d. 


Auth. 1 hold the World but as the World, Gratiane,. N 


A Stage where every Man muſt play * "Ws 


And mine a fad one. | 
Gra. Let me play the Fool 


And let my Liver rather heat with Wine, , 
Than my Heart cool with mortifying Groans: 
Why ſhould a Man, whoſe Blood is warm within, 
Sit like his Grandfire cut in Alablaſtar ? | 


Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the 1 * 
By being peeviſh? I tell thee what, Authonis, _ 


I love thee, and it is my Love that ſpeaks: 
There are a ſort of Men, whoſe Viſages 


Do cream and mantle like a ſtanding Pond, 


And do a wilful Stilneſs entertain, 

With purpoſe to be dreſt in an Opinion 

Of Wiſdom, Gravity, profound Conceit, 
* who ſhould fay, I am, Sir, an Oracle; 


nn . G Aud 
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And * Il ope my Lips, let no bark. 
O my Anthonio, I 30 2 of 2 N 
That therefore only are reputed Wiſe, 
For ſaying 1 who I am ſure, | 
If they ſhould ſpeak, would almoſt damn thoſe Ears, 

Which hearing 7 would call their Brothers Fools. | 
PI tell 8 more of this another time: fl 
But fiſh not with this melancholly Bait, 
For this Fool Gudgeon, this Opinion. 
Come good Lorenzo, fare ye well a while, 
Tl end my Exhortation after Dinner. , 
Tor. Well, we will leave you then till — 

1 muſt be one cf theſe ſame dumb wiſe Men; | ke 
For Gratiano never lets me ſpeak. | 

Gra. Well, keep me Company but two Years mort 
Thou ſhalt not know the Sound of thine own Tongue. 

Auch. Fare you well; I'll grow a Talker for this Gear. 

Gra. Thanks i faith; for Silence is only commendable 
In a Neats Tongue dry'd, and a Maid not yendible. Exit. 

Anth. Is that any thing now 

Raf]. Gratiano A an inſinite deal of nothing, more 
than any Man in all Venice: his Reaſons are twoGrains of 

Wheat hid i in two Buſhels of Chaff; you may ſeek all 
Day ere you find them, and when you haye them, Mr 
are not worth the Search. 

Anth, Well; tell me now what Lady is the fame 1 
To whom you ſwore a ſeeret Pilgrim 8 | 
That you'to Day promis'd to tell me © 

Baſſ. Tis not unknown to you, >: th 
2 much I. have diſabled mine Eſtate, 

ſomething ſhewing a more ſwelling Port | 
| ——_ faint Means would t continuance to; 

Nor do I now make Moan to be abridg d #1 þ 
From ſuch a noble Rate; but my chief Care f 
Is to come fairly off from the great Debts 
Wherein my time, ſomething too prodigal, 
Hath left — gag d: To you, Anthonio, 

J owe the moſt in Mony, and in Love, 
And from your Love I have a Warranty 
To unburthen al my Plots and Purpoles, 


$012 4s 
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How to get clear of all the Debts I owe. | 
noe pray, you good Baſſanio, let me know it, 

And 415 it ſtands as you your ſelf ſtill "3 
Within the Eye of Honour, be aſſur d 
My Purſe, my Perſon, my extreameſt Means 
Lye all unlock d to your Occaſion. 

540, In my School- Days, when I had loft one Shaft,” | 
I ſhot his Fellow of the ſelf· ſame Flight 
The ſelf-lame way, with more adviſed Watch, | 
To find the other forth; and by adventuring both, 
I oft found both. I urge this Child-hood Proof, 
Becauſe what follows is Innocence. 
I owe you much, and like a wilful Youth, 
That which I owe is loft; but if you 
To fhoot another Arrow that ſelf \ way 
Which you did ſhoot the firſt, I do not doubt, 
As I will watch the Aim, or to find both, 
Or bring your latter Hazard back 
And thankfully reſt Debtor for the firſt, 

Anth. You ans me well, and herein ſpend but re 
To wind about my Love with Circumſtance; 
And out of doubt you do to me more Wrong, 
In making Queſtion of my uttermoſt, | | 
Tien it you bad made e of all I have: a 
Then do but ſay to me, what ſhould I do, | 1 
That in your Knowledge may by me be done, : 


And I am preſt unto it: Therefore fj 


Baſſ. In Belmont is a Lady richly fe, 
And the is fair, and, fairer than that Word, 
Of wbndrous Virtues ; Sometimes from her Eyes 
I did receive fair ſpeechleſs M 
Her Name is Portis, nothing undervalu'd 
To Cato's Da hter, Brutus, Portia: | 
Nor is the wide World ignorant of her Worth; 
For the four Winds blow in from every Coaſt 
Renowned Sutors; and her ſunny Loc | 
Hang on her Temples like a golden Fleece, 
Which makes her Seat of Belmont Cholchos Strond, 


And many 7 ſons come in = of dom 
0 — bad 1 but the 


ä Te 
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Io hold a rival Place with one of them, 

I haye a Mind preſages me ſuch Thiſt, | 

That 1 Thould queſtionleſs be fertunate. | 
Auth. Thou know'ſt that all my 1 are at Sea; 

Neither have I Mony, nor Commodity | 

To raiſe a preſent Sum; therefore go fo 

Try what my Credit can in Venice do; 

That ſhall be rack d even to the uttermoſt, 

To furniſh thee to Belmont to fair Portia- 

Go preſently <nquite, and ſo will I, 4 

Where Mony is, and I no queſtion make | 


To have it of my Truſt, or for my ſake. _ [Exennt; 


x SCENE Ii. Elo a 
Aree Cackets are ſet out, one of 2 —_— 7 Silver, - 
F and another of Lead. | 


Euer Portia and Neri. 
Por. By N Neriſſa, my little voy: is ; weary of 


this great W 
Ner. You would be, ſweet Madam, if your Miſeries 


were in the.ſame Abundance as your ood Þ ortunes are; 


and yet, for ought I ſee, they = as ſick that ſurfeit with 


too Lay as they that ſtarve with nothing; therefore it 
is no ſmall Happineſs to be ſeated in the Mean; Super- 

fluity comes.Jooner by white Hairs, but Conc 1 

longer. 

Por. Good Sentences, and well oroncundl | 

Ner. They would be better, if well follow'd. 


Por. If to do were as eaſie as te know what were good: 
to do, Chappels had been Churches, and poor Mens Cot- 


tages Princes Palages-,It is a good Divine that follows his 

own Inſtructions; I can eaſier teach twenty; what were 
good to be done, than to be one of the twenty to follow 
mine own teaching. The Brain may deviſe/Laws for the 
Blood, but a hot Temper leaps oer a cold Decree; ſuch 
a Hare is Madneſs the Youth, to skip o'er the Meſhes of 

ood Counſel the Cripple. But this Reaſon is not in Fa- 
thion to chuſe me a Husband: O me, the Word chuſe! I 


0 


may neither chuſe * I mould, nor refuſe whom L 
=; oilike, 
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theſe. God defend me from theſe two. 


f 
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diſlike, ſo is the Will of a living Daughter curb'd by the 
Will of a dead Father: Is it not 2 Neriſſa, that — | 
not chuſe one, nor refuſe none? [| 

Ner. Your. Father was ever Virtuous, and holy Men at 
their Death have good Inſpirations; therefore the Lottery 
that he hath deviſed in theſe three Cheſts of Gold, Silver, 
and Lead, whereof, who chuſes his Meaning, ehuſes you, 
will no doubt never be choſen by any rightly, but one 
who you ſhall rightly love. But what Warmth is there 
in your Affection towards any of theſe Princely Suters 
that are already come? 5 

For. 1 pray thee over- name them, and as thou nam'ſt 
them, I will deſcribe them, and according to my Deſcrip- 


tion, level at my Affection. 


Ner. Firſt there is the Neapolitan Prince. | 
Tor. Ay, that's a Colt indeed, for he doth nothing but 


talk of his Horſe, and he makes it a great Appropriation 


to his own good Parts that he can ſhoo him himſelf: I 
am _ afraid my Lady his Mother plaid falſe with a 
Smith. _ 7721 
Ner. Then is there the Count Palatine. | Ss 
/ For, He doth nothing but frown, as who ſhould fay, 
and you will not have me, chuſe: He hears merry Tales 


and ſmiles not; I fear he. will prove the weeping Philoſo- 


pher when he grows old, being ſo full of unmannerly 


Sadneſs in his Youth. I had rather to be married to a 


Death's Head with a Bone in his Mquth, than to either of 
Ner. How ſay you by the French Lord, Menficur Le 
Boun! 5 
Por. God made him, and therefore let him paſs for a 
Man; in truth I know it is a Sin to be Mocker ; but he! 
why he hath a Horſe better than the Neapolitaz's, a better 
bad Habit of Frewning than the Count Palatme, he is e- 
very Man in no Man; if a Taſſel ſing, he falls ftraight z 
Capring; he will fence. with his own Shadow ; if I ſhould 
marry him, I ſhould marry twenty Husbands; if he 
would deſpiſe me, I would forgive him, for if he love 
me to „ ſhould never requite him.. 
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_  Ner. What ou then to Fauconbridge, the young Ba- 

Weg wes bog 90 
Per. You know I ſay nothing to him, for he under- 


ſttands not me, nor I him; he hath neither Latin, French, 


nor Italian, and you will come into the Court and ſwear 
that I have a poor Penny-worth in Engliſh; heis a proper 
Man's Picture, but alas who can converſe with a dumb 
Show? How odly be is ſuited! I think he bought his 
Doublet in 1taly, his round Hoſe in France, his Bonnet in 
Germany, and his Behaviour every where. _ 
3 What think you of the other Lord * 
Por, That be hath a neighbour] Charity in him, for 
he borrow'd a Box of the Ear of the Engliſh-man, and 
ſwore he would pay him again when he was able. I 
think the French-man became his Surety, and ſealed under 
for another, 


Ner. How like you the young cen the Dake of 


Saxony's _—_— 

Ter. Very vildly in the Morning when be is - ſober, 
and moſt vildly in the Afternoon when he is drunk ; when 
he is beſt, he is a little worſe than a Man, and when 
he is worſt, he is little better than a Beaſt; and the worſt 
Fall that ever fell, I hope I ſhall make ſhift to go with- 
aut him. 


Net, If be ſhould 'offer to chaſe, and chuſe the right 
Cazket, you ſhould refuſe to perform your Father's will, 


if you ſhould refuſe to accept him. 

Fer. Therefore for fear of the worſt, I pray thee ſet a 
deep Glaſs of Rheniſh Wine on the contrary Cagket, for if 
the Devil be within, and that Temptation without, I 
know he will-chuſe it. I will do any thing, Neriſſa, ere 
1 will be marry d to 28 1 

Ner. Yau need not fear, Lady, the having any of theſe 
Lords, they have acquainted me with their Determinati- 
on, which is indeed to return to their Home, and to trou- 
ble you with no more Suits, unleſs you may be won by 


=y Lorne other ſort than your Father's e r 


9 


5 


Por. | 
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Por. If I live to be as old as Sibilla, I will die as chaſte- | 
2s Diana, unleſs I be obtain'd by the manner of my Fa- 
ther's Will: I am glad this Parcel of Wooers are ſo re- 
ſonable, for there is. not one among them but I doat on 
his very Abſence, and wiſh them a fair Departure. 

Ner. Do you not remember, Lady, in your Father's 
time, a 2 1 Scholar ae Soldier, that came bither 
in Company of the Marquiſs of Mounsferrat ? — 

For. Yes, yes, it was Baſſanio, as I think, ſo was he A 


call'd. $1 
Ner. True Madam, he of all the Men that ever my 
. Eyes look d upon, was the beſt deſerving a fair 


Yo 

For. I remember him well, and I remember bim wor- 

thy of thy Praiſe. | | 
Enter a Servant. 

Ser. The four Strangers ſeek you, Madam, to take their 
Leave; and there is a Fore-runner come from a fifth, 

The Prince of Morocco, who brings Word the Prince his 
Maſter will be here to Night. 

For. If I could bid the Fifth welcome with ſo 
Heart as I can bid the other four farewel, I ſhould be glad 
of his Approach; if he have the Condition of a Saint, and 
the Complexion of à Devil, I had rather he ſhoulg ſhrive 
me than wive me. Come Neriſſa. 2 whiles 


we ſhut * Gate * one Wooer, knocks at the 
Door 0 [Exeuns. | 
SCENE Ul. Venice: 
Enter Baſſanio and Shylock. 


5 Three thouſand Ducats? well. 
Baſſ. Ay Sir, for three Months. 
Shy. For thrce Months? well. 
Baſſ. For the which, as I told you, 45: 
Ant honio ſhall be bound a 
Shy. Anthonio 17 borate bound ? bl. 
Baſſ. May you ſtead me? Will you 3 
Shall l kniow your Anſwer? 


G + Shy. 
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Shy. Three thouſand Ducats for three Meng 
And Anthenio bound ? 
Baſſ Your Anſwer to that. 


Shy. Anthonio is 2 _—_...-: 
Baſſe Have you Loy any Imputation to Ke 


No, no, no, no; my Meaning in ſaying he is a 

od Mani is to have you underſtand me, that e is ſuffi. 
cient? yet his Means are in ſuppoſition: He hath an Argo- 
fie bound to Tripolis, another to the Indies; I underſtand 


moreover upon the Ryalto, he hath a third at Mexico, a 


fourth for England, and other Ventures he hath ſquan- 
dred Abroad. But Ships are but Boards, Sailers but Men; 
there be Land Rats, and Water Rats, Water Thieves and 
Land Thieves, I mean Pyrates; and then there is the Peril 
of Waters, Winds, and Rocks; the Man is notwithſtand- 
ing ſufficient; three thouſand Ducats? 1 _ I ay take 
his 2 
Be aſſur d you ma | 
| I will be affur'd 1 may; and that 1 may be rd, 
15 will bethink me; may I ſpeak with Anthonio ? 48 

Baſſ. If it pleaſe = 192 dine with us. 

Shy. Tes, to ſmell Pork, to eat of the Habitation which 
your Prophet the Nazarite conjur'd the Devil into; I will 
buy wich ou, ſell with you, talk with you, walk with 
you, and ſo following; but I will not eat with vou. k 
with you, nor pray with you. | | 
What News on the Ryalto; who comes here? 

Enter Anthonio. : 
Ba This js Signior Authonio. 

Shy. [Aſide] How like a fawning Publicay he jak! 
I hate him, for he is a Chriſtian: | 
But more, for that in low Simplicity | 
He lends out Meny Gratis, and brings down 
The Rate of Uſance here with us in Venice; 

If I can catch him once upon the Hip, 

I will feed fat the ancient Grudge I bs him. 
He hates our ſacred Nation, — he rails 

Even there where Merchants moſt do con 

On me, my 5 and my well- worn ar 


' The Merchant of VENICE; 
Which he calls Intereſt. ' Curſed be my Tribe 
If I forgive him. 

Baſſ. Shylock, do you hear? 4 q 
Shy. I am debating of my preſent Store, Fi We 
And by the near Gueſs of my Memory, | | 
I cannot inſtantly raiſe up the Groſs | ( 
Of full three thouſand Ducats: What of that? { 

Tuball, a wealthy Hebrew of my Tribe, 
Will furniſh me; but ſoft, how many Months 
Do you deſire? Reſt you fair, good Signior, [To An 
Your Worſhip was the laſt Man in our Mouths. | 
Anth. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow 
By taking, nor by giving of Exceſs, | 
Yet to ſupply the ripe Wants of my Friend, "| 
I'll break a Cuſtom. Is he yet | | $1 
How much he would? | | * 
Shy. Ay, ay, three thouſand Ducats. 1 


 Anth: And for three Months. | 
Shy. I had forgot, three Menths, you told me ſo; - 
Well then, your Bond: And let me ſee, but hear os, ” 
8 you ſaid, you neither lend nor borrow _ 
Upon Advantage. 
Anth, 1 did never uſe it. | 
Shy. When Jacob graz d his Uncle Laban's Sheep; 
This Jacob from our holy Abraham was, | f 
As his wiſe Mother wrought in his behalf, | Tu 
The third Poſſeſſor; ay, he was the third. if - , 
Anth. And what of him, did he take Intereſt ? 
Shy. No, not take Intereſt, not as you would ſay _ 
Directly Intereſt; mark what Jacob did. 0 
When Labas and himſelf were compromiz'd 3 9 
That all the Ewelings which were ſtreak d and pied 
Should fall as Facob's Hire; the Ewes being rank, | 
In end of Autumn turned to the Rams, "4 
And when the Work of Generation was . 
. Between thefe woolly Breeders in the Act, "18 
The skilful Shepherd pil'd me certain Wands, 8 6 
And in the doing of the Deed of Kind, | FI 
He ſtuck them up before the fulſome Ewes; © 
Who then conceiving; K. in Yeaning time - - 
4 G 5 | 


* 
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Fall party-calour'd Lambs and thoſe were Facsb 's. 4 | 


This was a way to thrive, and — was bleſt; ++ 

And Thrift is Bleſſing, if Men ſteal it not. for 
Auth. This was a Venture, Sir, that Jacob ſery'd for 
A thing not in his Power to bring to pag. 
But ſway'd and faſhion'd by the Hand of Heayn: _ 

Was this inſerted to make Intereſt good? 
Or is your Gold and Silver Ewes and Rams? 

1 I cannet tell; 1 make it breed as faſt; 

note me, Signior. - 
nth. Mark you this, Baſſavio, _ 
The Devil can cite Scripture for his Purpoſe. 


d 
1 


if A tf oo et Id XA 4k % tt 4.0 


Shy. Three thouſagd Ducats! tis a good round Sum. 


In the Ryai#o. you have rated me, 
About may Monies and my Uſances: 
Still have II born it with a patient Shrug. 
For Sufferance is the Badge of all our Tribe; 1 
You call me Misbeliever, Cut · throat Dog, | I + 
And ſpit upon my Fewiſh Gaberdine, Fw 
_— for Uſe of that which is mine _ | +8 . 
Well then, it now appears you need my Help: | 
So to then, you come —— and — | 
Skylock, we would have Monies; you ſay ſo. 1 
You that did void your Rheyme upon my Beard, Wy | 
| And foot me as you ſpurn a ſtranger (ut. * \ 
1 Over your Threſhold: Monies is your Suit, 13 - 
| What ſhould I ſay to you? Should 1 not ſay, + 


- Shy. Signior Azthonis, many a Time and oft, 4 
| . N 
j 


ted 3 ee eg ed feed , 4 © 


| _— 


Hath a Dog Mony? is it poſſible 
A Cur ſhould lend three thouſand Ducats? or + 1 
Shall I bend low, and in a Bondman's Key K. ' 
With bated Breath, and whiſpering Humbleneſs, ** f 
Say this: Fair Sir,. you ſpat on me on Wedneſday laſt; f 
You ſpurn d me ſuch a Pay; another tim | 4 


You 
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You call'd me Dog; and for theſe Curteſies 
I'll lend you thus much Monies. 
Anth. I am as like to call thee fo again, 
To ſpit on thee again, ts ſpurn thee too. 
If thou wilt lend this Mony, lend it not 
As to thy Friend, for when did Friendſhip take 
A Breed of barren Metal of his Friend? 
But lend it rather to thine Enemy, 
Who if he break, thou may'ſt with ven Face 
Exact the Penalties. 
Shy. Why look you how you ſtorm. 
I world, be Friendg wich you, and have your Love, j 
—_ the Shames that you have ſtain d me with, 
our preſent Wants, and take no Doit : 
obe for my Monies, and you'll not hear me 1 
This i is kind J offer, } 
Ba. This were Kindnefs. 
Shy. This Kindneſs will I ſhow; - 
Go with me to a Notary, feat me there 
Your ſingle Bond, and in a merry Sport 
If you tepay me not on ſuch a Day, 
In ſuch a Place, ſuch Sum or Sums as are 
Expreſs'd in the Condition, let the Forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal Pound 
Of your fair Fleſh; to be cut off and taken 


Ia what part of your it. pleaſeth me. 


Anth. Content, in III ſeal to ſuch a Bond, 
* ſay there is much Kindneſs in the Few. | 
. You ſhall not ſeal ro ſuch a Bond for me, * 

PI E dwell in my Neceſſity. 1 
Auth Why fear not Man, I will not forfeit it; 
Within theſe two Months, that's a Month before 

This Bond expires, 1 do expect return 

Of thrice three times the value of this Bond. | 
Shy. O Father Abraham, what theſe Chriſtians are 
Whoſe own hard Dealing teaches them ſulp ect 
The Thoughts of others: Pray you tell me this, | 
If he ſhould break his Day what fhould I gain 
By the Exactien of the — ? 4 | 
Is 


A Found of Man's Fleſh taken from a Man, 
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Is not ſo eſtimable, profitable neither, 7 
As Fleſh of Muttons, Beefs, or Goats. Ifay, if 
To buy his Fayour, I extend this Friendſhip : . 
If he will take it, ſo; if not, adieu 122 
And for my Love I pray you wrong me not. 4 
Anth. Yes, $hyleck, 1 will ſeal unto this Bond. 
- Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the Notary's, | 
Give him direction for this merry Bond, 144: 16 
And I will go and purſe the Ducats ſtraight, _ if 
1 to my Houſe, left in * fear ful Guard | 1 
an unthrifty Knave, preſentl 5 
. FIl be with — | | : Exit. 
Anth. Hie thee, gentle Few. This Hebrew will turn 
| Chriſtian, he grows kind 1 
Baſſ. I like not fair Terms, and a Villain's Mind. 
Anth. Come on, in this there can be no diſmay, 4 
My Ships come home a Month before the Day. ¶ Exaunt. 


— — 
— 


ACT l. SCENE I. 
| SCENE Nm. 


Enter Morechius a Tawny-Moor all in White, and three or 
four Followers accordingly, with Portia, Neriſſa, and her 
Tram: Flo. Cornets. © 5 85 | | 

| MI me not for my Complection, 

The ſhadow'd Livery of the burniſh'd Sun, 
To whom 1am a Neighbour, and near bred. 
Bring me the faireſt Creature Northward born, | 
Whete Phœbus Fire ſcarce thaws the Iſicles, | 4. 

And let us make Inciſion fob your Love, | | 
To prove whoſe Blood is reddeſt, his or mine. 


I tell thee, Lady, this Aſpect of mine 38 
Hath fear d the Valiant; by my Love I ſwear, | 
The beſt regarded Virgins of our Clime n 
Have lor d it too: I would not change this Hue, 
Except to ſteal your Thoughts, my gentle Queen. <p 


+ - a dt? by 


To try my Fortune: By this Scimitar, 


| In way of Marriage; A 
Mor. Nor will not; come bring me unto my Ch: jce? 
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Per. In terms of Choice I am not ſolely led | 
By nice Direction of a Maiden's Eyes: 4 
Beſides, the Lottery of my Deſtiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary chuſing: | 
Bat if my Father had not ſcanted me, 4 
And hedg d me by his Wit to yield my ſelf 
His Wife, who wins me by | that means I told you; | 
Your ſelf, Renowned xt then Soon as ir 
As any Comer I have look d on yer 
For my Affection. 

Mor. Even for that I thank you, | 
Therefore I pray you lead me to the Caskets | 


_ * 


— 
W 


That flew the Sophy, and a Perſian Prince, 
That won three Fields of Sultan Solyman, 
I would oO er- ſtare the ſterneſt Eyes that look, 
door to the Heart moft daring on the Earth, 
luck the young ſucking Cubs from the She-Bear, 
Yeu . — n he roars for n 
To win thee Lady. But alas, the while, 
If Hercules and Lychas play at Dice, 
Which is the better Man, the greater Throw 
May turn by Fortune from the m_ Hand: 
So is Alcides beaten by his 
And ſo may I, blind Fortune ding me; 
Miſs that which one unwworthier may attain, - 
And die with | | 
+ Por. You muſt take your Chance, 
And either not attempt to chuſe at all, 
Or {wear before you chuſe, if you chuſe wrong: 
Never to ſpeak to Lady afterward i 
erefore be advis d. 


a.. 
* 


en — 


— 
- 
. 5 
* . 4 
wv w 


| — = 


— Firſt forward to the Temple, after Dinner \f 
Your hazard ſhall be made. 

Mor. Good Fortune then, [c 
To make me bleſt or curſd't awgng blen U 


TO mie de SCENE 


1 
io | 
14 5 
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Buter Lannceloe ala. * 
_ Lawn. Certainly, my Conſcience will ſerve me to run 
from this Few my Meder: The Fiend is at mine Elbow, 
and tenpts me; to me, Jobbe, Lancelot: Fobbe, 
good Launcelos, or r 
uſe your Legs, take the ſtart, run away — 
ſays no; take heed, honeſt Launcelot, nd honeſt | 
Jobbe, or as aforeſaid, honeſt - Lawnceloe Jobbe, do not 
run, ſcorn running with tby Heels: Well ——— | 
ragious Fiend bids me pack, Vis fays the Fiend, away 
ſays the Fiend, for the Heaw'ns rouſe up a brave Mi 
ſays the Fiend, and run. Well, my Conſcience hanging 
about the Neck of my Heart, ſays very wiſely to me, 
My honeſt Friend Launcelos, bei ing — Man's Son, 
der d e — — — 
t id ſom m too; he = ; 
a kind of frm ng — ror: Lan ſays, Launcelot 5 
not; e. lays rm not, fas m i 
yn. — — fay I, . 4 
ſay I, you counſel well; to be rut by my Conſeience i 
ſhould ſtay with the Few my Maſter, who, God bleſs 
the Mark, is a kind of Devil; and to run away from the 
Zew | ſhould be ruled by the'Fiend,' who, faving your | 1 
Reverence, is the Devil himſelf. Certainly the Few is 1 
the very Devil Incarnation, and in my Conſcience, my 
Conſcience is a kind of hard Conſcience; to offer to coun- h 
ſel me to ſtay with the em; the Fiend gives the more 4 
friendly Counſel; I will run, Fiend, 1 f 
— — 1 G1 
| Enter Old Gobbo with 4. Backer. x "Y 
Gal. Maſter 'Young-mas,” you, I pra you, w is 
the way to Maſter Few's! 4 


n this is m true 
being more than ſand-blind, ki — 


not; [ will try Confuſions be Hm. | * 
- Geb. Maſter INE, Toy you yehich is1he i | 


* ew's? 's 


= 
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Laun. Turn upon your R . 
but at the next turning of Fe your Left; marry 

very next turning turn of no hand, but turn down 1. 
rectly to the Few's Houſe. 
Gob. By. God's ſonties, twill be a any to 
can you tell me whether one Lancelot that dwells 
him, dwell with * " no? 
Lawn. Talk pw ans ung Maſter Laurel Mark me 
now, new will I raiſe the W Waters; talk you ya 
ter Laancelos? | 
NV Sir, wy poor Man's 6, nd bs 
r, tho 't, is an honeſt exceeding 
God be thanked well to live. | <4 | 
Laun. Well, let his Father be what he will, me lk of 
young Maſter Lamuncelot 
Your Worſhip's Friend and Lancelot. 1 
„ go, old Man, Ergo I. le 
2 of young n 
bak — your Mafterſhip. 
| 8 Ergo Maſter Launcelot, talk not of Maſter | 
_ colos Father, for the young Gentleraan according to Fates 
and Deſtinies, and ſuch odd Sayings, the Siſters three, and 
ſuch — <CLoing is indeed deceaſed, or 1 1 
Would fay in plain Terms, gone to Heavy n. 
S806. Marry God forbid, the Boy was the very Std of 
my Age, my very Prop. 
1 L De 1 look like a Cudget or a Hove] paſt, . 248 
or a Prop? Do you know me, Father? 
66. Alack the day, I know you not, young Gen: 
man; but. I pray you tell me, is my. Boy, God reſt 

Soul, alive or dead? | 1; 

Lam. Do you not know me, Father? | 
Gob. Alack Sir, Lam fand blind. I know yon not. 
Laun.' Nay, indeed, if you had your Eyes you m 

2 dal of the knowing me: It is a wile Father that k 

bis own Child. Well, old Man, I will tell you News of 
Jour Son, give me your Bleſſing, Truth will come to 

light, Murder cannot be kid long, e 

| in the end Truth will not. þ gale 


1 
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+ Gob. Pray you Sir ſtand up, I m ſure you are not 


- Lan. Pray An about it, but 
an me your Bleſſing ; I am Launcelot, your Boy that 
was, your Son that is, your Child that ſhall be. : 

058. cannot think you are my Son. 

Laun. 1 know not what 1 think of that : But 1 
am Lawncelot the Few's Man, Se fore dey our 
Wife is my Mother. | 

Gob. Her Name is Margery indeed. Þll be lor if 
thou be Launcelor, thou art mine own Fleſh and Blood: 
Lord worſhip'd. might he be ! what a Beard haſt thou 
got? thou haſt got more Hair on thy Chin, than Dobbin 
my Phil-horſe has on his Tail. 

Tam. It ſhould ſeem then that Dobbin's Tail 


backward, I am ſure he had more Hair on his Tai — 


I haye on my Face when 1 laſt faw him. 


Gob. Lord how art thou chang'd! how doſt thou and 


thy Maſter agree? I have brought him a Preſent; how 
gree you now ? 

Lan. Well, well, but for mine own Part, as I have ſet 
up my reft to run away, ſo 1 will not reſt till I have run 
lome ground: My Maſter's a very Few: Give him a Pre- 
ſent! give him a Halter: I am famiſh'd in his Service. 
You may tell every Finger I haye with my Ribs. Father 
I am glad you are come, give me your Preſent to one 
Maſter Baſſanio, who indeed gives rare new Liveries ; 
If I ſerve him not, I wrill run as far as God has any 
Ground. O rare Fortune, here comes the Man; to him. 
Father, for I am a Few if I ſerve the Few any longer. 

Enter Baſſanio with a Follower or two. 
Baſſ. You may do ſs; but let it be ſo haſted, that Sup- 


per be geady at the fartheſt by five of the Clock: Sce 


theſe. Letters deliver d, put the Liveries to 21 and 
deſire Gratiano to come anon to my Lodging. 
Lawn. To him, Father. 
So. God bleſs your Worſhip. | 
_ Baſſe Gramercy, would ſt When ons me? 
God, pat aid Sir, n 4 ws 


* 
- 1 | . _ a 
_— Laun. 
< s « - - 
oy 


— a ” 4 


* ving done me wrong, doth cauſe me, as my Father, T 


N 
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Laus. Not a poor Boy, Sir, but the Rich Few's Man, that 
would, Sir, as my Father ſhall ſpeciſie. 
Gob, He hath a great Infection, Sir, as one would fy, 
to ſerve. | 
Lawn. Indeed the ſhort and the Lg ſerve the Faw; 
and have a deſire as my Father ſhall 

Cob. His Maſter and he, ſaving ay Wera Reve- 
rence, are ſcarce Catercouſins. 

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the Few 1 


ing I hope an old Man, ſhall frutifie unto you. 

Gob. I have here a Diſh of Doves that I would below 
upon your Worſhip, and my Suit is - 

Laun. In very brief, the Suit is impertinent to my elf, 

as your Worſhip ſhall know by this' honeſt old Man; ; and, 
__ I fay it, though old Man, yet poor Man my 11 


Baſſ. One ſpeak for both, what would you? 4 i 
Laun. Serve you, Sir. | | 
Gob. This is the very defect of the matter, Sir. 1 

© Baſſ. 1 know thee well, thou haſt obtain 'd thy Suit; 

Shyleck, thy Maſter, ſpoke with me this day, 1 

Aud hath preferr'd thee, if it be Preferment, 

To leave 2 Frick 15 Service to become 1 
The Follower of ſo poor a Gentleman. M 
Lawn.'The old Proverb is very wellparted U 

| Maſter Shylock and you, Sir; you have the Grace of 

Sir, and he hath enough, 

Baſſ. Thou ſſ 39 at it well; go Father with thy 500, | 
Tak leave of t old Maſter, and enquire 
My Lodging * ve him a Livery, X 
More guarded than his Fellows: fee it done. 

Lon: Father i in, 1 cannot get a Service, no? I bare 
ne er a Tongue in my Head? Well, if any Man in 1:al N 
have a fairer Table which doth offer to ſwear upon a Book, 

I ſhall have good Fortune; go too, here's a ſimple Lineof 

Life, A. a {mall trifle 5 Wives, alas, fifteen Wives s 

nothing, eleven Widows and nine Maids is a ſimple com- | 

ing in for one Man, and then to ſcape Drowning thrice, 
and to be in Peril of my Life with is [ 


| 
l 


. * — 


— 


- — 4 
_ . 
PEEP . ˙ ; 


— 
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Bed, here are {imple Tapes: Well, if Forraus be 2 Wo- 


man, ſhe's a Wench for this gere. Father come, 
II take my leave of the Few in a twinkling. 
un Ex. — and Gob. 
297 y thee, 'Leonardd, think on this; 
Theft things en Lark and orderly beſtowed, 
Return in , for I do feaſt to night 
My beſt eſteem d Acquaintance; hie thee, gone. 
Leon. My beſt Endeayours ſhall be done herein. 
has Enter Gratiano. 
Gra. Where's your Mafter? 
Leon. Yonder, Sir, he walks. 
Gra, Signior Baſſanio. 10 
52. e fon” 
Gra. I have a Suit to you. 
"Baſſ. You have obtain d it. "one dt AN 
Gra. You muſt not deny me, I muſt go with you to 
Belmont. | | | 
Baß. Why then you muſt: But hear thee, Gratiano, 


© Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of Voice, 
Parts that become thee happily enough, 


And in ſuch Eyes as ours appear not Faults; Hir, 
But where they are not known, why there they ſnew- 
Something too liberal; pray thee of wy . 
To allay with ſome cold drops of M 


I:be m ru 
And loſe my Hopes. 1 
Gra. Signior Baſſanio, hear me, | 
Tf I do not put e Habit, 
Talk with Reſpect, and ſwear but now and then, 


Wear Prayer-books in my Pockets, look demurely, _ 
Nay, more, while Grace is ſaying, hood mine Eyes. 


Thus with Hat, and figh and fay, Amen; 
Uſe all the 2 of Civility, 

Like one vell ſtudied in a fad oftent | 
To pleaſe his Grandam, never truſt me more. 
Ja. Well, we ſhall ſee your bearing... 


Gra. Nay, but I bar to Night, you ſhall not gage me 


By what we do to Night. 7 
. * | Baſl. 


Thy Skipping Spirit, leaft through thy ae Behaviour | 
Hconſtru'd in the Place I go to, | * x. pup 


e So 


- Dae up WrysT e 


as "= A ALA Abo. 


; 2 
2 5 
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Bafſ. No, that were pity. 


I would entreat you rather to put on 
Your boldeſt Suit of Mirth, for we have Friends 
That purpoſe Merriment: But fare you well, 534 
J have ſome Buſineſs. 1 
3 Ang 8 Lorenzo and the reſt: | i . 
we t you at Supper-time. 
7 = eſſica 2241 Launcelot. * 
750 I am ſorr wilt leaye my Father ſo, 
Our Houſe is + thou a merry. Devil 
Didft rob it of ſome taſte of Tediov neſs; 
But fare thee well, there is a Ducat for thee; 
And Lawncelee, ſoon at Supper fhalt thou ſee 
Lorenzo, who is thy new Maſter's Gueſt, 
Give him this Letter, do it ſecretly, 
And ſo farewel: I would not have my Father 
See me talk with thee. 
Lawn. Adieu; Tears exhibit my Tongue, moſt beauti- 


* 


ful Pagan, moſt ſweet Few; if a Chriſtian did not play the 


Knave and get thee, I am much deceived ; But adieu, theſe 
fooliſh Drops do ſomewhat drown thy manly Spirit: 
7 | [RE... 
ef. Fare wel, good Cauncelot. wp 
Alack, what hainous Sin is it in me, 
To be aſham'd to be my Father's Child? 


But though I am a Daughter to his Blood, , 


I am not to his Manners: O Lorenzo, * 
If thou keep Promiſe, I ſhall end this Strife, 1 
Become a Chriſtian, and thy loving Wife. 
Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Solarino, and Salanio. y 
Tor, Nay, we will flink away in Supper-time, 
Diſguiſe us at my Lodging, and return all in an Hour. - 
Gra, We have net made good Preparation. A 
Sal. We have not ſpoke as yet of Torch-bearers. 
Sola. Tis vile, unleſs it may be quaintly ordered. 
And better in my mind not undertook, 
Lor. Tis now but four a Clock, we have two Hours 


| To furniſh us. Friend Lawncelor, what's the News ? 


Euter Launcelot with a Letter. 
Laun. And pea to Wn op * it ſhall * 


ſſem to ſigniſie. Lor. 
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Lor. I know the Hand, in faith tis a fair Head, . 
And whiter than the Paper it is writ on, 4 1 
Is, the fair Hand that writ.. 

Gra. .Love-news, in faith. 

Lawn. By your leave, Sir. | g. 1 
Tor. Whither goeſt thou? 88 

_ Lawn. Marry, Sir, tabid my n Maſter ue 

Night with my new Mafter the Chriſtian. 

Lor. Hold here, take this, tell gentle Feſſica. - 
I will not fail her, ſpeak it privately. 


Go, Gentlemen, will you prepare EO Mack to 


Night? 

I am — of a Torch-bearer. [Exit Laun: 
Sal. Ay marry, Ell be gone about it kalt. | | 
Sola. And ſo will I. 

| Tor. Meet me and Gratiano, at Gratiano's Lodging 

Some hour hence. | 
Sal. Tis good we.do ſo. | | | [Exit. 

Gra. Was not that Letter from fair Feſſica . 

Tor. I muſt needs tell thee all, ſhe hath directed 

How 1 ſhall take ber from her Father's Houſc, 

What Gold and Jewels ſhe is furniſh'd with, 

What Page's Suit ſhe hath in readineſs; - 

If &'er the Few her Father come to Heay? n, 

It will be for his gentle Daughter's ſake: 

And never dare Misfortune croſs her Foot, 

Unleſs ſhe do it under this excuſe, 

That ſhe is Iſſue to a faithleſs Few. 

| Come go with me, ba: 1p EY i 

Fair Falte -ſhall be my Torch- bearer. Ereume- 

Enter Shylock and Launcelot. 


Su. Well, thou ſhalt ſee, thy E yes ſhall be thy Judge; 


The difference of old Shylock and Baſſanio; ; 
What Feſica! Thou ſhalt not Gormandize 
As thou haſt done with me—— What Feſica! 
And ſleep, and ſaore, and rend Apes out. 
Why Zeſfica, 1 2 

2 


"wi 
thee call? dl vt bid ths call 
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Tau Your Worſhip was wont to tell me 
I could do nothing without bidding. 


E ˙Ü1] no ͤ ͤůmgãg Leo __—_—_— 


5 

. Enter Jeſlica. | 
Fe Call you? What is your will? 1 

© , Shy. I am bid forth to Supper, Feſiza, 41 i 

There are my Keys: But wherefore ſhould I go? * 

J I am not bid for ; they flatter me; | 1 


But yet Vll go in hate, te upon 
The prodigal Chriſtian. Feſſica, my Girl, 
Look to my Houſe, I am right loth to go, 


— 
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3 There is ſome Ill a brewing towards my Reſt, | ' 
4 For I did dream of Mony-Bags laſt Night. 1 
! | Lawn. I beſeech you Sir go, my young Maſter Ki 
5 Doth expect your R | ' 


TLaun. t conſpired t f, I will not ſay. 
vou ſhall ſee a Mask, but if you do, then it was not of 

nothing that my Noſe fell a bleeding on Black Munday | 
LR, at fix a Clock th Morning, falling out that Tear os 
Aſh-Wedneſday was four Year in the Afternoon. | 

Sf. What are their Masks? Hear you me, Feſſica, - f 
Lock up my Doors, and when you hear the Drum | 


Clamber not you up to the Caſements then, | | 


| 


But ſtop my Houſe's Ears, I mean my Caſements, 
Let not the ſound of ſhallow Foppery enter | þ 

My ſober Houſe. By Facod's Staff I ſwear, 1 

T have no mind of Feaſting forth to Night: 

But I will go; go you before me, Sirrah: 

Say I will come. EEE | 1 

WW I will go before, Sir. 1 

Miſtreſs, look out at a Window for all this; x 

7 will come a Chriſtian by, . | 

Will be worth a Few's Eye. Ext Laun; 

Shy. What ſays that Fool of Hagar's Off-fpring ? ha. 

Feſ. His Words were Farewel Miſtreſs, nothing elle, _ ; 
Shy. The Patch is kind enough, but à huge Feeder: 
Snail-flow in Profit, but he fleeps'by Day © 


_—_—_— 


166 The, Merchant of VaR Lo 


More than the wild Cat; Drang hire not with me, 


Therefore 1 voy him, and part with him 
To one that I would have T4 ep Pn 
11 Well, 3 
Perhaps I will immediate ly; 


Do as I bid you, ſhut Doors a 8 * 
i 


A Proverb 95 ſtale in thrifty 
Feſ. Farewel; and if my Fortune be not croſt, 


T have a Father, you a loft. [Exic. | 


Enter Gratiano and Salanio in Maſquerade. 

Gra. This is the Pent · houſe under which Lorenzo delired 
us to make a ſtand. 

Sal. His Hour is almoſt paſt. 

Gra. And it is marvel he ont-dwells his Hour. 
For Lovers ever run before the Clock. 

Sal. O ten times faſter Venus Pigeons 
To ſteal Loves Bonds new: made, 3 are e wont | 
To keep obliged Faith unforfeited. 

Gra. a. That ever holds. Who riſeth from a ret 
With that keen Appetite that he fits down? 
Where is the Horſe that doth untread 
His tedious Meaſures with th' unbated Fire 
That he did pace them firft ? All things that are, 

Are with more Spirit chaſed than enjoy d. 

How like a Younker or a Prodigal 

The skarfed Bark puts from her native Bay: 

Hugg'd and embraced by the ſtrumpet Wind? 

How like a Prodigal Joth ſhe return 2 

With over-wither'd Ribs and ragged Sails, 

Lean, rent and beggar'd by the ſtrumpet Wind? 
Enter Lorenzo. 

Sal. Here comes Lorenzo, more of this hereafter, 

Loy. Sweet Friends, your Patience for my long abode, 
Not I, but my Affairs have made you wait; | 
When you ſhall pleaſe to play the Thieves * Wives, | 
Fil watch as long for you then; appr 
Here dwells my Father Few. Hoa, — within 7 

Jeſſica above in Boy's Cloaths, 

Feſ. Who are you? tell me for more certainty, 

Albeit I'll ſwear that I do know your * 


* 
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x Tor. Lorenz, and thy Love. 
Feſ. Lorenzo certain, and my Love indeed, 


But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours? 


Tor. Heay'n and thy Thoughts are Witneſs that thou | | 
Feſ. Here, catch this Casket, it is worth the pains. 


1 am glad 'tis Night, you do not look on me, 
For I»am much aſham'd of my Exchange; 

But Love is blind, and Lovers cannot ſee 
The pretty Follies that themſelves commit; 
For if they could, Cupid himſelf would bluſh 
To ſee me thus transformed to a Boy. 
Lo. Deſcend, for you muſt be my Torch-bearer. 
Feſ. What, muſt 1 hold a Candle to my Shame? 
They in themſelves goodfooth are too too light. 
Why, tis an Office of diſcovery, Love, b 
And I ſhould be obſcur'd. A 
Lor. So you are, Sweet, | $40) 
Even in the lovely Garniſh ef a Boy; but come at once, | 
For the cloſe Night doth play the Run-away. N 
And we are bid for at Baſſanio s Feaſt. N 
J, will make faſt the Doors, and gild my ſelf | 
With ſome more Ducats, and be with you ſtraight. 

Gra. Now by my Hood, a Gentile, and no Few. - 

Lor. Beſhrew me but I love her heartily, WN 
For ſhe is wiſe, if I can judge of her; | 
And fair ſhe is, if that mine Eyes be true; 
And true ſhe is, as ſhe hath prov'd her ſelf; 


bi 


And therefore, like her ſelf, wiſe, fair, and true, 
| Shall ſhe be placed in my conſtant Soul. 


Enter Jeflica.. OY 
What, art thou come? on Gentlemen, away; 1 
Our masking Mates by this time for us ſtay, [Exi, 
Anth. Who's there? | | 


Gra. Signior Anthonis. . EL LAOS | 

Anth. Fie, fie, Gratiano, where are all the reſt? 8 
*Tis nine a Clock, our Friends all ſtay for you; x 
No Mask to Night, the Wind is come about, | 


2, 


| | 
* 


g por who love I fo much? And now who knows | 5 
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Baſſavio preſently will go aboard, | | 


I have ſeat twenty out to ſeck for you. 50 
Gra. I am glad ont, I deſire no more Delight 


Than to be under Sail, and gone to Night. ¶ Exeuni. } 


SCENE Ill,  Belmone. 


Enter Portia with Morrochius and both their Trains. 
Por. Go, draw aſide the Curtains, and diſcover 
The ſeveral Caskets to this Noble Prince. [ 
Now make your Choice. {Three Caskets are diſcovered 
Mor. The firſt of Gold, who this Inſcription bears, 
Who chuſeth me, ſhall gain what many Men deſire. 
The ſecond Silyer, which this Promiſe carries, 
Who chuſeth me, ſhall get as much as be deſerves. 
This third, dull Lead, with warning all as blunt, 
Who chuſeth me, muſt give and hazard all be hath. 
How ſhall I know if I do chuſe the right? 3271 
Por. The one of them contains my Picture, Prince, 
If you chuſe that, then I am yours withal. 
Mor. Some God direct my judgment, let me ſee, 
I will ſurvey the Inſcriptions back again; 
What fays this Leaden Casket? .,  _ 
Who chuſeth me, muſt give and hazard all he hath. 
Muſt give, for what? for Lead? Hazard for Lead? 
This Casket threatens. Men that hazard all, 
Do it in hope of fair Advantage tt 2/7, 
A golden Mind ſtoops not to ſhows. of Droſs, 
I'll then not give nor hazard ought for Lead? 
What ſays the Silver with her Virgin hue? 
Who chuſeth me, ſhall get as much as he deſerves. 


he” 


As. much as he deſerves? Pauſe there; Morrochius, 140 


And weigh thy Value with an even hand, 

If thou be'ſt rated by thy Eſtimation , 
Thou doſt deſerve enough, and yet enough 
May not extend ſo far as to the Lady; of 
And yet to be afraid of my deſerving, 

Were but a weak diſabling of my ſelf. 


net 


— 
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much as I deſerye? —— why that's the Lady: _ TONS 
In 


I do in Birth deſerve her, and in Fortunes, 


f- 


Y 
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In Graces, and in Qualities of Breeding; 

But more than theſe, in Love I do deſerve. 
What if I ftray'd no farther, but choſe here? 
Let's ſee once more this Saying gray'd in Gold. 
Who chuſeth me, ſhall gain what many Men deſire. 
Why that's the Lady; all the World defires her: 
From the four Corners of the Earth they come 
To Kiſs this Shrine. this mortal breathing Saint. 
The Hirca ian Deſarts and the vaſt Wilds 
Of wide Arabia are as thorough Fares now, 

For Princes to come view fair Portia. 9 
The Watery Kingdom, whoſe ambitious Head 
Spits in the Face of Heay'n, is no Bar 

To ſtop the foreign 22 but they come, 

As o'er a Brook, to ſee fair Portia, in 
One of theſe three contains her heayenly Picture. "F 
Is like that Lead contains her? *Twere Damnation 


To think fo baſe a Thought: it were tos groſs ' 4 
To rib her Searcloth in — obſcure Grave: * 7 
Or ſhall I think in Silver ſhe's immur d, 

Being ten times undervalued to try'd Gold; 

O ſinful thought, never ſo rich a Gem 

Was ſet in worſe than Gold! They have in England 


A Coin that bears the Figure of an Angel 
Stamped in Gold, but that's inſculpt upon: | 0 
But here an Angel in a Golden Bed | | 
Lyes all within. Deliver me the Key; 3 
Here do I chuſe, and thrive I as I may, _ 
Por. There take it, Prince, and if my Form lye there, 
Then I am yours, [Unlockmg the Gold Cam. 


Mor. O Hell! What have we here, a carrion Death, J 
Within whoſe empty Eye there is a written Scrowl: 1 
Al that gliſters is not Gold, 1 
Often have you heard that told; 
a Man hs Life hath fold, 
But my Outſide to behold: 
Gilded Timoer do Worms infold: 
Had you been as Wiſe as Bold, 
Young in Limbs, in fudgment old, Ci 
Your Anſwer had not been inſcrol'd, „. 
Fare you well, your Suit is cold, | "6 | 
Vol, I, H Auer 
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' Mor. Cold indeed, and Labour loſt, | + 


Then farewel Heat, and welcome Froſt: { 0h 
| Portia adieu, I have too griey'd a Heart a 
To take a tedious leave: Thus Leſers part. [Exit 
Por. A gentle riddance: Draw the Curtains, go; 
Let all of his Complexion chuſe me ſo. [Exemm. 
SCENE IV. Venice. ; 
Enter Solarino and Salanio. 15 i 


Sat. Why Man, I ſaw Baſſanio under Salli, 
With him 1s Graziano gone along; _ Fo 
And in their Ship I am ſure Lorenzo is not. — 
Sola. The Villain Few with Outcries rais d the Duke; 
Who went with him to ſearch Baſſanio's _ 5 
Sal. He comes tos late, the Ship was under Sail; 
But there the Duke was given to underſtand — + 
That in a Gondalo were ſeen together # 
Lorenzo and his Amorous Feſſica: . 
Befides, Anthonio certify d the Duke 319 
They were not with Bafſanio in his Ship. 9 3 
Sola. I never heard a Paſſion ſo confus'd, i 
So ſtrange, outrageous, and ſo variable, 1 
As the Dog Jem did utter in the Streets; | 
My Daughter, O my Ducats, O my Daughter! 
Fled with a Chriſtian ? O my Chriſtian Ducats! _ 
Juſtice, the Law, my Ducats, and my Daughter! * 
A ſealed Bag, two ſealed Bags of Ducats, 12 
Of double Ducats, ſtoln from me by my Daughter. 
And Jewels, two rich and precious Stones, 
Stoln by my Daughter; Juſtice! find the Girl; 
She hath the Stones upon her, and the Ducats. 
Sal. Why all the Boys in Venice follow him, 
Crying his Stones, his Daughter, and his Ducats. 
Sola. Let good Anthowio look he keep his Day, 
Or he ſhall pay for this. 4 
Sal. Marry well; remembred, we! 
I reaſon'd with a Frenchman yeſterday, 1 
Wo told me, in the narrow Seas that pa 7 
The French and Engliſh, there miſcarried - 
A Veſſel of our Country richly fraught: 
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I thought upon Anthenio when he told me, 
And wiſh'd in Silence that it were not his. 


Sola. You were beſt to tell Anthonio what you 


Yet 4o not ſuddenly, for it may gr ieve him. 


Sal. A kinder Crna Gel s not the Earth, 


I ſaw Baſſanio and Anthonio part. 

Baſſanio told him he would make ſome ſpeed 
Ot his return: He anſwered, do not ſo, 
Slubber not Buſineſs for my lake, Baſſanio, 

But ſtay the very riping of the time. 

And for the Few's Bond which he hath of me; 
Let jt not enter in your mind of Love; 

Be merry, and empley your chiefeſt thoughts 
To Courtſhip, and ſuch fair oſtents of Love 
As ſhall conveniently become you there; 

And eyen there, his Eye being big with Tears, 
Turning his Face, he put his Hand behind him 
And with Affection wondrous ſenſible 

He wrung Baſſano's Hand, and fo they parted. 


Sola. I think he only loves the Wor d for him. 


I pray thee let us go and find him out, 
And quicken his embraced Heavineſs 
With ſome Delight or other. 

Sal. Do we ſo. 


S C EN E V. Belmont. 
Enter Neriſſa and à Servant. 
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Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the Curtain tight 


The Prince of Arragon hath ta'en his Oath, 
And comes to his Election preſently. 


. 
} 


a 


Enter Arragon, his Train, Portia, Flor. Cornets, * 


Caskets are diſcover d. 


Por. Behold there ſtand the Caskets, noble e 


| 


If you chuſe that wherein I am contain d, 
Straight ſhall our Nuptial Rights be ſolemniz d: 


But if you fail, without more Speech, my Lord, 


You muſt be gone from hence immediately. 


Ar. I am enjoin'd by Oath to obſerve three things; 


- Firſt, never to unfold to any one 


Which Casket 'twas I choſe; next, if I fail 


WE 
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Of the right Casket, never in my Liſe by 
To woo a Maid in way of Marriage: 1, 
Laftly, if I do fail in fortune of my Choice, 4,118 
: Immediately to leave you, and be gone. as 
Por. To the Injundtions every one doth ſwear 


That comes to hazard for my worthleſs ſelf. 
. Fr. And ſo have I addreſt me, Fortune now 

"To my Heart's Hope; Gold, Silyer, and baſe * 
« Who chufeth mer muſt give and huxurd all he hath. 

Tou ſhall look fairer ere I glye or hazard. 
What ſays the Golden Cheſt? ha let me ſee; 
ho chuſeth me, ſhall gain what many Men deſire. _ 
"What many Men deſite that Many, may be me 
By the fool Multitude that chuſe by Show 

- Not learning-more than the fond Eye doth teach, 4 


Which pryes not to th Interior; but like the NMartlet 


Builds in the Weather on the outward Wall. 
Even in the Force and Read of Caſualty, N Yu 


1 will net chuſe what many Men deſire, | 


” F 


. 
— ä 
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Becauſe 1 will not jump with common 8 = Ma : 


And rank me with the barbarous Multi a” 


* of 1 
ka 


—_ then to thee thou filyer Treafure-houſe Wis! 
* ell me once more, what Title thou doſt bear; 


thuſeth me, ſhall ges as much as he ſerve; * x 


And well ſaid too, for who ſhall go about by 
To Cozen Fortune, and be honotrable 0 
Without the Stamp of Merit? let none 


"To wear an undeſerved Dignity- | * 


O that-Eftates, Degrees, and Offices, 

Were not derivd corruptly, and that clear Honour 

ere purchaſt-by the Merit of the Wearer! © 
Ho many then {ſhould cover that ftand bare? 
Pra he be commanded that Command > _. 
— low Peaſantry would then be gleaned 


* 

Fa 
90 N , 
T x 


* 4 
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From the true Seed of Honour? And how much Honour 
Pickt from the Chaff and Ruin of the Times, 
To be new varniſh'd? Well, but to my Choice: 


Ur 


Hau aht me, ſhall get as mach as he deſerves: 
J will aſſume Deſert; give me a Key for this, 
1 unlock my Fortunes kere, 


N 3 


* 


By the time I linger here: 


Hanging 486 wiving goes by Deſtiny. 
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Per. Too long a Pauſe for that which you find ther :. 
2 [Unlocking the ſilver Q let. 
Ar. What's here! the Portrait of a blinking Idiot, 
Preſenting me a Schedule? I will read itt: 
How much unlike art thou to Portia? | 
How much unlike my Hopes and my Deſervings? 
Who chuſeth me ſhall have as much as he deſerves 
Did I deſerve no more than a Fool's Head? | 
Is that my Prize? Are my Deſerts no better? 
Por. To offend and judge are diſtinct Offices, 
And of oppoſed Natures. . @' _ 
Ar. What is here? 


5 


The Fire ſeven times tried this, 
Seven timss tried that Fudgment is 

Tat did never chuſe amiſs. 
Some there be that Shadows kiſs, 

Such have but a Shadow'd Bliſs: - 
There be Fools alive, I wis, 
Silver d ver, and ſo was this: 

Take what Wife you will to bed, 
J will ever be your Head: 
So be gone Sir, you are ſped. 


Ar. still more Fool I ſhall appear 


With one Fool's Head I came to woo, >. 
But I go away with two. | 
Sweet adieu. I'll keep my Oath, .. 
atiently to bear my Wroth. 3 
For. Thus hath the Candle ſing d the Moth: 
O theſe deliberate Fools! when they do chuſe, 
They have the Wiſdom by their Wit to loſe. 
Ner. The ancient Saying is no Hereſy, 


Por. Come, draw the Curtain, Neri{a. 
1 Enter à Servant, 
Serv. Where is my Lady? 

For. Here, what would my Lord? 


H 3 
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'- Ner. Baſſanio, Lord Love, if thy Will it 


-* dangerous Flat, and fatal, where the Carcaſſes o 
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Serv. Madam, there is alighted at your Gate 1 
A young Venetian, one that comes before pM: | 
To ſignify th a of his Lord, | 


From whom he'bringeth ſenſible Regreets; | | 

To wit, beſides Commends and courteous „ | 

Gifts of rich Value; yet I have not ſeen |= | 

So likely an Ambaſſador of Love. 7 

A Day in April never came ſo ſweet, 

To ſhow how coſtly Summer was at Hand, 

As this Fore-ſpurrer comes before his Lord. 
Por. No more I pray thee ; I am half afeard 2 | 

To = 2 — ſome kin to the, | 

Thou ſpend'ſt ſuch high-day Wit in praiſing him: 

Come, come, Neri for I long to ho K 15 

Quick Cupid's Poſt, that comes ſo — 


enen 
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ACT WE SCENE I. 

SCENE Pie 

Enter Salauio and Solarino. 


Soda. TOW, what News on the Ryalio? 5 
Sal. Why yet it lives there uncheckt, that An- 
thonio bath a Ship of rich Lading wrackt on the narrow 
Seas ; the Goodwins, I think, they call the Place; a very 
| f many a 
tall Ship lye bury'd, as they ſay, if my Goſſip's Report be 
an honeſt Woman of her Word. n 
Sols. I would ſhe were a lying a Goſſip in that, as ever 
knapt Ginger, or made her Neighbours believe ſhe wept for 
the Death of a third Husband ; but it is true, without any 
Slips of Prolixity, or croſſing the plain High-way'of Talk, 
that the good Aushonio, the honeſt Anthonio . O that 1 
had 2 Title good enough to keep his Name Company! 
Sal. Come, the full ſtop. ' = 
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Sola. Ha, what ſay'ſt thou? Why the end is, he hath 
loſt a Ship. 
Sal. I would it might prove the end of his Loſſes, * 


Sola. Let me ſay Amen betimes, leaſt the Devil croſi ny | 


Prayer; for here he comes in the likeneſs of a Few. Howe 
now Shylock, what News among the Merchants? U 
Enter Shy lock. 1 
Shy. You knew, none ſo well, none fo well as yo 
my Daughter's Flight. 
Sal. That's certain; I for my part knew the 
that made the Wings ſhe flew withal. | 
Sola. And Shylock for his own part knew the Bird was 
fledg'd, and then it is the . them all to leave 
the Dam. | i : F 
Shy. She is damn'd for it. | 1 
Sal. That's certain, if the Devil may be her Judge 
Shy. My own Fleſh and Bloed to rebel! 
Sola, Out upon it, old Carrion, Rebels it at theſe tt tad 
Shy. 1 ay, my Daughter is my Fleſh and Blood. 
Sal. There is more Difference between thy ys 


hers, than between Jet and Ivory; more between Four 
Bloods, than there is between red Wine and Ren 5: But 
tell us, do you hear whether Anthonio have had any loſs 
at Sea or no? 


Prod There I. have another bad Match; 2 Bankrupt, N 
ig 


al, who dares ſcarce ſhew: his Head on the Ryglto, 


— 


* ch that us d to come fe ſmug upon the Mart let by 


ook to his Bond; he was wont to call me Uſure let 
him look to his Bond; he was wont to lend Mony 
Chriſtian Courteſie; let him look to his Bond. 
Sal. Why I am ure if he forfeit, thou wilt not 
his Fleſh: What's thet good for ? | 
Shy. To bait Fiſh withal. If it will feed nothing elſe, 1 0 
feed my Revenge; he hath diſgrac'd me, and hindred me 
half a Million, laught at my Loſſes, mockt at my Gains, 
ſcorn'd my Nation, thwarted my Bargains, cool'd my 
Friends, heated mine Enemies; and what's the Reaſon ?] am 
a Few: Hath nota Few Eyes? hathnot a Few Hands, Organs, 
Dimenſions, Senſes, Affections, Paſſions? Fed with he 
ame Food, burt with the _ Weapons, ſubject 1 he 
4 ne 
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- heard in Genous —— 


l 


7 W 
Pr) 


ame Diſeaſes; heal'd by the ſame Means, warm d and 
cool'd by the ſame Winter and Summer as a Chriſtian is? 
If you prick us, do we not bleed? if you tickle us, do 
we not laugh? if you poiſon us, do we not die? and if 


you wrong us, ſhall we not revenge? if we are like you. 


in the reft, we will reſemble you in that. If a Few wro 

a Chriſtian, what is his Humility ? Revenge. If a Chriſti- 
an wrong a Few, what ſhould his Sufferance be by a 
Chriſtian Example? Why Revenge. The Villany you 
reach me I will execute, and it ſhall go hard but J will 


' 
: 8 Enter a Servant from Anthonio. 1. | 
Ser. Gentlemen, my Maſter Anthonio is at his Houſe, and- 
defires to ſpeak with you both, 110 
Sal. We have been up and down to ſcek him. 
; 9 Euter Tuball. - f 
Sola. Here comes another of the Tribe; a third cannot be 


match d, unleſs the Devil himſelf turn Few. 


Ereunt Sala. and Solar 


Shy. How now Tuball, what News from Genoua? Haſt 
thou found my Daughter? 5 


mu. I often came where I did hear of her, but cannot 


Sy. Why there, there, there, there! a Diamond gone 


coſt me two thouſand Ducats in Frankfort! the Curſe: ne- 
ver fell upon our Nation till now, I never felt it till now; 
two thouſand Ducats in that, and other precious, precious 
Jewels!1 would myDaughter were dead at my Foot, andthe 


Jewels in her Ear; would ſhe were hearſt at my Foot, 


and the Ducats in her Coffin; No News of them; why 
ſo? and I know not how much is ſpent in the Search: why 
then Loſs upon Loſs, the Thief gone with ſo much, and 
ſo much to find the Thief, and no Satisfaction, no Re- 
veuge, nor no ill Luck ſtirring, but what lights o' my 
r no Sighs but o' my breathing, no Tears but G 
my ing. N | 1 . 

Tub. Yea, other Men have ill Luck too; Aubonio, 46 1 

Shy. What, what, ill Luck, ill Luck?! 

Tub, Huh an Argotic aft away, coming from Tripaſ 


Oo Oo wn — «4 


G Av MW _ Mw — | * * 


a—_—_ a fd .Y fd wn d 


= 


ye 


MN. 


— — 1 
8 ors * 
\ 


SEEDS: DS, WE. ITC 5 
* 


EA WFE, 


The Mere hant of Venics 177 . 
4 I. thank God, 1 thank God; is it tłue? 22 


true? 

Tub. I ſpoke with ſome of the Sailors ths <p the, - 
Wrack.. 

Shy. 1 thank thee Tuball ; News, 
2 ba, ha, 8 $990 9 

Tub. Your Daughter ſpent in Genoua, as I heard, on A 
Night fourſcore Ducats. 

Shy. Thou ſtick'ſt a Dagger in me; I ſhall never ſee m1 

Gold again; fourſcore Ducats at a Sitting, ee . 


cats! 
Tub. There came divers of Aus honio's Creditors in = 


2 — 


Company to Venice, that fear he cannot chuſe b 


break. 
Shy. I am glad of it, Vil plague him, III torture him; 


Ke lad of it. - 


One of them ſhew'd me a Ring that he had of + 
you Daughter for a Monky, ' 
Shy. Out upon her, thou tortureſt me, Tuball; it was 
my Turquoiſe, I had it of Leath when I was a Batchelor, . 
I would not have given it for a Wilderneſs of Monkies. 
Tub. But Authonio is certainly undone. . 
2 Nay, that's true, that's very true; go, Tuball, fee / 
an Officer, beſpeak him a Fortnight before, I will 
hanfthe Heart of him, if he forfeit; for were he out of 


? 


Venice, I can make what Merchandize I will: Go, Tuball, 
and meet me at our Synagogue; go, good Tuball; art 


our Synagogue; Tuball. [Exennt, | 
SCENE II. Banur. IF 


Euer Baſſanio, Portia, Gratiano, and Attendant, 
The Caskets are ſet out. | 


Fer. I pray you tarry, pauſe a Day or two LF 
Before you hazard; for in chuſing wrong | 1 
I loſe your Company; therefore forbear a while, 

There's ſomething tells me, but it is not Love, 
I would not loſe you, and you know your ſelf, 
Hate counſels not in ſuch a Quality, ; 
But leſt you ſhould not underſtand me well, 
MA WERE... TE” 7 And 
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And yet a Maiden hath no Tongue but Thought, 
I would detain you here ſome Month or two, 

Before you venture for me. I could teach you 
How to chuſe right, but then I am forſworn; 

So will T never be, ſo may you miſs me; | 
But if you do, yeu'll make me wiſh a Sin, | 
That 1 had been forſworn. Beſhrew your Eyes, 
They have o er- look d me, and divided me; 
One half of me is yours, the other half 


Mine own, I would ſay: But firſt mine; then yours; 


And ſo all yours. O theſe naughty Times 
Put Bars between the Owners and their Rights: 
Aud fo tho yours, net yours; prove it fo, 
Let Fortune go to Hell for it, not J. 
I ſpeak too long, but tis to peece the Time, 
To eche it, and to draw it out in Length, 
To ſtay you from Election 
Baſſ. Let me chuſe: | | 
For as I am I live upon the Rack: | 
Per. Upon the Rack, Baſſanio ? then confeſs 
What "Treaſon is there mingled with your Love. 
Baſſ. None but that ugly Treaſon of Miſtruſt, 
Which makes me fear the enjoy ing of my Love: 
There may as well be Amity and Fife, | N 
Tween Snow and Fire, as Treaſon and my Love. 
Por. Ay but I fear you ſpeak upon the Rack, 
Where Men enforced do ſpeak any thing. 
Baff. Promile me Life, and III cake; the "Truth. 
For. Well then, confeſs and live. | | 
Baſſ. Confeſs and Love | 
Had been the very Sum of my Confeſſion: 
O happy Torment, when my Torturer 
Doth teach me Anfwers for Deliverance! 
But let me to my Fortune and the Caskets. | 
Por. Away then, I am lockt in one of them, 
If you do love me, you will find me out. 
Neri{/a, and the reſt, ſtand all aloof, | 
Let Muſick ſound white he doth make his Choice; 
Then if he loſe, he makes a'Swan-like end, 
Fading in Muſick. That the Compariſon . 
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May ſtand more proper, my Eye ſhall be the Stream 
And watry Death. bed for — He may win, i 
And what is Muſick then? Then Muſick is 
Even as the Flouriſn, when true Subjects bow | | 
To a new crowned Monarch: Such it is, | LI 
As are thoſe dulcet Sounds in break of Day, 
That creep into the dreaming oom's Ear, 'S 
And ſummon him to Marriage. Now he goes 
With no leſs Preſence, but with much more Love 2 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The Virgin-tribute, paid by howling Troy . 
To the Sea monſter: I ſtand for Sacrifice; 11 5 
The reft aloof are the Dardaniam Wives, N 
With bleared Viſages come forth to view 
The Iſſue of th Exploit. Go Hercules, 
Live thou, I liye; with much, much more Diſina7 
I view the Fight, than thou that mak ſt the Fray. 
[Muſick . 
A Seng whilſt Baſſanio comments on the Cackets #9 binſeft f 
Tell me where is Fancy bred, prey 
Or in the Heart, or in the Head: ! 
How begot, how "nouriſhed ? A 
It is engendred in the Eyes, W es hed 
With Gazing fed, and Fancy dies | 
In the Cradle where it lyes: . 
Let us all ring Fancy: Knell, 1 
T1 begin it. N 
Ding, dong, Bell. low t $4 
All. Ding, dong, Bell. | 
Baſſ. So may the outward Shows. be leaſt themſelves- 
The World is ſtill deceiv d with Ornament. f 
In Law what Plea ſo tainted and corrupt, 
But being ſeaſon d with a gracious Voice, 
Obſcures the Show of Evil? In Religion 
What damned Error, but ſome ſober Browy 3 
Will bleſs it, and approve it with a Text, | 
Hiding the Groſſneſs with fair Ornament? 0 
There is no Vice ſo ſimple, but aſſumes 1 
Some Mark of Virtue on his outward Parts : 


0 . _—_ " 
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How many Cowards, whoſe Hearts are all as falls 
As Stairs of Sand, wear yet upon their Chins 14 
The Beards of Hercules and frowning Mars? | 
Who inward ſearcht, have Livers white as Milk, 
| And theſe aſſume but Valour's Excrement, | 
| To render them redoubted. Look on Beauty, 
And you ſhall ſee tis purchas'd by the Weight, 
| Which therein works a Miracle in Nature, 
| Making them _ that wear moſt of it: 
So are thoſe criſped ſnaky golden Locks 
Which makes ſuch wanton Gambols with the wind 
Upon ſuppoſed Fairneſs, often known | 
To be the dowry of a ſecond Head; Met , 
The Scull that bred them in the me 
Thus Ornament is but the gilded Shore 
To a moſt dangerous Sea; the beauteous Scarf 
Veiling an Indian Beauty; in a Word, IN 
The ſeeming Truth which cunning Times put on 
To entrap the Wiſeſt, Therefore, thou gaudy Gold, 
Hard Food for Midas, I will none of thee; 4 
Nor none of thee, thou pale and common Drudge 
?Tween Man and Man; but thou, thou meager Lead, 
Which rather threatneſt than doſt promiſe ought ; 
Thy Paleneſs moves me more than Eloquence, 
And here chuſe I, Joy be the Conſequence. 8 | 
Fer. How alt the other Paſſions fleet to Air, | 
'As doubtful Thoughts, and raſh embrac'd Deſpair, | 
Ard ſnuddring Fear, and — Jealouſie. 
| | © Love be moderate, allay thy Extaſie; 
In meaſure rain thy Toy; ſcant this Exceſs, 
1 feel too much thy Bleiting, make it leſs, 3-8 
For fear I ſurfeie. [opening the leaden Cask 
Baſſ. What find I here? 118 | Ea! I. 
-Fain Portia's Counterfeit? What Dem y- God 1 > 
Hath come. ſo near Creation? Move theſe Eyes? 'y 
Or whether riding on the Balls of mine | | 1 
Seem they in Motion? Here are ſever'd Lips £7; 1. 
Parted with Breath; ſo ſweet a Bar r |=. 
Should ſunder ſuch ſweet Friends: Here in her Hairs f 
The Painter plays the Spider, and hath woyen | 
der g | 
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The Continent and Summary _ Fortund: 


A golden Meſh t'intrap the Hearts of Men 

Faſter than Gnats in Cobwebs: But her Eyes, 

How could he ſee to do them? Having made one, 
Methinks it ſhould have Power to ſteal both his, 

And leave it ſelf unfiniſh'd: Yet look how far 
The Subſtance ot my Praiſe doth wrong this Shadow 
In underpriſing it; ſo far this Shadow -, 

Doth limp behind the Subſtance. Here's the Scrowl, - 
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Tou that chuſe not by the View, 
Chance as fair, and chuſe as true: 
| Since this Fortune falls to you, 

Be content, and ſeek no new. 
If you be well pleaſed with this, 
Aud hold your Fortune for your N 
Turn you where your Lady is, 
And claim her with a loving Kiſs. 


A gentle Scrowl; Fair Lady, by your 2 Trift he 
1 come by Note to give, and to receive. = 


Like one of two contending in a Prize, | 
That thinks he hath done well in Peoples Eyes; 
Hearing Applauſe and univerſal Shout, 
Siddy in Spirit, ſtill gazing in a Doubt, 
| Whether thoſe Pearls of Praiſe be his or no; 
So thrice fair Lady ſtand I even fo, 
As doubtful vy wha: I fee be true, 
Until confirm'd, fign'd, ratify'd by you. 
Por. You tee, my Lord Baſſanio, where I ſtand, 
Such as I am; tho for my ſelf alone, , 
I would not be ambirieus in my Wiſh, 
0 To wiſh my ſelf much better; yet for you, 
I would be trebled — Times my ſelf, | £ 
\ A thouſand times more fair, ten — Times 2 
More rich, that to ſtand high in your Account, = 
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I might in Virtues, Beauties, Livings, Friends, 
Exceed Account; dut the full Sum of me 
Is Sum of nothing; which to term in 
2 an unleſſon d Girl, unichool'd, vnpractis d: 
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Happy in this, ſhe is not yet ſo old | 
But f Ihe may learn; 3 in this, 
She is not bred ſo dull but ſhe can learn; 
Happieſt of all is, that her gentle Spirit 
Commits its ſelf to yours to be directed, 
As from her Lord, her Governor, her King, 
My ſelf, and what is mine, to you and yours 
Is now converted. But now I was the Lady 
Of this fair Manſion, Miſtreſs of my Servants, * 
Queen o'er my ſelf; and even now, but now 
This Houſe, theſe Servants, and this ſame my ſelf 
Are yours my Lord, I you them with this Ring, 
Which when you part trom, loſe, or give away, 
Let it preſage the Ruin of your Love, 
And be my Vantage to exclaim on you. 
Baſſ. Madam, you have bereft me of all Words, 
Only my Blood ſpeaks to you in my Veins, 
And there is ſuch Confuſion in my Powers, 
As after ſome Oration fairly ſpoke | 
By a beloved Prince, there doth a 
Among the buzzing pleaſed Multitude, 
Where every ſomething being blent together, 
Turns to a wild of nothing, ſave of Joy 
| Expreſt, and not expreſt; but when this Ring 
5 Parts from this Finger, then parts Li fe — | 
| © then be bold to ſay, Baſſanios dead, 
Ner. My Lord and Lady, it is now our time, 
That have ſtood by, and Goa our Wiſhes proſper, 
| To cry Good Joy, good Joy, my Lerd and Lady: 
| Gra. My Lord Baſſanio, and my gentle Lady, 
I wiſh you all the Joy that you can wiſh; 
For I am ſure you can wifh none from me: 
And when your Honours mean to ſolemnize 
The Bargain of your Faith, I do beſeech ou "= (HY 
Even at that time I may be married to. 
Baſſ. With all my Heart, fo thou canſt get a Wife: 
Gra. I thank your Lordſhip, you have got me one. 
My Eyes, my Lord, can look as fwift as yours: © 
ou ſaw the Miſtreſs, 1 beheld the Maid; 
Tou loy'd; lend for intermiſſion. /- | | 
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No more pertains to me, my Lord, than you: 
Vour Fortune ſtood upon — Caskets there, 
And ſo did mine too, as the Matter falls: 
For wooing Her, until I {ſweat again, 
And ſwearing till my very Roof was d 
With Oaths of Love, at laſt, if Promiſe la 

I got a Promiſe of this fair one here, * 
To have her Love, provided that your Fortunes | 

Atchiev'd her Miſtreſs. 1 

Por. Is this true, Neriſſa? 

Ner. Madam, it is ſo, ſo you ſtand pleas d oo 

Baſſ. And de you, Gratiano, mean good Faith 

Gra. Yes Fait my Lord. 

Baſſ. Our Feaſt ſhall be much honoured in . 

riage. 

Gra. We'll play with them, n 
nd Ducats. 
Ner. What, and fake down? 

Bra. No, we ſhallne'er win at that Sport, and ſtak 'on, 

N Bat who comes here? Lorenzo and his Infidel? ©. 

5 t, and my old Venetian Friend, Salanio? 1 

Enter Lorenzo, Jeflica, and Salanio. 
Baſſ. Lorenzo and Salanio, welcome hither. i 

If that the Youth of my new Intereſt here 

Have Power to bid you welcome. By your Leave 

I bid my very Friends and Country-men, 

Sweet Portia, welcome. 

? Por. So do I, my Lord; they are intirely welcof 

Tor. I thank your Honour: For my part, my Tis, 

My Purpoſe _y not to have ſeen you here, 


4 


But meeting with Salanis by the way, 
Hie did intreat me paſt all King nay, | 1 
' To come with himalo 1 

Sal. I did my Lord, 1 
And 1 have reaſon for it; Signior Anthanio }, 
Corhmends him to you. 4 


Baſſ. Ere I ope his Letter, 
I pray you tell me how my good Friend doth. 
Sal. Not tick, my Lord, Nantes it be in Mad: 
Nor well, unleſs m Mind: His Letter there 
Wil ſhew you his Eſtate. 
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Baſſanio opens.the Letter, .- TT 
© Gra. Neriſſa, cheer yond Stanger, bid her welcome. 
Your Hand, Salanio; what s the News from Venice? 
How doth that Royal Merchant, good Anthonio? _ 
I know he will be glad of our. Succeſs: 


We are the Faſons, we haye won the Fleece. 1 
Sal. 1 would you had won the Fleece that he bath loſt: 


Por. There are ſome ſhrewd Contents in yond ſame 2 


That ſteals the Colour from Baſſazio's Cheek: 
Some dear Friend dead, elſe nothing in the World . 
Could turn ſo. much: the Conſtitution 

Of any conſtant Man. What, worſe and worſe! 
With Leave, Baſſanio, 1 am half your ſelf, 
And muſt freely have the half of any ching 


That this ſame Paper brings ou. Me 1 
Baſſ. O ſweet Portia! | Nen Do 


Here are 2 few of the KI At Words e built 


That ever blotted Paper. Gentle Lady 
When I did- firſt impart my Love to you, 
1 freely told you, all the Wealth 1 had 
Ran in my Veins. I was a Gentleman, | 
And then I told you true; and yet dear Lady, 
Rating my ſelf at — Ti you ſhall ſee A Na 
How much I was a Braggart, when 1 told you /, * 
My State was nothing, I ſhould then have told 1 
That I was worſe than nothing. For e 
I have engag d my ſelf to a dear Friends , 
Engag'd my Friend to his meer Enemy, 
To feed my Means, Here is a Letter, Lady 
The Paper as the Body, of my Friend, 
And every Word in it a gaping Wourd, 
Iſſuing Life · blood. But is it true, Salanio? 
Have all his Ventures fail'd > What, not one hit 
From N from Mexico, from England, 
From Lisbon Barbary, and India? 
And not one Veſſel pe the dreadful Touch | 
Of Merchant-marring Rocks? 
Sal. Not one, my Lord: 

Beſides, it ſhould appear, that if he bad 
The preſent * to * * Ton, 
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He would not take it. Never did I know , 
A Creature that did bear the Shape of Man, 
: — _ and greedy to confound a Man. 


if they den Nm Juſtice. . 2 Merchants, 
The Duke himſelt, and the M 1 
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ies the Duke at Morning and at Night, 
47 doth impeach the Freedom of the State, 


Of greateſt Port have all perſua d with him, Iy 


To Tuball and to Chus his Country- men, 
That he would rather have Authonio's Fleſh, 
Than twenty times the Value of the Sum 


But none can drive him from the enyious Plea | |, 
Of Forfeiture, of Juſtice, and his Bond. 


Feſ. When 1 was with him, I have heard him f. 


- That he did owe him; and I know, my 5 | 
I Law, Authority, and Power deny not, MN 
It will go hard with poor Anthonio. 3 . 


Pay him ſix thouſand, and deface the Bond; 

Double fix theuſand, and then treble that, 

| Before a Friend of this Deſcription W 

_ - Shall loſe a Hair 2 my Baſſanio's Fault. 5 
* 
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Por. Is it your dear Friend that is thus in Trouble? 
Baſſ. The deareſt Friend to me, the kindeſt Man, 


| The beſt condition'd, and unweary'd Spirit x | 
In doing Courteſies; and one in whom IF 
The ancient Roman Honour more appears 5 Y 
Than any that draws Breath in Traly? „ 


Por. What Sum owes he the Few? 
Bafſ. For me three thouſand Ducats. 


Por. What, no more? 


Firſt go with me to Church, and call me Wife, 


And then away to Venice to your Friend: . 
For never ſhall you lye by Portia's Side == it 
Wich an unquiet Soul. You ſhall have Gold 1 

To pay the petty Debt twonty times over. N 


When it is paid, bring your true Friend along; 
My Maid. Neriſſa, an 1 
| Wil live as Maids and Widows: Come away, 


For you ſhall hence upon my Wedding-day. 1 4 


my ſelf mean time, 
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Bid your Friends welcome, ſhove a merry Cheer; 
Since you are dear bought, I will love yeu dear. 
But let me hear the Letter of your Friend, | 
Baſſ. reads. C'Weet Baſſanio, my Ships have all miſcarry d, 
j a | 8 Creditors 88 ic 15 
Bond to the Jew is forfeit; and ſince, in paying it, it is impoſ- 
ſible I ſhould live, all Debts are cleared between you and 1, if 
I might ſee you at my Death; notwithſtanding uſe your Plea- 
ſure: If your Love do not perſuade you 10 come, let not my 
Letter. | 


Por. O Love! diſpatch all Bufineſs, and be gone. 
Baſſ. Since I have your good Leave to go away, 

I will make hafte; but till I come again, 

No Bed ſhall e' er be guilty of my Stay, 

Nor Reſt be Interpoſer twixt us twaine. Exeunt. 


8 CE NE III. Fenice. | 
Enter Shylock, Solarino, Anthonio, and the Saler. 
Shy. Goaler, look to him: Tell not me of Mercy. 
This is the Fool that lends out Mony Gratis. 


Goaler, look to him. 
Ant. Hear me yet, good Shylock. 


Shy. III have my Bond; ſpeak not againſt my Bond: ” 


1 have ſworn an Oath that I will have my Bond. 
Thou call'dſt me Dog before thou hadſt a Cauſe; 
But fince I am a Dog, beware my Fangs: 
The Duke ſhall grant me Juſtice, I do wonder, 
Thou naughty Goaler, that thou art ſo fond | 

To come Abroad with him at his Requeſt. 
n. I pray thee hear me ſpeak. | 

Shy. III have my Bond: I will not hear thee ſpeak :} 

T1! have my Bond; and therefore ſpeak no more; | 


' I'll not be made a ſoft and dull- ey d Fool, 

To ſhake the Head, relent, and ſigh and yield 

To Chriſtian Interceſſors. Follow not; 

Il have no ſpeaking; I will baye my Bond. | 
„ | 15 [Exit * 

, 8. 


% & 


* 


: 


——— — 7 OO 


ff 


8 
Pl 
>. 


; The Merchant of Venice: 187 
vl. It is the moſt impenetrable Cur 92 
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That ever kept with Men. 

An. Let him alone, l 

Pll follow him no more with bootleſs Prayers: 

He ſeeks my Life; his Reaſon well I know; 

I oft deliver'd from his Forfeitures 

Many that have at times made Moan to me; 

There fore he hates me. 8 | 
ſola. I am fure the Duke will never grant this For fei- 


ture to hold. 4 
Ant. Tbe Duke cannot deny the Courſe of Law; | 

For the Commodity that Strangers have M 

With us in Venice, if it be deny d, | | 71 | 

Will much impeach the Juſtice of the State, ; 


Conliſteth of all Nations. Therefore go, 

Theſe Griefs and Loſſes have fo bated me, 
That I ſhall hardly ſpare a Pound of Fleſh 4 
To Morrow to my bloody Creditor. A 
Well, Goaler, on; pray God Baſſanio come 
To fee me pay his Debt, and then I care not. ¶ Exemnt 


SCE N E IV. Belmont. 
Enteh Portia, Neriſla, Lorenzo, Jeſlica, and a Servant of; 


Singe that the Trade and Profit of the City | 1 


_ Portia 5, | 4 
bs Madam, although I ſpeak it in your Preſence, 
You have a noble and a true Conceit 3 
Of God-like Amity, which appears moſt ſtrongly 
In bearing thus the Abſence of your Lord: X . 
But if you knew to whom you ſhew this Honour, | 
How true a Gentleman you ſend Relief to, | | 
How dear a Lover of my Lord, your Husband. 
I kiow you would be prouder of the Work, 
Than cuſtomary Bounty can enforce you. 

Fer. I never did repent for doing good, 
Not ſhall not now; for in Companions 
That do converſe and waſte the Time together, _ | 
Whoſe Souls do bear an equal Yoke of Love, | 1 
There mult be needs a like Proportion 


BY 2 
5 


— 


Torenxo, 1 commit into your Hands, 
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Of Lineaments, of Manners, and of Spirit; 

Which makes me think that this Anthonio, 

Being the Boſom-lover of my Lord, | | 
Muſt needs be like my Lord. If it be ſoo 1 
How little is the Colt I have betowed d 
In purchaſing the Semblance of my Soul 

From out the State. of Helliſh Cruelty. | 


| This comes too near the praiſing of my ſelf:; 


Therefore no more of it; Here other things 
The Husbandry and Manage of my Houſe, _ 
Until my Lord's Return. For mine own part, 


I have toward Heav'n breath'd a ſecret Vow, .. 


To live in Prayer and Contemplation, 
Only attended by Neriſſa here, 
Until her Husband and my Lord's return. 
There is a Monaſtery two Miles off, | | 
And there we will abide. I do deſire you * 
Not to deny this Impoſition, "= 
The which my. Love and ſame Neceſſity . 
Now lays upon you, 4 f 
Toer. Madam, with all my Heart, 
I Thall obey you in all fair Commands. 

For. My People do already know my Mind, 
And will acknowledge you and Feſfica _ 


In place of Lord Baſſania and my ſelf. 


So fare you well till we ſhall meet again.  _ 
Loy, Fair Thoughts and happy Hours attend on vou. 
Feſ. I wiſh your Lady ſhip all Heart's Content. 

Por. I thank you for your wiſh, and am well pleas d 

To wiſhitback on you: Fare you well, Feſica.[Ex ſeſ. & Lor. 

Now, Balthazar, as I have ever found thee honeſt, true, 


So ler me find thee ſtill: Take this ſame Letter, 


And uſe thou all the Eadeavour of a Man, 


In ſpeed to Mantua; ſee thou render this 


Into my Couſin's Hand, Doctor Bellario, 


And look what Notes and Garments he doth give thee; | 


— — — — — 


Which trades to lena, Waſte no time in werde . 
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But get thee gone; I ſhall be there before thee, 
Bal. Maden, I 20 with all convenient Speed. '[ExF,- 
Por. Come on, Neriſſa, I have Work in hand . 
That you yet know not of: We'll ſee our Husbands - * 
Before they think of us. "by S 


Por. 1 Neriſſa; but in ſuch a Habit, 2 
That they think we are accompliſhed | i 
With what we lack. III hold thee any Wager, 7 
When we are both Accoutred like young Men, LN. 
Tl prove the prettier Fellow of the two, £19 
And wear my Dagger with the braver Grace, 

And ſpeak between the Change ot Man and Boy, SIN 
With a reed Voice; and turn two mincing Steps 0 I [ 
Into a manly Stride, and ipeak of Frays, | OS” 
Like a fine bragging Youth; and tell quaint Lies, 
-How honourable” Ladies ſo my Love, © 
Which I denying, they fell ſick and died, 

I could not do with All: Then I'll repent, , 
And with for all that, that I had not kill'd them 
And mT theſe puny Lies Vil tell 
That Men ſhall ſwear I have diſcontinued School 
Above a Twelve- month. I have within my Mind 
A thouſand raw Tricks of theſe bragging Jacks, 
Which 1 will practiſe. ard | 
Ner. Why, ſhall we turn to Men? 

Tor. Fie, what a queſtion's that, 

If thou wert near a lewd Interpreter? Sor One: 

But come, I'll tell thee all my whole Device 4 i 

When I am in my Coach, which ſays for us * a 
At the Park Gate; and therefore hafte away, SF | 
For we muſt meaſure Twenty Miles to Day, [ Ex 

5 * Enter Launcelot and ſeſſica. 244 

Laun. Yes, truly: For look you, the Sins of the Fatheſy 
are to be laid upou the Children; therefore, I promiſe you: 

I fear you. I was always plain with you; and fo now E 

ſpeak uy Agitation of the Matter: Therefore be of goo! 


- cheer; for truly I think you are Damn'd : There is but 


one hope in it that can do you an aud that is but 
+4 kind of Baſtard-bope neither, „ 


=” 
4 
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. And what hope is that, I pray thee? 

+. Marry you may Hy ns that your Father got 
you not, that you are not the Few's Da gy 

Feſ. That were a kind of Baſtard-hope indeed; ſo the 
Sins of my Mother ſhould be viſited upon me. 
Lan. Truly then I fear you are damn'd both by Fa: 
ther and Mother; Thus when you ſhun Sylla, your Fa- 


ther, you fall into Cheribdis, your Mother: Well, you are 


gone both ways. | | 1 | 

Feſ. 1 ſhall be ſaved by my Husband ; he hath made 
Lau. Truly the more to blame he; we were Chriſti- 
ans enough before, e en as many as could well live one 
by another: This making of Chriſtians will raiſe the Price 
of Hogs; if we grow all to be Pork-caters, we ſhall not 
ſhortly have a Raſher on the Coals for Mony. e 

Enter Lorenzo. my 

Feſ. III tell my Husband, Launcelot, what you fay: 
Here he comes. ny | . 

Lor. I ſhall grow Jealous of you ſhortly, Lawncelor, if 
you thus get my Wife into Corners. | 


Feſ. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo; Launcelot and 


I are out; he tells me flatly, there is no Mercy for me in 
Heav'n, becauſe I am a Few's Daughter: And he aſs 
you are no good Member of the Commonwealth; for 

in converting Jews to Chriſtians, you raiſe the Price of 


7 Pork. 5 


Lor: I ſhall anſwer chat better to the e 


than you can the getting up of the Negro's Belly: The 


Moor is with Child by you, Launcelot. | 
Lau. It is much that the Moor ſhould be more than 
Reaſon: But if ſhe be leſs than an honeſt Woman, ſhe is 
indeed more than I took her for: | ] 
Tor. How every Fool can play upon the Word! I think 
the beſt Grace of Wit will ſhortly turn into Silence, and 
Diſcourſe grow commendable in none but Parrats. 'Go 
in, Sirrah, bid them prepare for Dianer. ys 
- . Lawn. That is done, Sir; they have all Stomachs. 
Tor. Goodly Lord, what a Wit-ſnapper are you! Then 
bid them prepare Digner, p 5600 5 5 
| 0 | Tua. 


* 


- 
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| Haſt thou of me, as ſhe is for a Wife. | if 
Ter. I will anon: Firſt let us go to Dinner. | 
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Laun. That is done too, Sir; only Cover is the word. 


Loy. Will you cover then, Sir? | 
Lawn. Not fo, Sir, neither; I know my Dut 7. 
Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occaſion ! wilt * 


thee underſtand a plain Man in his plain Meaning: Go t 
thy fellows, bid them cover the Table, ſerve in 
and we will come in to Dinner. p 

Lawn. For the Table, Sir, it ſhall be ſerv'd in; for. 
Meat, Sir, it ſhall be covered; for your coming in to Din. 
mer, Sir, why. let it be as Humours and Conceits ſhall ge» 


ſhew the whole-Wealth of thy Wit in an inſtant? I pray £7 


vern. Exit 7 | 
Tor. O dear Diſcretion, how his Words are Cited 7 a b 


The Fool hath planted in his Memory IF, 
An Army of good Words; and I do know > 
A many Fools that ſtand in better place, F. 
Garniſh'd like him, that for a trickfic Word y 
Defie the Matter: How cheer'ſt thou, Feſica? 

And now, good Sweet, ſay thy Opinion, 8% 


7 doſt thou like = Lord Baſſanio's Wife? 
ef. Paſt all expreſſing: It is very meet 

The Lord B ans 13 upright Life. f 
For having ſuch a Bleſſing in his Lady, , 
He finds the Joys of Heaven here on Earth: of 
And if on Earth he do not mean it, it | L 
Is reaſon he ſhould never come to Eeav n. 2 


hy, if two Gods ſhould play ſome heay'nly Match, 


And on the Wager lay two earthly Women, 

And Portia one, there muſt be ſomething elſe | 

Pawn'd with the other; for the poor rude World | 

Hath not her Fellow. 4 
Lor. Even ſuch a Husbend 


Je Nay, but ask my Opinion too of that. 


* 
1 


Feſ. Nay, let me praiſe you while I have a Stomach; 
Lor. No, pray thee, let it ſerve for Table-talk; "I 


Then howſome'er thou {peak'ſt, *mong other things, 
I ſhall digeſt it. 1 
Feſ. Well, I'll ſet you forth, Wit 


— — —— — — 
— — 
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l Bir the Dake, tht" Cetvators, Anthonio, Baſknio, nd 
IS Gratiano. ll; 
x Duke, THAT, is Anthovjo here? ' 
Ant. Ready, ſo pleaſe your Grace. 9 
- - Dake. I am ſorry for thee, thou art come to anner 
Adverſary, an inhuman Wret ch. 8 
— le of Pity, void and empty . : 7.51 vr 
From any dram of Mercy. 5 _ nl 
Ant. I have heard 1 


Your Grace hath ta'en great. Pains to EE” wr 
His rigorous Courſe; but ſince he ſtands obdurate, . _ 
And that no lawful Means can c me 1 
Out of his Envy's reach, 1 | 
My Patience to "his Fury, and am arm'd 0? 
To ſuffer with a quietneſs of «765 e 
The very Tyranny and Rage of his. | ot 
Duke. 00 one and call the Few into the Court, 1 & | 
Sal. He is ready at the Door: He comes, my Lord. 
Euter Shylock. | 
Dude. Make room, and let bim ſtand before our fas 
lock, the World thinks, and I think fo os 1 
t thou but lead ſt this Faſhion of thy [18 
To the laſt Hour of Act, and then tis thought 4 | 
Thou'lt ſhew thy Mercy and Remorſe more Rrangy | | 
Than is thy ſtrange apparent Cruelty, 8 
Which is a Pound of this pe Merchant's Fleſh, þ | 


Thou wilt not only loſe the Forfeiture, > | To 
But touch d with human Gentlenefs and Lore, 1 3 
Forgive a Moiety of the Principal, | 1 a 
Glancing an Eye of Pity on his Loſſes _ 1 0 
That have of late fo. hudled on his back, F108 1 
Enough to preſs a Royal Merchant down, ” 0 
And Slack Commiſeration of his State 08 


From. braſſy Boſoms, and rough Hearts of Flint, 
From * 


„ 


The Mercbaut of Venice. 
From ſtubborn Twrks and Tartars, never tmin d 


To Offices of tender Courteſie. 
We all expect a Anſwer, 


Shy. 2 rn 


And by our holy Sabba#þ have I ſworn 


To have the Due and Forteit of my Bond. 


If you deny it, let the Danger light N 


V pon your Charter, and your City's Freedom. 
You'll oak me why I rather chuſe to have 3 


A weight of Carrion Fleſh; than to receive 
Three thouſand Ducats? T'l: not anſwer that. 
But ſay it is my Humour, is it anſwered ? 

What 15 my Houſe be troubled with a Rat, 

And I be pleas d to ten thouſand Ducats 
To have it brain d? What, are you an{wer'd yet?” 
Some Men there are love not a gapi Pig, 
Some that are mad, if they hehol r= 


And others, when the pipe 
Cannot contain their Drink Len 


Maſterleſs Paſſion ſways it to che mood 
Of what it likes or loaths. Now for your Anſwer. 
As there is no firm reaſon to be rendred | 


Why he cannot abide a gaping Pig, 
Why he a harmleſs 8 


Why he a woollen Bag pipe, Are of force 


Muſt yield to ſuch 2 — Shame, 


As to offend himſelf, being offended; > + 

So can I'give no Reaſon, nor I will not, 

More than a lodg d hate, and a certain I 

I bear Authiitio, chat I follow thus | 

A 3 Suit agairiſt him. Are you anſwered? 
This is no Anſwer, thou unfeeling Man, 


To "a the: current of thy Cruelty. 
_ I am not bound to pleaſe thee with my Aae: 


Baſſ. Do all Men kill the thing they — — 
Shy. Hates any Man. the thing he would not kill? 


N. 


ry 


Baſſ. Every Offence is not a Hate at firſt. 
Shy. What, Wy Wn * * a. RTM fo thee, 


twice? 


=— = 
3 wy «&- 20 


Vor. u. I 


| 

Ant | 
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Ant. 1 think ueſtion with a „ 
You e 0 ny x : the Beach, Te 
And bid the main Floed bate F his uſual he, 

Or even as well uſe Queſtion with the Wolf, 
The Ewe bleat for the Lamb:"\Wþen you behold, 
You may as well forbid the Mountain Pines 

To wag their high Tops, and to make no noiſe | 
When they ted with the guſts of Heay n. 
You may 5 well do any thing moſt hard, 
As ſeek to ſoften that (than which what harder?) . 
His Jewiſh Heart. Therefore I do beſeech you 
Make no more Offers, uſe no farther Means, 
But with all brief and plain conveniency 8 | 
Let rhe ou ung. ndgment, and the Few his Will. . 

Y Baſſ. For thy three thouſand. Ducats here is Six. 

f 0 — Ducat in Six theuſand Ducats 
Were in fix parts, and every part a Ducat, 10 
I would not draw them, I would have my Bond. 

Duke. How ſhalt thou hope for Mercy, rendring none 

Sy. What Judgment ſhall I dread, doing no precnge 

Tou have among you many a purchas'd Slave, 
Which, like — Aſſes, and your Dogs and h, 


— You uf in a bject and in nes; 
Becauſe you bought them I ay to you. 
Let them be free, them to your Heirs? | 
Why ſweat they under ens? Ler their Beds. 
Be made as ſoft as yours, and let their Pallas 
Be ſeaſon'd with ſuch Viands: You will anſwer, 
The Slaves are ours. So do I anſwer ou. 
The Pound of Fleſh which I demand of him, 
Is dearly —5 mine, and rang have it. 
1 deny me, fic upon your LA w-. 
There is — 17 in the Deerees of Yenice: — 7 
I'ftand for judgment; anſwZer; fhall I have it? a i 
[ 
| 


£7 ——. 


. Unleſs Pella, a Learned:Doftor, 1 
Whom I have ſeat for to determine this, 1 


Sal. My Lord, here ftays without "JOE 
A . th 
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New come from Padua. 
Duke, Bring us the Letters, call the Meſſengers. : 
Ba cheer, Anthonio; What Man, Sr ; 
The ſhall have my Fleſh, Blood, Bones, and 
Ere thou ſhalt loſe foggme one drop of Blood. 
Ant. I am a tainted Weather of the Flock, 
Mieeteſt for Death; The weakeſt kind of Fruit 
Drops earlieſt to the Ground, ſo let me. 
Lou cannot better be employ d, Baſſanio, 
Tban to live ſtill, and write mine Epitaph. 
Enter Neriſſa dreſs'd like a Lawver's Clerk, 


MI ISS TR 


Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellarioz iy 
Ner. From both, i 
* My Lord, Bellario our Grace. * 


- 


Baſſ. Why doſt thou whet thy Knife ſo earneſtly? 2 
Shy. To Cut the Forfeit from that Bankrupt there. | 
Gra. Not on thy foal, but on thy Soul, harſh Few, 
Thou mak ſt thy Knife keen; but no Metal can, 50 
No, not the Hangman's Ax, bear half the keenneſe 
Of thy ſharp Envy. Can no Prayers pierce thee? 
| Shy, No, none that thou haſt Wit wen to make. 
| Gra. O be thou Damn d, ee Dog. ; 
| And for thy Life let Juſtice be accus a 
5 Thou almoſt mak ſt me waver in my Faith, 
To hold Opinion with Pythagoras 
| That Souls of Animals infuſe themſelves n 
Into the Trunks of Men. Thy curriſh Spirit 3 
Govern'd a Wolf, who hang d tor human Slaughter, 
Even from the Gallows did his fell Soul fleet, \ . 
And whil'ſt thou layeſt in thy unhallowed Dam, 
Infurd it ſelf in thee: for thy Delires 
Are Wolfiſh, Bloody, Starv'd, and Ravenous. 
Till thou canſt rail the Seal from off my Bond, . 
C Thou but offend f thy Lungs to ſpeak fo lou. 
Repair thy Wit, good Youth, or it will fall 5 3 
To endl Ruin. I ſtand here for Law. 
Duke. This Letter from Bellario doth commend 
A Young and Learned D. * SET. Court. 
Where i is he? ©. 


*% - 
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| Yet in ſuch Rule, that the Venetian Law « 
_ Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed. | 
Tou ftand within his Danger, do you not? 2 


"Es 
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Ner. He attendeth here hard by © 3 
To know your Anſwer, whether you'll admit him ? 
Duke. With all my Heart. Some three or four of you 


So, give him courteous Conduct to this place, 


Mean time the Court ſhall hear Bellario's Letters 


Vour Grace ſhall underſſand, that at the * of oor ; 
Leiter I am very Sick: But at the Inflant that your 


Meſſenger came, in loving Viſiration was with me a young 
Doctor of Rome, his Name 1s Balthafar : I acquianited him 
with the C 5 Controverſie, between the Jew and Antho- 
nio the Merc We turn'd o'er many Books together: He 
15 furniſhed wy my Opinion, which bettered with his own 
Learning. the greatneſs whereof I cannot enough commend, 


"comes with him at 7 Importunity, to fill up your Grace's Re- 


gueſt in my ſtead. eerh yon, * his latk F Tears be no 
— WW to bet bs ack a reverend Eſtimation”: For I ne- 
ver knew ſo young 4 Body with Ws Head. I 7 bim 


to your gracious Acceptance, fe Trial ti 
2 n r 4 


Enter Portid, Dreſ#d like a DoZor ro 
Duke. You Fay. the Learn'd Bellario what he Pane 
And here, I take it, is the Doctor come: | 
Give me your hand. Came you from old * 
Por. I did, my Lord. 
Duke. You are welcome: Take your Place. 


Are you acquainted with the Difference, 4 


That holds this preſent Queſtion in the Court? D 503 


Por. I am informed throughly of the Caſe. 
Which is the Merchant here, and which the 7 

Duke. Anthonio and old Shyleck, = 

For. Is your Name Shylock? 

Shy. Shyleck is my Name. | 

Por. Of a ern ao, 


An. Ay, fo he ſays. 
| Por, Do you confeſs the Bond? 


> 


* r — t — 
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Vea, twice the Sum; if that will not ſuffice, 


Tor. It muſt not be, there is no Power in Venice 


- *Twill be recorded for a Preſident, 
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Ant. I do. 4 
Por. Then muſt the Few be merciful. WE beers BY: 
Shy. On what Compulſion muſt I? tell me that. 4 
For. The Quality of Mercy is not ſtrain'd; 
Ir dropper as the gentle Rain from Heavy n 
Upon the place beneath. It is twice bleſs d, 1 
It bleſſeth him that gives, and him that takes. 1 
'Tis Mightieſt in the Mightieſt, it becomes 


The throned Monarch better than his Crown: 
His Scepter ſhews the force of temporal Power, ' 
The Artribute to Awe and Majeſty, 15 


Wherein doth fit the Dread and Fear of Kings; 

But Mercy is above this ſceptred Sway, l 
It is enthroned in the Hearts of Kings, | 1 

It is an Attribute to God himſelf; Ji 

And earthly Power doth then ſhew likeſt God's, 4 


When Mercy ſeaſons Juſtice. Therefore, Few, i 
Tho? Juſtice be thy Pleg, conſider this, e 


That in the courſe of Juſtice none of us | 
Should ſee Salvation. We do pray for Mercy, 1 
And that ſame Prayer doth teach us all to render 
The Deeds of Mercy. | have ſpoke thus much 
Fo mitigate the Juſtice of thy Pleaz; 
Which if thou follow, this ſtrict courſe of Venice 
Muſt needs give Sentence gainſt the Merchant there. 
Shy. mw Deeds upon my Head. I crave the Law, 
The Penalty and Forfeit of my Bond. 
Por. Is he not able to diſcharge the Many ? 
Baſſ. Yes, here I tender it for him in the Court, 


* 


. —˙ UT TEST EO OE TY 
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I will be bound to pay it ten times o'er, 

On forfeit of my Hands, my Head, my Heart. 
If this will not ſuffice, it muſt appear 

That Malice bears down Truth. And I beſeech you 
Wreſt once the Law to your Authority. | © 
To do a great Right, do a little Wrong, 
And curb this cruel Devil of his Will, 


Can alter a Decree eftabliſhed. 
x 
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And many an Error by the ſame Example + 

Will ruſh into the State. It cannot be, © jp - 

Shy. A Daniel come to Judgment, yea, a Daniel. 

O wiſe young Judge, how do I honour thee! 

| Por, I pray you ſet me look upon the Bond. 

Shy. Here tis, moſt Reverend Doctor, here it is, 

Por. Shylock, there's thrice thy Mony offer'd thee. 
Shy. An Oath, an Oath, 1 have an Oath in 9 


Shall I lay Perjury upon my Soul? fy 


No, not for Venice. | | 4 
Por. Why, this Bond is forfeit, f 14 
And lawfully by this the Few may claim 


A Pound of Fleſh, to be by him cut off If 
Neareſt the Merchant's Heart. Be merciful, \ 3 
Take thrice thy Mony, bid me tear the Bond. * 

Shy. When it is paid according to the Tenure. 
It doth appear you are a worthy Judge; * 
You know the Law, your Expolition 1 
Hath been moſt ſound. I charge you by the La w-, 
Whereof you are à well-deſerving Pillar, i 
Proceed to Judgment. By my Soul I ſwear, 
There is no Power in the Tongue of Man 
To alter me, I ſtay here on my Bond. 
Ant. Moſt heartily I do beſeech the Court 
To give the Judgment. 8 
For. Why then thus it is: | 
- You muſt prepare your Boſom for his Knife. 
Shy. O noble Judge! O excellent young Man! 
| Por. For the intent and purpoſe of the Law ; 
Hath full relation to the Penalty, P 
Which here appeareth due upon the Bond. „ 
Shy. Tis very true. O wile and upright Judge, x8 
How much more elder art thou than thy Looks! 2 
Por. Therefore lay bare your Boſom. 
Shy, Ay his Breaſt, Bat | 
So lays the Bund, doth it not, noble Judge? : 
| Neareſt his Heart, thoſe are the very words. 43 
Por. It is fo. Are there Ballances here to weigh the 
Shy. I have them ready. Fleſh? 


i 
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Por. Have by ſome Su » Shylock, on your Charge, 
To ſtop his Wounds, left G ſhould bleed to Death. 3 
Shy. It is not nominated in the Bond. 

Por. It is not ſo expreſs d; but what of that ? | 

Twere good you do ſo much for Charity. | 

; 
[ 


Pa 


Shy. I cannot find it, tis not in the Bond. 
Por. Come, Merchant, have you any thing to 
Ant. But little: I am arm'd and well prepar d. 
Give me your Hand, Baſſanio, fare you well. 
Grieve not that J am fall'n to this for you: 
For herein Fortune ſhews her ſelf more kind 
Than is her Cuſtom, It is ſtill her uſe 
To let the wretched Man out-live his Wealth, 
To view with hollow Eye and wrinkled Brow 
An Age of Poverty, From which lingring Penance * 
Of ſuch a Miſery, doth ſhe cut me off. * 
Commend me to your Honourable Wife; 
Tell her the Proceſs of Ant honios end; 
Say how I lov'd you; ſpeak me fair in Death: 
And when the Tale is told, bid her be judge, 
Whether Baſſanio had not once a Love, — 44 
Repent not you that you ſhall loſe your Friend, 
And he repents not that he pays your Debt; [ 
For if the Few do cut but deep enough, | 


IIIl pay it inſtantly with all my Heart. 
Baſſ. Authonio, I am married to a Wife, | 
Which is as dear to me as Life it ſelf; {F 
But Life it ſelf, my Wife, and all the World, 17 
Are not with me eſteem'd above thy Liſe. oF 
I would loſe all, I'd facrifice them all 4k 
Here to this Devil, to deliver you. | 
Por. Your Wife would give you little thanks 
If ſhe were by to hear you make rhe Offer. 
Gra. I have a Wife whom I proteſt ] love, 
I would ſhe were in Heay'n, ſo ſhe could L Ml 
Intreat ſome Power te change this curriſh Few. 2 
Ner. Tis well yeu offer it behind her Back, ; 
The Wiſh would make elſe an unquiet Houſe. 4 
Shy. Theſe be the Chriſtian Husbands. I have. Daughter, 
Would any of the Stock of Barrabas L 
14 Had, 
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Had been her Husband, rather than a Chriſtian. [48 
We trifle time, I pray thee purſue Sentence. 

Por. A Pound of that ame Merchant's Fleſh is hind 
The Court awards it, and the Law doth give it 
Shy. Moſt righ: ful Judge. ; 
For. And you muſt cut this Fleſh from off his ede 
The eee — the Court awards it. | 

e, a Sentence, come prepare, bi 
| <4 Tarry.a — — is ſomething elſe. 1 

This Bond doth give thee here ho jot of Blood, 
The words expreſly are a Pound of Fleſh, 

Then take thy Bond, take thou thy Pound of Fleſh; 
But in the cutting it, if thou doſt ſhed 

One drop of Chriftian Blood, thy Lands and Goods 
Are by the Laws of Venice Co 1 
Unto the State of Venice. 

Gra. O upright _ FR 
Mark Few, O 99 OP 

Shy. Is that the Law? | 

Por, Thy ſelf ſnalt ſee the Act: 

For as s urgeſt uſtice, be aſſur! d 
Thou fhalt have , more than thou deſireſt. 
peg O Judge! Mark F 7 the de- 
I take this nn F 
And et the Chriſtian go. 


H the 
Pol Soft, the 7 22 bave al Jus fot, no haſte, | 


He ſhall *. * rde P 
Gra. O Few! an u Judge, a 
Por. Therefore kn thee to cut off — Fl 
Shed thou no Blood, nor cut thou leſs nor more 
But juſt a Pound of Fleſh: If thou tak ſt more 
Or leſs than a juſt Pound, be it ſo much 
As makes it light or heavy in the Subſtance, 
Or the Diviſion of the twentieth pact 
Of one Scruple; nay, if the Scale do turn 
But in the eſtimation of a Hair, | 
Thou dieft, and all thy Goods are confiſcate. 
Gre. A ſecond Daniel, a Daniel, Few. 
* Infidel, I have thee e on the Hip. 
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Per. Why doth the Few pauſe? Take thy Forfeitu! a. f 
55 Give me my Principal, and let me go. 


. 1 have it ready-for thee; here it is y 
— He hath refus d it in the open | 


| He dn eee r 


Gra. A Daniel ll y I, a ſecond Daniel. * 
I thank thee, Few, for teaching me that wort. 
Shy. Shall I not have barely my Principal ? 15 
Por. Thou ſhalt have kr Al but the Forfeiture, ' 
Te be ſo taken at thy Peril, Few. 
. Why then the Devil give him good of it: 


rm y no longer queſtion. pf 


That by direct, or indirect Attempts, . bY 


Shall ſeize on half his Goods, the other half 


Of the Defendant; and thou haſt incurr'd 
The Danger 2 by me rehears'd. 


Therefore thou muſt be hang d at the Sener Charge 


Por. Tarry, Jem, 
The Law hath yet another hold on you: 
It is enacted in the Laws of Venice, 
If it be prov'd againſt an Alien, 


He ſeek the Life of any Citizen, | 
The Party gainſt the which he doth contrixe, 


And the Offender's Life lyes in the mercy . . 

Of the Duke only, gainſt all other PRs FL 

In which Predicament 1 ſay thou ſtand'ſt: 

For it appears by manifeſt Proceeding, _ 
That indire&ly, and directly too, 1 
Thou haſt contriw d againſt the very Life 


4 ö 
Comes to the privy Coffer of the State, 4 
x 


Down therefore, and beg Mercy of the Duke. 2 
Gra. Beg that thou may ſt have leave to hang thy 

And yet thy Wealth being forfeit to the State, 

Thou haſt not left the value of a Cord, 


Duke. That thou ſhalt fee The difference of our $ lic,” 
I pardon thee thy Life before thou ack it: | 
For half thy Wealth; it is Authonio's; f 


The other half comes to the general State, 


Which humhleneſs may drive unto a Fine. 
Fer, Ay, * the State, 11 for Auihanio. 
15 
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Shy, Nay, take my Life and all, pardon not that. 
You take my Houſe when you do take the Prop | 1 
That doth ſuſtain my Houſe : You take my Life * 
When you do take the means whereby I live. > ol 
Por. What Mercy can you render him, Auhunio 11 
Gra. A Halter gratis, nothing elſe, for God's ſake. _ : 
Ant. So pleaſe my Lord, the Duke, and all the Court, 
To quit the Fine for one half of his Goods, | 
lam content, fo he will let me have 
The other half in uſe, to render it 
| 2 his Death, unto the Gentleman 
That lately ſtole his Daughter. | 
Two things provided more, that for this Fayour 
He preſently become a Chriſtian ; | 
The other, that he do record a Gift 
Here in the Court of all he dies poſſeſs d 
Unto his Son Lorenzo, and bis Daughter. 
Dake. He ſhall do this, or elſe I do recant 
Tae Pardon that I late pronounced here. | 
For. Art thou contented, Few? What doſt thou fay ? 
[ S by. I am content. 
| Por. Clerk, draw a Deed of Gift. 2 
- Shy. I pray you give me leave to go from hence; 
I am not well; ſend the Deed after me x? 
And I will figwir. ank | 
| Duke. Get thee gone, but do it. | | 
Gra. In Chriſt ning thou ſhalt have two Godfathers. 
Had | been Judge, thou ſhould'ſt have had ten more, 
To bring thee to the Gallows, not to the Font. | 
N | [Exit Shylock. 
Dube. Sir, I intreat you with me home to Dinner. 
Por. I humbly co defire your Grace of Pardon; 
I muft away this Night toward Padua, LAT 
An j it is meet I prefently fet forth. | 
Date. I am ſorry that your leiſure ſerves you not. 
Anthonio, gratific this Gentleman, 998+ ot 
For in my mind you are much bound to him. 
BY | [Exit Duke and his Train, 
wel, Moſt worthy Gentleman! 1 and my Friend 
Have by your Wikdom been this Day qcquirted | 


Of 
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Of grievous Penalties, in lieu where ' =, 
Three thouſand Ducats, due unto the Few, 1 ] | 


We freely cope your courteous Pains withal. 1 
Ant. And ſtand indebted over and above . 

In Love and Service to you evermore. h [| 
Por. He is well paid that is well ſatisfied, 1 


And I delivering you, am fatisfied, 

And therein do account my ſelf well paid; 

My Mind was never yet more mercenary. 8 
I pray you know me when we meet again, 

I wiſh you well, and fo I take my leave, | 

Baſſ. Dear Sir, of force I muſt attempt you further. 
Take ſome Remembrance of us as a Tribute, 
Not as a Fee: Grant me two things; I pray you 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me. ' | 

Por. You preſs me far, and therefore I will yield | 
Give me your Gloves, I'll wear them for your ſakes 
And for your Love I'll take this Ring from you. 
Do not draw back your Hand, I'll take no more, 
And you in love ſhall not deny me this. N 
Baſf This Ring. good Sir, alas it is a Trifle;, 7? 
F will not ſhame my {elf to give you this. 1 

Por. 1 will have nothing elſe but only this, 

And now methinks I have a mind te it. 
Baſſ. There's mere depends on this than on the due 
The deareſt Ring in Venice will I give you. 
And find it out by Proclamati n;; 

Only for this I pray you pardon me. 

Por. I ſee, Sir, you are liberal in Offers; * 
You taught me firſt to beg, and now, methinks, 
You teach me how a Beggar ſhould be anſwer' d. 3 
Ba. Good Sir, this Ring was given me by my 
And when ſhe put it on, ſhe made me vow | 
That I ſhould neither fell, nor give, nor loſe it. 

Por. That ſcuſe ſerves many Men to ſave their  ifts;, 
And-if-your Wife be not a mad Woman, 4 
And know how well I have deſerv'd this Ring, 

She wou'd not hold out Enmity for ever: 


For giring it to me. Well, Feace be with you. 
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Aub. My Lord Baſſanio, let him have the Ring- 
Let his Deſervings, and my Love withal, 

Be valu'd againſt your Wife's Commandment. 

Baſſ. Go, Gratians, run and overtake him, 
Give him the Ring, and bring him, if thou canſt, 
Unto Anthonio's ouſe: Away, make haſte. [Exit Gra. 
Come, you and I will thither preſently, 

And in the Morning early will we both | 
Fly toward Belmont; come, Anthonio. LEaeunt. 
_ « | Enter Portia and Neriſſa. 

Tor. Enquire the Few's Houſe out, give him this Deed, 
And let him fign it; we'll away to Night, | 
And be a day before our Husbands home: 

This Deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo. 

Enter Gratiano. 

Gra. Fair Sir, you are well o erta en: 

My Lord Baſſanio, upon more advice. 

Hath ſent you here this Ring, and doth intreat 

Four Company at Dinner. 
Por. That cannot be. 

His Rin 8 I accept moſt thankfully, 

1 ſo you tell _ os e Bat. 5 
pray 5 my You 9 

: ray you will Ido. 

Ney. Sir, I would ſpeak with 
Pl! ſee if I can get my Husband's 
Which I did make him ſwear to keep for ever. 1 

For. Thou may'ft, I warrant. We ſhall have old — | 
That they did give the Rings away to Men; 

But we'll out- face them and out-ſwear them too: 

Away, make haſte, thou knowy'ſt where I will ta 

*. N. Cop gies R oe? 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


SCENE Belmont. 
Enter Lorenzo and Jeſſica. 


Tor. T HE Moon ſhines bright. In ſuch a Night as * 


When the ſweet Wind did gently kiſs the Tre 
And they did make no noiſe, in ſuch a Night, | 
Treylus methinks mounted the Trojan Wall % 
And figh'd his Soul toward the Grecian Tents, 
Where Creſſed lay that Night. 

Fel. In ſuch a N ight, 
Did Thisby fearfully oer-trip the Dew, 
And ſaw the Lion's Shadow e er himſelf, 
And ran diſmay d away. ( 

Lor. In ſuch a Night, l 
Stood Dido with a Willow in her Hand | 
Upon the wild Sea-banks, and waft her Love 
To come again to Carthage, 

Feſ. In ſuch a Night, 
Medea gather'd the Inchanted Herbs 
That did renew old Æſon. 

_ In ſuch a Night, 

Did Feſſica ſteal from the 

And with an unthrift Love did run from Venice, x 
As far as Belmont. 

Feſ. In ſuch a Night 
Did young Lorenzo {wear he lov d her well, 


Stealing her Soul with many Vows of Faith, 
And ne er a true one. © 


Lor. In ſuch a Night, 
Did pretty Jeſſica (like a little Shre vr) 
Slander her Love, and he forgave it her. f 
Feſ. I would out- night yeu, did no Body come: 
Zut hark, I hear the footing of a Man. | | 
| Enter Meſſenger. 


Lor. Who comes ſo faſt, in tee of the Night? 
* * 


i 
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Lor. A Friend! What Friend? Your Name, 1 pray your 
"ne ,6 


is my Name, and 1 bring vrord 
ie Fw will 4 the break of Day 
Be There at Belmont: She doth ſtray about 
By holy Croſſes, where ſhe kneels and prays 
For happy Wedlock Hours. 
Lor. Who comes with her? 
Meſ. None but a holy Hermit and har Maid. / 
I pray you is my Maſter yet return'd? - 

Lor. He is not, nor have we yet heard from him e 
But go we in I pray thee, Feſſica, G 
And ceremoniouſly let us prepare 
Some Welcome for the Miſtreſs of the . 

Buer Launcelot. | 

Laws. Sola, ſola; wo ha, ho, ſola, ſola. 

Lor. Who call? bu, 

Laun. Sola, did ben ſee Maſter ots and Mrs Lirenzat 
Sola, ſola. 

Lor. Leave hollowing, Man: Here: 

Laim. Sola, where? where? | 

Lor. Here. 

Lawn. Tell him, there's a Poſt come from my Maſter, 
with his Horn full of good News; my Maſter will be 
here ere Morning. e 

Lor. Sweet Love, let's in, and there expect their coming, 
And yet no matter: Why ſhould we go in? 

My Friend Stephano, fignifie, I pray you, 
Within the Houſe, your Miſtreſs is at hand, - 

And bring your Muſick forth into the Air. 

How ſweet the Moon-light ſleeps upon this Bank; 
Here will we fit, and let the ſounds of Muſick. | 
Creep in our Ears; ſoft Stilneſs, and the Night. 
Become the touches of ſweet Harmony, 

Sit, Zefſica, look how the Floor of Hearn 

Is thick inlay'd with. Fatterns of bright Gold 
There's not the ſmalleſt Orb which thou beheld'ſt 
But in his Motion like an ſings. 

Still quiring to the young: ey d Ones... 
ny Harmovy 1 is in immortal. Souls; | 


E 
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But whilſt this muddy Veſture of Decay, 
Doth groſly cloſe us in, we cannot hear it. 
Come hoe, and wake Diana with a Hymn, 
With ſweereſt Touches pierce your Miſtreſs Ear, 
5 And draw her Home with Muſick, f 
Fe. I am never merry when 1 hear ſweet Muſick. - 1 
Muſick. | 4 
Tor. The Reaſon i is, your Spirits are attentive; j | 
For do but note a wild and wanton Herd, 1 
Or Race of youthful aud unhandled Colts, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and n neighing loud, 
Which is the hot Condition of their Bl 
= they but hear perchance a Trumpet ſound, 
8 Or any Ar of Muſick touch their Ears, abies | 
You perceive them make a mutual ſtand; 1 
Their ſavage Eyes turn d to a modeſt Gaze is | 
By the ſweet Power of Muſick. Therefore the Poet 
Did fain that Orpheus drew Trees, Stones, and Floods, | | 
. 


Since naught ſo ſtockiſh, hard, and full of Rage, 

But Muſick for the time doth change his Nature: 

The Man that hath no Muſick in himſelf, 

Nor is not mov'd with Concord of _ deu 

Is fit for Treaſons, Stratagems, and Spo 

The Motions of his Tr are dull as Night, q 
4 


* 2 


And his Affections dark as Erebus: 
Let no ſuch Man be truſted. Mark the Muſick. 
Enter Portia and Neriſſa. 

Por. That Light we ſee is burning in my Hal 
How far that little Candle throws his Beams; "oy 1 
So ſhines a good Deed in a naughty World. Ih > 

Ner. 'When the Moon ſhone we a0 not ſee — | 


For. So doth the greater Glory dim the leſs; 
A Subſtitute ſhines brightly as a King | | 
Until a King be by; and then his State | 1 
Empties it ſelf, as doth an inland Brook | 
Into the Main of Waters. - Mulick, hark! [Mafick: 

Ner. It is the Muſick, Madam, of your Houſe, + 

For. Nothing is good, J ſee, W ReſpeR: 
Methinks.it ſounds much ſweeter than by Day. [3 

_ Ner. Silence beſtows the Virtue on it Madam. 


= 
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For. The Crow doth ſing as ſweetly as the Lark, 
When neither is 77 4 2 ny 2 1. by 
The Nightingale, if ſhe ſhauld ting by Day, 
When _—_— Goole is cackling, would be thought 
No better a Mufician than the Wren. * 
How many things by Seaſon ſeaſon d are 
To their right Praiſe and true Perfection? 
Peace, how the Moon ſleeps with Endimion, 
And would not be awak d! 

9  Muſack ceaſes. 

Lor. That is the Voice. 
Or I am much deceiv d, of Portia. 


Per. He knows meas the blind Man knows the Cuckow, 


. By the bad Voice. 

Lor. Dear Lady, welcome Home. r 
For. We have been praying for our Husband's welfare, 
Which ſpeed, we hope, the for our Words. 

Are they return d? 

Lor. Madam, they are not yet; 
But there is come a Meſſenger before, 

To ſigniſie their coming. I 

Give Order to my Servants, that they take 

No note at all of our being abſent hence, 

Nor you Lorenzo, Feſſica nor you. | | 

Ler. Your Husband is at hand, I hear his Trumpet: 
We are no Tell-tales, Madam, fear you not. = 

Por, This Night methinks is but the Day-light ſick; 
It looks a little paler; tis a Day, 4 | 
Such as the Day is when the Sun is hid. wo 

Enter Baſſanio, Anthonio, Gratiano, and their Followers. 

Baſſ. We mould hold Day with the Antipodes, 
If you would walk in Abſence of the Sun. "F 

For. Let me give Light, but let me not be light; 
For a light Wife doth make a heavy Husband, 

And never be Baſſawo ſo from mmm . 
But God ſort all: You are welcome home, my Lord. 


Baſſ. I thank you, Madam, give welcome to my Friend; 


* — 0 
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This 1s the Man, this is Anchonio, 
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To whom I am fo infinitely bound. 
Por. You ſhould in all Senſe be much bound to Kim, 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. 

Ant. No more than I am well acquitted. of. 


Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our Houſe; | | 
It muſt appear in other ways than Words; 1 | 
Therefore I ſcant this breathing Courteſie. Fl | 

Gra. By yonder Moon 1 _ do me wrong; | 
In faith I gave it to the Judge k: {To Neriſt i | 
Would he were gelt that had it for my Part, {7 | 
Since you do take it, Love, ſo much at Heart. it 


Por. A Quarrel, hoe, already; what's the Matter? 
Gra. About a Hoop of Gold. 4 mr Ring . 1 


That ſhe did Ars me, whoſe Poe 

For all the. World like Cutler's Poetry 

Upon a Knife; Love me, and leave me not. Ty 
Ner. What talk you of the Poeſie or the Value? 

You {wore to me when I did give it you, 18 

That you would wear it till the Hour of Death, T 

And that it ſhould Iye with you in your Grave: 

Tho? not for me, yet for your vehement Oaths, 

Tou ſhould have been reſpeQiye, and have kept it. 

Gave it a Judge's Clerk! but well I know 

The Clerk | ner wear Hhir en, Fae tht hd it. | 
Gra. He will, and if he live to be a Man. 9 8 
Ner. If! if a Woman live to be a Man. 
Gra. Now by this Hand 1 = it to a Youth, 

A kind of Boy, a little Boy, 

No higher than thy ſelf, the Judge's Clerk, 

A prating Boy that begg'd it as a Fee: 

I could not for my Heart deny it him. | 

' Por, You were to blame, I muſt be plain with you, 

To part fo lightly with your Wife's firſt Gift, 

A thing ſtuck on with Oaths upon your Finger, 

And fo riveted with Faith unto your "Fleſh. 

I gave my Love a Ring, and made him ſwear 

N Never to part with it; and here he ſtands, 

I dare be ſworn to him, he would not leave i it, 
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Nor pluck it from his Finger, for the Wealth # 

That the World maſters. Now in Faith, Gratiano, 
E You 
; [ 
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- Unto the Judge that begg 


You give your Wife too unkind a Cauſe of Grief; 


And *twere to me I ſhould be mad at it. 


Baſſ. Why I were beſt to cut my lett Hand off, 4 I 


And 1twear J loſt the Ring defending it. 


Gra. My Lord Baſſanio 1 his Ring away : 11 
it, and indeed N 
Deſerv'd it too; and — the Boy, his Clerk. h 
That cook ſome Pains in Writing, be begg'd mine, 
And neither Man nor Maſter would take ought 
But the two Rings. | ; 

Por. What Ring gave you, my Lord? 

Nor that, 1 boys, which you receiv'd of me, 1 

Baſſ. | fl could add a Lie unto a Fault, | i 
I would deny it; but you ſee my Finger 10 
Hath not the Ring upon it, it is gone. 

For. And even ſo void is your falſe Heart of aac 
By Heav'n, I will ne'er come into your Bed | wy 
Until 1 fee the Ring. | ; 

Ner. Nor I in yours, ill 1 again ſee mine. 

Baſſ Sweet Portia, 

If you did know to whom I gave the Ring, 
If you did know for whom 1 gave the Ring, "T+4 
And would conceive for what I gave the Ring, 2 
And hew unwillingly 1 left the Ring. 4 
hen nought d be accepted but the Ring, 
ou would abate the of your Düker 
Por. If you had known t Virtue of the Ring, - 
Or half bs Worthineſs that gave the Ring, i 
Or your own Honour to contain the Ring, 
You would not then have parted with the Ring. 
What Man is there ſo much unreaſonable, 
If you had pleas'd to have defended it 
With any Terms of Teal, wanted the . 
To urge the thing held as a Ceremony? 
Neriſſa teaches me what to believe; 
I'll die for't,- but ſome Woman had the Ring. 
Baſſ No, by mine Honeur, Madam, by my Soul, 
No Woman had it, but a civil. Doctor, 
Which did refuſe three thouſand Ducats of me +. 
And begg'd the Ring; the which I did deay bim, 0 


. 
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5 "418 
And ſuffer'd him to go diſpleas d away; F 
Even he that had held up the very Lite 

Oft my dear Friend. What ſhould I ſay, ſweet Lady? 
I was inforc'd to ſend it after him; | 

I was beſet with Shame and Courteſſe; 

My Honour would not let Ingratitude 2 
So much beſmear it. Pardon me, good Lady, 
And by theſe bleſſed Candles of the Night, 

Had you been there, I think you would have begg ed 
The Ring of me, to give the worthy Doctor. 1 
Por. Let not that Doctor e er come near my Houſe, 


e eee e 


Since he hath got the Jewel that I lov'd, . | 

And that which you did ſwear to keep for me: 5 

1 éwill become as liberal as you, oP 

I'll not deny him any thing I have, | 6 

No, not my Body, nor my Husband's Bed; | 

Know him 1 ſhall, 1 am well ſure of it. | | 

. 65 not a Night from Home; watch me like Argos: | 

If you do not, if I be left alone, t 

No by mine Honour, which is yet mine own, 

' Pl have the Doctor for my. Bedfellow. 

Ne. And [I his Clerk; therefore be well advis'd' 

How you do leave me to mine en Protection. 
Gra. Well, do you ſo; let me not take him then; 

For if I do, I'll mar the young Clerk's Pen. 

Ant. I am th*unhappy Subject of theſe Quarrels. | 
Por. Sir, grieve not you, / 
You are 58 notwithſtanding. - 5 

Baſſ. Portia, forgive me this enforced Wrong, 
And in the hearing oi theſe many Friends, > 
I ſwear to thee, even by thine own fair E ＋ 
Wherein I ſee my ſelf — | 
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Por. Mark you but that! 
In both mine Eyes he doubly ſees himſelf, 
In each Eye one; ſwear by your double ſelf, 
And there's an Oath of Credit! 
Bafſ. Nay, but hear me: 
Pardon this Fault, and by my Soul I ſwear, - | | 
I never more will break an Oath with thee. 1 


- 
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Ant. I once did lend my Body for thy Wealth, [To Baſſ. 
Which but for him that had your Husband's Ring [ Io Por. 
Had quite miſcarry d. I dare be bound again, 

Hg My Soul upon the Forfeit, that your Lor 
Will never more break Faith adviſedly. DET 
Per. Then you ſhall be his Surety ; give him this, 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 0 
Ant. Here Lord Baſſanio, ſwear to keep this Ring. 
Baſſ. By Heav'n it is the ſame I gave the Doctor. 
Ter. I had it of him: Pardon me, Baſſanio; | 
For by this Ring the Doctor lay with me. 
Ner. 4nd pardon me, my gentle Gratiano, 
For that ſame ſcrubbed. Boy, the Doctor's Clerk, 
In lieu of this, laſt Night did lye with. me. 
Gra. Why, this is like the mending of ig ways 
In Summer, where the Ways are fair enough : 
What, are we Cuckolds ere we have deſery'd it? 
For. Speak not ſo groſly; you are all amaz d; 
Here is a Letter, read it at your Leiſure; 
It comes from Padua from Bellario: a 
There you ſhall find that Porzis was the Doctor, 
— there her Clerk. Loranxo here, 
witneſs I ſet forth as ſoon as you, 
And but even now return d: I have not yet 
Entred my Houſe, . Anthonio, you are welcome, 
And I have better News in ſtore for you | 
Than you expect; unſeal this Letter ſoon, il 
There you ſhall find three of your: Argoſies it 
Are richly came to Harbour ſuddenly. 270 
You ſhall not know: by what ſtrange Accident # 
I chanced on this Letter. 72 „ 
Ant. I am dumb. * 4 
Baſſ. Were you the Doctor, and I knew you not? 
Gra. Were you the Clerk that is to make me Cuckold? 
Ner. Ay, but the Clerk that never means to do it. 
- Unleſs he live until he be a Man. . 
Baſſ. Sweet Doctor, you ſhall be my Bedfellow; 
When I am abſent, then lye with my Wife. 4 
Ant. Sweet Lady, you ins given me Life and Living; 
For here I read for certain, that my Ships * 
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Are ſafely come to Rhodes. | ; 
Por. How now, Lorenzo? 
My Clerk hath ſome good Comforts too for you. 
Ner. Ay, and I! give them him without a Fee. 
There do I give to you and Feſſica, | 
From the rich Few, a ſpecial Deed of Gift, 


After his Death, of all he dies poſſeſs'd of. 


Loy. Fair Ladies, you drop Manna in the way 
Of ſtarved People. 

Por. It is almoſt Morning, 

And yet I am ſure you are not fatisfy'd 
Of theſe Events at full. Let us go in, 
And charge us there on Interrogatories, 
And we will anſwer all things faithfully. 

Gra. Let it be ſo: the firſt Interrogatory 
That my Neriſſa ſhall be ſworn on, is, 
Whether till the next Night ſhe had rather ſtay, 
Or go to Bed; now being two Hours to Day. 
But were the Day come, I ſhould wiſh it dark, 


*Till © were couching with the Doctor's Clerk. 


Well, while I live, II fear no other thing 


So ſore, as keeping ſafe Neriſſas Ring. ¶ Exeunt omnas. 
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William, anosber Clown, in Love with Audrey, 


Audrey, 4 Country Wench. | 1 


| Dramatis Perſonz. 


— 4 A 


U KE of U- 
Frederick, Brother to the Duke, and Uſer: 
per of bis Dakedom. 


ax Lords attending upon the Duke in 4 


Janus, Banmifſhment. 4 
Beu, A 2 attending on Frederick. of 2 
Oliver, East Sow to Sir Rowland de * who 

bad formerly been a Servant of the Duke. * ©" 
Bhaal, | Younger Brothers to Oliver. i. F 
Adam, af old Sernüat of Sir Rowland de Boys, 

uo following the Fortunes of Orlando. 


Dennis, Servax: zo Oliver. 4 
Charles, A Wreſtler, and n to the Uſurping 


Dake Frederick. 
Touchſtone, a Clown attending on Calla and Bo- 


fſalind. 
5 Corin, @ Shepherd 


Sylvius, 2580 
A Clown, in Love with Audrey. ? 


Sir Oliver Mar-text, a Country Curate. 


Roſalind, Danghter to tbe Dake, 
Celia, Danghrer 40 Frederick. 5 9 
Phoebe, a berdeſs, © 1 gc 


Lords belonging to to the two Dukes, with Pages, | " 


Foreſters, and other Attendants, 15 

The SCENE her frſt near Oliver's Houſe, || © 
and afterwards partly in the Duke's Court, | © 
and partly in 1 Arden. 1: 
£47 3y80/) 3 bor ; 
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A CT Il. SCENE I. [ 
1 CEN E an Orebard. go 
Enter Orlando and Adam. | 


ORLANDO. - N 


— 1 remember, Adam, it was upon this 
“F Faſhion bequeath'd me by Will, but a 
SI A poor Thouſand Crowns, and as thou, 
WAR | iy, charg'd my Brother on his Ble-k 
N= ſing to breed me well; and there be- 
DP CPD ES Sins my Sadneſs: My Brother Faques | 
— ͤ— ie keeps at School, and Report ſpeaks 
goldenly of his Profit; for my part he keeps me ruſtically 9 
at home, or to ſpeak more properly, ſtays me here at home » 
unkept; for call you that Keeping 2 a Gentleman of my 
Birth, that differs not from the Stalling of an Ox? His 


Horſes are bred better, for beſides that they are fair with | + 
their fran they are taught their Manage, and to that | 
end Riders dearly hired : But I, his Brother, gain nothing 
under him but Growth, for the which his Animals on his 
Dunghills are as much bound ta him as I. Beſides this 
Nothing that he ſo plentifully gives me, the Something 
that Nature gave me, his Countenance ſeems to take 
from me, He lets me feed with his Hinds, bars me the 4 
V OL. II. i ; K place 


will no longer endure it, tho yet I know no wiſe Re- 
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of a Brother, and as much as in him 3 mines 
my Gentility with my Education. This is it, Adam, that 

eves me, and the Spirit of my Father, which I think 
is within me, begins to mutiny againſt this Servitude. 1 


medy how to avoid it. 
Enter Oliver. 


Alam. Yonder _ my Maſter, your Brother. } 
Orla Go apart, Alam, and thou ſhale hear how he wi 
ſhake me up. v4 


Oli. Now, Sir, os make you here? 

Orla. Nothing: IL am. not taught to make any ) 

Oli. What mar you _ Sir? '" 

Orla; Marry, Sir, I am N you to mar that ich. 
God wade, ' a 'poor unworthy Brother of yours, * 
Idleneſs. 4 

2 Marry, Sir, be better employ d, and be naug 
while. | 
Orla, Shall | heep-yourtlogr axadlcartwika wich th 


What Prodigal Portion have I ſpent, that I ſhould * 


to ſuch Penury ? 
Oli. Know you where you are, Sir? 
Orla. O, Sir, very well; here in your Orchard. 
Oli. Know you before whom, Sir? 
Orla. Ay, better than him I am before knows 


know you are my eldeſt Brother, and in the gentle Gon- 


dition of Blood you ſhould ſo know me: The Courtelie | 
of Nations allows you my better, in that you are the Firſt 


Born; but the ſame Tradition takes not away my Blood, 


were there twenty Brothers betwixt us; I have as much 
of my Father in me, as you; albeir, I confeſs your Fo- 
ming before me is nearer to his Reverence. . 
i. What Boy! 9 
Ons; Come, come, elder Brother, you are too young 


in this. 


Ol. Wilt thou lay Hands on me; Villain? 
Orla. I am no Villain: I am the Youngeſt Son of Sir 
Rowland: de Boys, he was my Father, and he is thrice a 
Villain that ſays ſuch a Father begot Villains. Wert thou 
act my Brother, I weuid not Urn this Hand from thy 


ES N 


. 


21% 
Throat, till this other had pull'd out thy Tongue for - f 
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ing ſo; thou haſt rail'd on thy ſelf. | k 
Adam. Sweet Maſter, be patient, for your Father's Re- 
membrance, be at Accord. . 2 


J 


Oli. Let me go, I ſay. #:-: 
Orla. I will not 'till I pleaſe: You ſhall hear me. Myr 
Father charg'd you in his Will to give me good Educati-F? 
on: You have train d me up like a Peaſant, obſcuring aid 
hiding from me all Gentleman-like Qualities; the Spirir 
of my Father grows ſtrong in me, and I will no longer 
endure it: Therefore allow me ſuch Exerciſes as may be- | 
come a Gentleman, or give me the poor Allottery my | 
Father left me by Teſtament; with that I will go buy 
my Fortunes. | Ki 
Oli. And what wilt thou do? when that is ſpent? 
Well, Sir, get you in. I will not long be troubled with 
you: You ſhall have ſome part of your Will, I pray you 
leave me. : | 
Orla, I will no further offend you, than becomes me 
for my good. . 
Oh. Get you with him, you old Dog. bs 
Adam. ls old Dog my Reward? Moſt true, I have 
loſt my Teeth in your Service: God be with my old Ma- i 
ſter, he would not have ſpoke ſuch a word. | 
FS] | Exe. Orlando and Adam! 
oli. Is it even ſo? Begin you to grow upon me? I will 
Phylick your Rankneſs, and yet give no thouſand Crowns; 
neither, Holla, Dennis 
Euter Dennis, 


Den. Calls your Worſhip? | | 

Oli. Was not Charles, the Duke's Wreſtler, here to ſcak if 
with me? a 1 

Den. So pleaſe you, he is here at the door, and impor- f | 
tunes Acceſs to-you. : | 8 f 

Oli. Call him in; cwill be a good way; and to morrow ; 
the Wreſtling is. | | 


Enter Charles. 
Char. Good Morrow to your Worſhip. 
Oli. Good Monſicur Charles, what's the new News at 
the new Court? | 
| K 2 Char 0 
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Char. There's no.News at the Court, Sir, but the od 
News; that is, the old Duke is baniſh'd by his younger 


5 Brother the new Duke, and three or four loving Lords 


have put themſelves into a voluntary Exile with him,? 
whoſe Lands and Revenues enrich the new Duke, there 
fore he gives them good leave to wander. 743 
oli. Can you tell if Roſalind, the Duke's Daughter, be 
baniſh'd with her Father? gs of - 
Cha. O no; for the Duke's Daughter her Couſin fo loves © 
her, being ever from their Cradles bred together, that ſhe . 
would have followed her Exile, or have died to ſtay be- 
hind her; ſhe is at the Court, and no leſs beloved of her 
Unkle, than his- own Daughter, and never two Ladies lo- 
ved as they do. | 1 
Oli. Where will the old Duke live? | 
Cha. They ſay he is already in the Foreſt of Arden, and 
a many merry Men with him; and there they live like the 
old Robin Hood of England; they ſay many young Geatle- 
men flock to him every day, and fleet the time carcleſly, 
as they did in the golden World, | 1 
Oli. What, you wreftle to morrow be fore the new Duke? 
Cha. Marry do I, Sir, and 1 come to acquaint you with 
a matter: I am given, Sir, ſecretly to underſtand, that your. 
younger Brother Orlando hath a diſpoſition to come in 
diſguis d againſt me to try a Fall; to morrow, Sir, | wreſtle 
fot my Credit, and he that eſcapes me without ſome broken 
Limb, ſhall acquit him well; your Brother is but young 
and tender, and for your Love I would be loath to foil 
him, as I muſt for mine own Honour if he come in; 
therefore out of my love to you, I came hither to acquaint 
you withal, that either you might ſtay him from his In- 
tend ment, or brook ſuch Diſgrace well as he ſhall run in- 
to, in that it is a thing of his, n ſearch, and altogether 
againſt my Will. F . 
Oli. Charles, I thank thee for thy Love to me, which 
thou halt find I wil moſt kindly re quite: 1 had my ſelf 
notice ot my Brother's Purpoſe herein, and have by under- 
hand means laboured to diſſuade him from it; but he is 
reſolute. I tell thee, Charles, he is the ſtubborneſt young 


Fellow of France, full of Ambition, an envious Emulator 
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ver againſt me his natural Brother; therefore uſe thy D 


tbee till he hath ta en thy Life by ſome indirect means 


vice, of all ſorts 1 beloved, and indeed ſo muc þ. 


thing remains, but that 1 Kindle the Boy thither, high 
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of every Man's Parts. a ſecret and villanous Contr | 


cretion ; I had as lief thou didſt break his Neck as his Fits 
ger. And thou wert beſt look too't; for if thou doſt hi 
any ſlight Diſgrace, ar if he do not mightily grace hi 
ſelf on thee, he will practiſe againſt, thee by Poiſon, to 
entrap thee by ſome treacherous Device, and never leave 
q 
other: For I afſure thee, and almoſt with Tears ] hea} | 
it, there is not one ſo young and fo villanous this da 
living. 1 ſpexk but brotherly of him; but ſhould I Anat. 
mize him to thee, as he is, I muſt bluſh and weep, a 
thou muf# look pale and wonder. | 
Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you: If 
come te morrow, III give him his Pay ment; if ever 
go alone again, I'll never wreſtle for Prize more; and ff 
God keep your Worſhip. | Exit. 
Oli. Fare wel, good Charles. Now will I ſtir this Game 
ſter: J hope I ſhall fee an end of him; for my Soul, yet 
know not why, hates nothing more than he; yet he's 
gentle, never ſchool d, and yet learned, full of noble De- 


the Heart of the World, and eſpecially of my own Peg; 
ple, who beſt know him, that 1 am altogether miſpriſe 
ut it ſhall not be ſo long; this Wreftler fhall clear all: 


now I'll go about. T8 
1 

SCENE Il. The Dake's Palace. If 

Eater Roſilind and Cela. 

Cel. 1 pray thee, Roſalind, ſweet my Coz, be merry 


© Rof. Dear Celia, I ſhow more Mirth than I am Miſtr/ 


A 


5 
of; and would you yet I were merrier? unleſs you cor 1 
a 


teach me to forget a baniſh'd Father, you muſt not 

me how to remember any extraordinary Pleaſure. 
Cel. Herein I fee thoulov'ſt me not with the full wei 
that I love thee; if my Unkle, thy baniſhed Father, Nd 
baniſhed thy Unkle, the Duke my Father, ſo thou hade 

been ſtill with me, I could have taught my Love to 5 
- | | K 3 th 
| | 
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thy Father for mine; ſo would'&t thou, if che truth of thy 
love co me were ſo righteouſly temper'd, as mine is to 


Rofſ. Well, I will forget the Condition of my Eſtate, 
to rejoice in ours. gh 1 
_ Cel. You know my Father hath no Child but I, nor 
none is like to have, and truly when he dies thou ſhalt © 
be his Heir; for what he hath taken away from thy Fa- 
ther perforce, I will render thee again in Affection; by 
mine Honour I will, and when I break that Oath, let me 
turn Monſter: Therefore, my ſweet Roſe, my dear Roſe | 
| be merry. 1 1 
Rof. From henceforth I will, Cor. and deviſe Sport? 
Let me ſee, what think you of falling in Loye! 5 
Cel. Marry, I prethee do, to make ſport withal; but love 
no Man in good earneſt, nor no further in Sport neither, 
than with ſafety of a pure Bluſh thou may'ſt in Honour 
come off again. . 
Roſ. What ſhall be the Sport then? ; 
| Cel. Let us fit and mock the good Houſewife Fortune 
from her Wheel, that her Gifts may henceforth be be- 
 Rtowed equally. | | itt 
R. I would we could doſo; for her Benefits are migh- 
tily miſplaced, and the bountiful blind Woman doth moſt 
miſtake in her Gifts to Women. | 3 
Cel. Tis true, for thoſe that ſhe makes fair, ſhe ſcarce _ 
makes honeſt; and thoſe that ſhe makes honeſt, ſhe makes 
very ill favoured. | 8 
Ro. Nay, now thou goeſt from Fortune's Office to 


Nature's: Fortune reigns in Gifts of the World, not inthe 
Lineaments of Nature. 23+", 
Enter Clown, © +: 


Cel. No; when Nature hath made a fair Creature, ma 
ſhe not by Fortune fall into the Fire? Tho' Natuce hath 
iven us Wit to flout at Fortune, hath not Fortune ſent 

in this Fool to cut off this Argument? : 
Roſ. Indeed, there is Fortune too hard for Nature, when 
Fortune makes Nature's Natural, the Cutter off of Na- 
ture's Wit. 0 | 
Cel. Peradventure this is not Fortunes Work neither, 
but Nature's, who perceiving our natural Wits too _ to 
reaſon 


— 


} 
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reaſon of ſuch Goddeſſes, hath ſent this Natural for our 


Whetſtone: For always the Dulneſs of the Fool, is : 


the Whetſtone * the Wits. How now, whither wander 
you? . 


Cel. Were you =. the Meſſenger? [ous 
Clo. No by mine Honour, but I was bid to come for 

Sh, Where learned you that Oath, Fool? N 
Of a certain Knight, that ſwore by his Honour the 

ere good Pancakes, and ſwore by his Honour the Mu 

fard was nought: Now [I'll ſtand to it, the Pancakes we 


naught, and the Muſtard was good, and yet was not the. 
Knight forſworn. 
Cel. How prove you that in the great Heap 5 =y 


Knowledge? 
= Ay marry, now unmuzzle your Wiſdom. 
Stand you both forth now; ſtroke your Chins jan 
ſwear by Rn Beards that 1 am a Knave. 
Cel. By our Beards, if we had them, thou art. | 
Clo. By my Knavery, if I had it, then 1 wee; but) 
you ſwear by that that is not, you are not forſworn; 
more was this Knight ſwearin by bis Honour, for he nh 
ver had any or if de had, be had Cirorm 7 it away, befoi 
ever he aw thoſe Pancakes, or that Muſtard. we. 
Cel. Prethee, who is that thou mean'ſt ? 4 
Clo. One that old Frederick your Father loves. e 
Ro/. My Father's Love is enough to honour him enoug 1; 
k no ons, of him, you'll be whipt tor Taxation * e 


of theſe Days. 1. 


| Clo. The more pity that Fools may not ſpeak 
what wiſe Men do fooliſh! 

Cel. By my Troth thou Nya true; for ſince the li 
Wit that Fools have was ſilenc d, the little Foolery tfat 
wiſe Men have makes a great Shew: Here comes Mon- 
ſieur Le Ben. 


Enter Le Beu. | ; ' 
_ Rof. With his Mouth full of News. . 
v Which he will put on Us, as Pigeons feed tt tr 


K 4 


Is Then hal we be News und | * 


Ts 
” «£ 


I 
Clo. Miſtreſs, you muſt come away to your Father. | 


33 
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Cel. All the better, we ſhall be the more marketable. 
Bon. jour, Monſieur le Beu, what News? 
Le Ben. Fair Princeſs, | 
You have loſt much Sport. 
Cel. Sport; of what Colour ? 
* | 
Ro. As Wit and Fortune will. 
Lilo. Or as the Deftinies decrees, 
Cel. Well ſaid, that was laid on with a Trowel. 
Clo. Nay, if I keep not my Rank —— 
© Rof. Thou loſeſt thy old Smell. 


Te Ben. You amaze me, Ladies: I would have told you ; 


of good Wreſiling. which you have loſt the Sight of. 
_ Roſe, Yet tell vs the manner of the Wreſt'ing, 


Le Ben. What Colour, Madam? How ſhall I anſwer | | 


Le Beu. I will tell you the Beginning, and if it pleaſe 5 
your Lady ſhips, you may ſee the End, for the beſt is yet 
to do, and here where you are, they are coming to per- 


form it. - | 
Cel. Well, the beginning that is dead and buried. 
Te Ben. There comes an old Man and his three Sons. 


Cel. 1 would match this beginning with an old Tale. 


© Le Ben. Three proper young Men of excellent Growth 
and Preſence. * 


Roſ: With Bills on their Necks: Be it known unto all 


Men by theſe Preſents. a 

Le Ben. The eldeſt of the three wreſtled with Charles 
the Duke's Wreſtler, which Charles in a Moment threw 
him, and broke three of his Ribs, that there is little Hope 
of Life in him: So he ſerv'd the ſecond, and fo the third: 
Yonder they lye, the poor old Man their Father making 
ſuch pitiful Dole over them, that all the Beholders take his 
Part with weeping. - | 

Rof. Alas! * | 

Clo. But what is the Sport, Monſieur, that the Ladies 
have loſt? 5 | 
Le Ben. Why this that 1 ou of, RES 

Cloe. Thus Men grow wiler every Day. It is the firſt 


time that ever I heard breaking of Ribs was Sport for 
| Cel, 


Ladic s. 6 
* 

: ys 

a 


* 


— 
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* Ea. Or I. I promiſe thee. 5 iﬀ 
Ro But is there any elſe longs to ſee this broken M. 
ſick in his Sides ? Is there yet another doats upon Ri 
breaking? Shall we ſee this wxeſtling, Coutin ? 

Le Ben You muſt if you ſtay here, for here is t 
1825 appointed for — and they are ready to 
form it. ; | | 
Cel Yonder ſure they are coming: Let us now ſtay 
and ſee it, 0 


Flouriſh, Enter Duke Frederick, Lords; Orlando, Charles. 


and Attendants, | ? 
Duke. Come on, ſince the Youth will not be entreated»- 
His own Peril on his for wardneſs-. 4 
Roſ. Is yonder the Man? 1 


Te Beu. Even he, Madam. , 
Cel. Alas, he is too young; yet he looks ſucceſsfully, © 
Duke. How now, Daughter and Couſin; 1 

Are you crept hither to ſee the Wreftling? , - . 

Ko. Ay, my Leige, ſo pleaſe you give us leave. i 
Duke, You will take little Delight in it, I can tell you, 

there is ſuch odds in the Man : In Pity of the Challenger 

Youth, I would feign diſſuade him, but he will not by 


entreated. Speak to him, Ladies, ſee if you can mo 
hi ; 


. 
* 
* 


m. | 
Gel. Call him hither, good Monſieur Le Ben. My 
Dube. Do ſo; I'll not be by. 

Te Beu. Monſieur the Challenger, the Princeſs calls foi 


ou. | 
; Orla. J attend her with all Reſpe& and Duty. f 
- Roſ. Young Man, have you challeng'd Charles the 
Wreltler? | | * 
Orla. No, fair Princeſs; he is the General Challenger, I 


come but as cthers do, to try with him the Strength of 
my Vouth. | | "y 
Cel. Young Gentleman, your Spirits are too bold for 


our Years : You have ſeen cruel Proof of this. Man's 
trength. If you ſaw your ſelf with your own Eyes, or 
knew your ſelf with your judgment, the fear of your 
Adventure would counſel you to a more equal Enterpriſe. 
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We pray you for your own Sake to embrace your own 
Safety, and give oyer this Attempt. ; 

Rofl. Do, young Sir, your Reputation ſhall not therefore 

be miſpriſed; we will make it our Suit to the Duke, that 
the Wreſtling might not go for ward. 

Orla. 1 beſee vou puniſh me not with your 
Thoughts, wherein I confeſs me much guilty to deny 

fair and excellent Ladies any thing. But let your fair Eyes 
and gentle Wifhes go with me to my Trial, wherein if 1 

be foil'd, there is but one ſham'd that was never gracious ; 
if kilfd, but one dead that is willing to be ſo: I ſhall do 
my Friends no wrong. for I have none to lament me; 
the World no Injury, for in it I have nothing; oy in 
the World ] fill up a Place, which may be better ſupply'd, 
when I have made it empty. 42 
Rof. The little Strength I have, I would it were with 
vou. 305 | 
Col. And mine to eck out hers. 
Rof. Fare you well; pray Heay'n I be decei d in you. 
Cel, Your Heart's . be with oe bs * , 
Char. Come, where is this youn nt, that is ſo de- 
Ffiraus to he with his Mother Earth 1 
Orla. Ready Sir, but bis Will bath in it a more modeſt 
working. | | ne, Hae, 
Duke. Lou ſhall try but one Fall. 

- Char. No, I warrant your Grace you ſhall nor entreat 
him to a ſecond, that have fo mightily perſuaded him 
from a firſt. | Ry 

Orla. You mean to mock me after; you ſhould not 

have mockt before; but come your ways. A 

Roſ. Now Hercules be thy ſpeed, young Man. 

Cel I would I were inviſible, to catch the ſtrong Fel. 
low by the Leg. [They Wreſtle, 

Rof. O excellent young Man! | 

Cel, If I had a Thunderbolt in mine Eye, I can tell 


Duke No more, no more. [Charles is thrown, 
Orla, Yes, I beſeech your Grace, I am not yet well 

breathed. | 7 . 
Duale. How do'ſt thou, Charles: b 
* | Le Bess, 


„c 


II you do keep your Promiſes in Love. 
But juſtly as you have exceeded all in P. romiſe, 


Sßball we go, Coz? N 


ty 
"4 


4 


Let us go thank him, and encourage him; 
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Tie Ben, He cannot ſpeak, my Lord. 


Duke. Bear him away. _ CRY, 14 


What is thy Name, young Man ? Mes h 
EC. Logs. 100 yore San of Se Fowe | | 
Win 
| Date. Þ crould thou hadſt been Son to ſome Man elſe; I 
The World eſteem'd thy Father honourable, ö 
But I did find him ſtill mine Enemy: $25 | 
Thou ſhould'ſt have better pleas'd me with this Deed, | 
Hadſt thou deſcended from another Houſe. p28." | 
But fare thee well, thou art a gallant Youth, | 1 
I would thou hadſt told me of another Father. © 
Exit Duke. | 
Cel. Were 1 my Father, Coz, would I do this? z 


Orla. I am more proud to be Sir Rowlands Son, 
His youngeſt Son, and would not change that Calling 


Io be adopted Heir to Frederick. 1 


Rof. My Father loy'd Sir Rowland as bis Soul, 
And all the World was of my Father's Mind: 
Had I before known this young Man his Son. 
I ſhould have given him Tears unto Entreaues, 
Ere he ſhould thus have ventur d. 
Cel. Gentle Couſin, * 


My Father's rough and envious Diſpoſition 


Sticks me at Heart. Sir, you have well deſery'd, 


Your Miſtreſs ſhall be happy. 


Rof. Gentleman, 
Wear this for me; one out of Suits with Fortune, 


That could give more, but that her Hand lacks Means. 


Cel. Ay, fare you well, fair Gentleman. 105 

Orla. Can I not fay, I thank you? My better Parts ; 
Are all thrown down, and that which here ſtands up. - 
Is but a Quintine, a more lifeleſs Block. an 

Rof. He calls us back: my Pride fell with my Fortunes. 
ll ask him what he would. Did you call Sw? £ 
sin, you have wreſtled well, and overthrown J 
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8 Thus mut F from the Smoke into the nch 


More than your Enemies. 

Cel. Will. you $0, _ 7 1 3 

Have with you: well. * 
Le a 175 Py 4. Exe. Roſ. and Cel. 
Orla. What Paſſion hangs theſe Weights upon my 
Tongue? 
I caniot ſpeak to her; yet ſhe urg d Conference. 
Enter Le Beu. 
O poor Orlando! thou art overthrown ; 
Or Charles, or ſomething weaker, maſters thee. | 
Te Ben. Good Sir, I Jo in Friendſhip. counſel you 
To leave this Place: Albeit you have deſerv'd . 
High Commendation, true Applauſe, and Love; 
Yet ſuch is now the Duke's Condition, 
That he miſconſters all that you have done. 
The Duke is humorous ; what he is indeed 
re ſuits you to conceive, than me to ſpeak of. 
Orla. I thank you Sir, and pray you tell me this, 

Which of theſe two-was Daughter of the Duke, 
That here was at the Wreſtling ? nh 

Le Bew. Neither his Daughter, if we judge by Manners; 
But yet indeed the ſhorter is his Daughter; 
The other is Daughter to the baniſh'd Duke, 


And here detain'd by her uſtrping Unkle 


To keep bis W Company, whoſe Loves 
Are dearer than the natural Bond of Siſters: 


But I can tell you, that of late this Duke 


Hath ta en Diſpleaſure gainſt his gentle Niece, 
Grounded uf no other Argument, 

But that the People praiſe her for her Virtues, 
And pity her far her old Father's ſake; 


And on ty Life, his Malice gainſt the Lady | 
- WillYaddenly break forth. Sir, fare you well, 35 


Hee in a better World than this, wx | 
I mall deſire more Love and Knowledge of you. [Exis. 
Orka. 7 much bound en to Tote Firs 3 * 2 
| z | 
From Tyrant Duke; unto à Tyrant Brother: | i 
Bit keayuly Roſalind? a [Exit. 
rannte 
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ü >: |} 


9 

t 
1 Enter Celia and Roſalind. | | 
© Cel. why Couſin, why Roſalind ; e, 7 


ta WO 


© Rof. 3 ! 
Cel. No, thy words are too precious to be caſt away 7 
pon Curs, throw ſome of them at me; come, lame me 
Vith Reaſons. 

Ro. Then there were two Couſins laid up, when the 
obe ſhould be lam d with Reaſons, and the other mad 


12 any. - . 
— But is all this for your Father? 2 | 


Roß No, ſome of it is for my Father's Child. Oh how 
full of Briers is this working-Day-world. 
Cel. They are but Burs, Couſin, thrown-upon thee * | 


Holiday Foolery; if we walk notin the trodden Paths, il 
2 Petticoats will catch them. 


Koſ. I could ſhake them OP Coat; theſe Burs 


in y Heart. | | 
1 Hem 3 4 
Roſ. I would try, i Lendicry Memo n 
gs Come, come, wreſtle with thy Affections. 9 


Roſ. © they take the Part of a better Wreſtler than m 


Cel. O, a good Wiſh upon you; you will try in time i 

leſpight of a Fall;. but turning — ou out of Service, 
t us talk in good earneſt: Is it poſſible on ſuch a ſudden 

you ſhould fall into ſo ſtrong a liking with old Sir 

and's youngeſt Son? 

{1 Ref. The Duke my Father lov'd his Father dearly. 

Cel. Doth ittheretoreenſue that you ſhould love his 

dearly? By this kind of Chaſe I ſhould hate him, for m 4 
ather hated his Father dearly ; yet I hate not . gw 1 

No. No Faith, hate him not for my Sake. 1 

| Cel Why ſhould I not? Doth he — deſerve well? 

Enter Duke with Lords. I 

Re. Let me love him for that, and do you loye kim 

| TS Look, here comes. the Duke. | * 


i 


Let me the Knowled 


Cel. With his Eyes full of Anger. 
Duke. Miſtreſs, difpateh you with your ſafeſt * 
_ you from our Court. 
. Me, Uncle: N 


Within theſe ten Days if that thou bee'ſt found 


So near our publick l __—_ 
Thou Get tori. 


N 1 do heſecch your 
ang my fmy Fault bear wich me: 


If with my ſelf 1 Intelligence, 
Or have Acquaintance with my own Deſtres, 
If that I do not dream, or be not frantick, 


As I do truft I am not, then dear Uncle, 


Never { much as in « Thought ugborn 
Did I offend your Highneſs. 


Me. Thus do all Traitors, 


If cheir Purgation did conſiſt in Words, 


They are as innocent as Grace it ſelf: 


* it ſuſſice ther that 1 truſt thee not. 


Ro. Yet your Miſtruſt can not make me a Traitor; 


Tell me whereon the likelihood depends. 
* e thy Facher's Daughter, there's e- 


took his Dukedom, 


n 


| So was I when your +7 unearth oe him; 


Treaſon is not inherited, my Lo 
Eng 26% 90-077 Ter Ave 
What's that to me, my Father was no Traitor: 
Then good my Liege, miſtake me not ſo much, 
To think my Poverty is treacherous. 
Cel. Dear Soveraign hear me ſpeak. 
- Duke, Ay Culia, we ſtaid her for your fake, 
Elie had ſhe with her Father ra ob | 
Cal. 1 did not then entreat to 1 5 
It was your Pleaſure, and your own Rem 
I was too young that time to value her, 
But now I know her; if ſhe be a Traitor, 
* Roſ xe an In we ſtill have flept together, 
TOI wan; plaid, oat together, - 


And 


* 
W 
oY 
15 


4. Jou Lit it. 2 
And whereſoe er we went, N Swans, A 
Still we went coupled and in | 
Duale. She is too ſubtle for thee, — her eee 
Her very m— 1 her ome 
Speak to the People, they 
{Thou art a 8 robs thee POT; Name, 
And thou wilt ſhow more bright, and ſeem more vi ' 
When ſhe is gone; then open not ty Lips, 
Firm and irrevocable is my Doom, - 
Which I have paſt u ker; ſhe is baniſh'd. 
Cel. Pronounce that Sentence then on me, my | 
I cannot live out of her Company. 9 
Duke. You are a Fool; you Neice provide your ſelf, 
If you out-ſtay the time, upon mine Honour, | 
And in the Greatneſs bi noe 121 1 6 \ 


— 
* 


Wilt thou e ange Fathers! 1 will give - mine: 
I charge thee be not thou more griev d has 1 am. 
Xe, I have more Cauſe. 
Ciel. Thou haft not, Couſin 
Prithee be cheerful; know ſt they gat the Dake 
Has banciſh'd me his Daugh! 

Ro. That he hath not. 

Cel. No? hath not? Reſaling lacks then the Love | 
Which teacheth thee that thou and I am one: 
Shall we be ſundred? Shall we part, ſweet Girl? As . 
No, let my Father ſeek another Heir. it I 
Therefore deviſe with me how we may fly, ö * 
' Whither to go, and what to bear with us, 8 = 
And do not ſeek to take your Char harge upon you, | 


To bear your Griefs your ſelf, and leave me out: 
For by this Heav'n, now at our Sorrows pale, 1 
Say what thou can'ſt, III go along with the. 
Roſ. Why, whither ſhall we go? | 
. To ſeek my Uncle in the Foreſt of Ks 
Alas, what Danger will it be to us, *. 


s as we are, to travel forth ſo far! , 
— y proroketh Thieves ſooner than Gold. 


* 


— 
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cel In put my {af in poor and mean Artire: = 
'And with a kind of Umber ſmutch my Face, 


| The like do you, ſo ſhall we paſs along, 


And never ſtir Aſſailants. 
Roſ. Were it not better, 
Becauſe that I am more than common tall, 
That I did ſuit me all Points like a Man; 
A gallant Curtelax upon my Thigh, 


- A Bore-ſpear in my Hand, and in my Heart 


- 


Lie there what hidden Woman's Fear there will; 

Well have a ſwaſhing and a martial Outſide, Ye 

As many other manniſh Cowards have, | ; 

That do outface it with their Semblances. 

Cel. What ſhall I call thee when thou art a Man? 
Ro. Il have no worſe a Name than Fove's own Page, 


Aud therefore look you call me Ganimed; 


But what will you'be call'd? | 
Cel. Something that hath a Reference to my State: 


No longer Celia,- but Alieng. 


Rof. But Couſin, what if we aſſaid to teal 
The'clowniſh Fool out of your Father's Court: 
Would he not be a Comfort to our Travel? 

Cel. He'll go along o'er the wide World with me, 
Leave me alone to woo him; let's away, 
And got our Jewels and our Wealth together; 

Deviſe the fitteſt time, and ſafeſt way 
To hide us from Purſuit that will be made 


Aſter my Flight: Now go we in Content 


To Liberty, and not to Baniſhment, 122 
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As you Lite it. 
ACT I. SCENE I. 
SCENE Art. 


Enter Duke Senior, Amiens, and two or three Lords. 
| like Foreſters. 


Duke Sen. Ni OW my Co- mates, and Brothers in Exile, | 

| Hath not old Cuſtom made this Lite mon! | 
| {weet | 

Than that of painted Pomp? Are not theſe Woods 

More free from Peril than the envious Court ? 

Here feel we not the Penalty of Adam, 

The Seaſon's Difference, as the Icie phang © 

And churliſh chiding of the Winter's Wind ? 

Which when it bites and blows upon-my Body, 

Even till I ſhrink with Cold, I ſmile, and ſay, 

This is no Flattery: Theſe are Counſellors | 

That feelingly perſuade me what I am. | 

Sweet are the Uſes of Adverſity, ö 

Which like the Toad, ugly and venomous, | 

Wears yet @ precious Jewel in his Head: - 

And this our Life exempt from publick Haunt, | 

Finds Tongues in Trees, Books in the running Brooks, 

Sermons in Stones, and*Good in every thing. 7 
Amien. I would not change it; happy is your Grace! 

That can tranſlate the Stubbornneſs ot Fortune 

Into ſo quiet and ſo ſweet a Style. N 
Duke Sen. Come, ſhall-we go and kill us Veniſon? 

And yet it irks me, the poor dapled Fools, 

Being native Burghers ot this deſart City, _ 

Should in their own Confines with forked Heads, 

Have their round Haunches goar'd. 

I Lord. Indeed, my Lord, 

The melancholy Jaques grieves at that, 

And in that kind ſwears you do more uſurp, 

Than doth your Brother that hath baniſh'd you: 

To Day my Lord of Amiens, and my elf, 

Did ſteal behind him as he. lay along 


4 
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Under an Oak, whoſe antick Root peeps out 
Upon the Brook arge Wood, 
To the which Place a poor ſequeſtred Stag 
That from the Hunters Aim had talen à Hurt, 
Did come to languiſh; and indeed my Lord, 
| The wretched Animal .heav'd farth ſuch Groans, 
That their Diſcharge did ſtretch his leathern Coat 
Almoſt to burſting, and the big round Tears 
Cours'd one down his innocent Noſe 
In piteous Chaſe; and thus the hairy Fool, 
Much marked of the melancholy * 
Stood on th extreameſt Verge of the ſwift Brook, 
Augmenting it with Tears. | 

Duke Sen. But what ſaid 4 
Did he not moralize this 8 le? 

1 Lord, O yes, into a thouſand Similies. 
Firſt, for his Weeping into the needleſs Stream ; 
Poor Deer, quoth he, thou mak'ſt a Teſtament 
As Worldlings do, giving thy Sum of more 
To that which had too much. Then being alone, 
Left and abandon'd of his velvet Friends; 

Tis right, queth he, thus Miſery doth part 

The Flux of Company: Anon a careleſs Herd 
Full of the Paſture, jumps along by him. | 
And never ſtays to greet him: Ay, quoth Jaques, 
Sweep on, you fat and greazy Citizens, 
*Tis juſt the Faſhion; wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken Bankrupt there? 
Thus moſt invectively he pierceth through 

The Body of the Country, City, Court, 

Yea, and of this our Lite, ſwearing that we 

Are meer Uſurpers, Tyrants, and what's worſe 
To fright the Animals, and to kill them up 

In their aſſign d and native dwelling Place. 


tion ? 


Duke Sen. And did you leave him in this Contempla- 


5 
2 Lord. We did, my Lord, weeping and commenting 


Upon the ſobbing Deer. 
le HO ne the: hoes 
1 loye to cope him in theſe ſullen Fits, 


- 


* 
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For then hes full of Matter. 
Lord. Ill bring yau to him ſtraight. ¶ Exeunt. 


'SCENE II. The Palace: 


Enter Duke with Lords. 


Duke. Can it be poſſible that no Man fav them? | 
It cannot be; ſome Villains of my Court 
Are of Canſent and Sufferance in this. 

1 Lord. I cannot hear of any that did ſee her. 
The Ladies, her Attendants of of her Chamber, 
Saw her abed, and in the Morning early 
They found the Bed untreaſur'd of their Miſtreſs. 5 

2 Lord. My Lord, the royniſh Clown, at whom fo oy. | 
Your Grace 4. wont to laugh, is alſo . 8 
Hiſperia, the Princeſs 3 — 
Confeſſes that ſhe ſecretly o er- heard 
Vour Daughter and her Couſin much . 
The Parts and Graces of the Wreſtler 
That did but lately foil the finewy Charles, 
And ſhe believes where-ever they are gone, 
That Youth is ſurely in their Company. 

Duke. Send to- his Brother, fetch pr Gallant hither; 
Tf he be abſent, bring his Brother to me, 
I'll make him find him; do this ſuddenly, 

And let not Search and Inquiſition quail 


To bring again theſe fooliſh Runa ways. [Exennt; 
SCENE III. Oliver's Hoaſe, 
AZ Enter Orlando and Adam. 


Orla. Who's there? 
Adam. What my young Maſter? oh my gentle Maſter 
Oh my ſweet Maſter, O you Memory | 
2 0 Sir Rowland! Why, what make you here? 
are you virtuous? Why do People le love you? 
4 — are you gentle, ſtrong, and valiant ? 
Why would you be ſo fond to overcome : 
The bonny Priſer of the humorous Duke? | 
Your Praiſe is come top fwiftly Home before you 
Know 
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Know you not, Maſter, to ſome kind of Men 1 5 
Their Graces ſerve them but as Enemies? 


” 


No more do yours; your Virtues, gentle Maſter F | 


Are ſanQified 5 holy Traitors to 

Oh what a World is this, when what i 18 , 1 

Envenoms him that bears it! 3 
orla Why, what's the matter? Rn + 
Adam. O unhappy Youth, 

Come not within theſe Doors; within this Roof | 

The Enemy of all your Graces lives: 

Your Brother — no; no Brother, yet the Son, 


Vet not the Son, 1 will not call him Son, | 4 


f him I. was about to call his Father, 
ath heard your Praiſes, and this Ni {gh he means” 
To burn the Lodging where you uſe to lye, f 
And you within it ; if he fail of that Wh 
He will have other Means to cut you off; 44 
I overheard him, and his Practices; 1 
This is no Place, this Houſe is but a Butchery; | 4 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. ** 
Orla. Why, whither Adam woyldſt thou have me go? 
Adam No matter whither, ſo you come not here. 
Orla. What, wouldſt thou have me go and beg my Food, 


Or with a baſe and boiſterous Sword enforce + | 


1 ; 
£ q 


A thieviſh living on the common Road? | 
415 I muſt do, or know not what to do: f 
Yer this I will not do, do how I can; n 
I rather will ſubject me to the Malice 


Of a diverted Blood, and bloody Brother. — 


Adam. But do not ſo, I have five hundred Crowns, 
The thrifty Hire 1 fav'd under Your Father, , ._ 
Which I did ſtore to be my foſter Nurſe, 
When Service ſhould in my old Limbs lye lame, 
And unregarded Age in Corners thrown; 
— 5 that, and he that doth the Ravens feed, 

ea providently caters for the Sparrow, 
Be Comfort to my Age; here is the Gold, 
All this I give you, let me be your Servant, 
Tho I look old, yet I am ftrong and luſty, 1 
. in * Youth 1 never did apply $0 a 
, 5 ot 


* * 
* *. N 
— * * — I» - 


| "Orla. Oh good old Man, how well in thee appears 


weaker Veſſel, as Doublet and Hoſe ought to ſhow it {elf 


* 
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Hot and rebellious Liquors in my Blood, 
Nor did I with unbaſhful Forehead woo 
The Means of Weakneſs and Debility; 
Therefore my Age is as a luſty Winter, 
Froſty, but kindly ; let me go with you, 
I'll do the Service of a younger Man 

In all your Buſineſs and Neceſſities. 


The conſtant Service of the antick World; . 
When Service ſweat for Duty, not for Meede! Feet | 
Thou art not for the Faſhion of theſe Times, 1 
Where none will ſweat, but for Promotion, | 16 
And having that, do choak their Service up, 1 
Even with the having; it is not ſo with thee; | 
But poor old Man, thou prun'ſt a rotten Tree, 
That cannot ſo much as a Bloſſom yield, 
In lieu of all thy Pains and Husbandry ; 
But come thy ways, we'll go along together, 
And ere we Lees thy youthful Wages ſpent, 
We'll light upon ſome ſetled low Content. 
Adam. Maſter go on, and I will follow thee 
To the laſt Gaſp with Truth and Loyal 


Here lived I, but now live here no more. 


From ſeventeen Years till now almoſt ere i 


At ſeventeen Years many their Fortunes ſeek, 


But at fourſcore, it is too late a Week; Tho 

Yet Fortune cannot recompence me better 4 

Than to die well, and not my Maſter's Debter. ¶ Exeunt. | 
| . ' 


SCENE lv. The Þireft '” 


Enter Roſalind in Boys Cloaths for Ganimed, Celia dreſt lie | 
a Shepherdeſs for Aliena, and Clown, | 
Ro. O Jupiter, how merry are my Spirits? 
Clo. I care not for my Spirits, if my Legs were not 
Wear y. | | | | 
Rof. I could find in my Heart to diſgrace my Mans 
Apparel, and cry like a Woman; but I muſt comtort the 


Coura- 
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2 to a Petticoat ; therefore Courage, good 4. 
ena. — 1 

Cel. I pray you bear with me, I can go no further. 
Cle. For my part, I had rather bear with you, than bear 
you; yet I ſhould bear no Croſs. if I did bear you, for [ 
think you have no Mony in your Purſe. | 
Ro/. Well, this is the Foreſt of Arden. « | 
Ay, now am in Arden, the more Fool I, when 
I was at home I-was in a better place; but Travellers 
muſt be content. * | * 
- e wRiriog T Pa 
Rof. Ay, be ſo, Touchſtone ; you who comes 
here, a — — 22 250 an old, in ſolemn Talk. | 
Cor. That is the way to make her ſcorn you ill, | 
Sil. O Corin, that thou knew ſt how I do love her! 
Cor. I partly gueſs, for I have loy'd ere now, 
Sil. No Corin, being old, thou can'lt not guels, 
Tho? in thy Youth thou waſt as true a Lover, _ 
As ever figh'd upon a puny Pillow ;. 
But if thy Love were ever like ts mine, 
As ſure | think did never Man love ſo; 
How many Actions molt ridiculous 
Haſt thou been drawn to by thy Fantaſie? 1 
Cor. Into a thouſand that I have . 5 


— 


Silv. Oh thou didſt then ne er love fo heartily; | | 
If thou remembreſt not the {lighted Folly 5 
That ever Love did make thee run into, "big 
Thou haſt not ley'd; e 1 
Or if thou haſt not fate as I do now, 1 


Weary ing thy Hearer in thy Miſtreſs Praiſe, 
Thou haſt not low d. | | 1 
Or if thou haſt not broke from Company. i 


Abruptly as my Paſſion now makes me, ' 
Thou haſt not loy'd. Pn "| 
O Phebe, Phebe, Phebe. Bur Sil, 


Roſe. Alas poor Shepherd! ſearching of thy Wound, 
I have by hard Adventure found my own. 5 

Clo, And I mine; I remember when 1 was in Love, 1 
broke my Sword upon a Stone, and bid him take that for 
coming a Nights to Jane Smile; and I remember * 

| | » nng 
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| range Capers; but all is Mortal in Nature, ſo is all Na- 
ture in Love mortal in Folly. 


* — me 


| Here's a young Maid with Travel much oppreſſed, 
Cor. Fair Sir, I pity her, 


By reaſon of his abſence, there is nothing 
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ſing of her Batlet, and the Cow's Dugs that her pretty 
chops. Hands had milk d; and: I remember the —_— 
a Peaſcod inſtead. of her, from whom I took. two Cods, 
and giving her them again, {aid with: weeping Tears, 
wear theſe for my ſake; we that are true Lovers run into 


Roſ. Thou ſpeak'ſt wiſer than thou art ware of. 
Clo. Nay, I ſhall ne er be ware of mine own Wit, till 
I break my Shins againſt it, | 
Rof. e Fove! this Shepherd's Paſſion. 
Is much upon my Faſhion: . 
Clo. And mine, but it grows ſomething ſtale with me. 
Cel. I pray you, one of you queſtion yond Man, 
If he for Gold will give us any Food, 
IT faint almoſt to Death. | 
Clo. Holla; you Clown: 
Rof. Peace Fool, he's not thy Kinſman. 
Cor. Who calls? 
Clo. Your Betters, Sir. 
Cor. Elſe they are very wretehed, | 
Roſ. Peace I fay ; good Even to you, Friend. 
Cor. And to you, gentle Sir,. and-to-you all. 
Ro. I prithee, Shepherd, if that Love or Gold 
Can in this deſart Place buy Entertainment; 
Bring us where we may reſt our ſelves, and feed; 


30 


And faints for Succour. | 


And wiſh for her ſake, more than for mine oven, 
My Fortunes were more able to relieve her; 

But I am a Shepherd to another Man, 
And do not ſheer the Fleeces that I graze; 

My Maſter is of churliſh Diſpoſition, 

Aud little wreaks to find the way to Heay'n 

By doing Deeds of Hoſpitality : 
Beſides, his Coat, his Flocks, and Bounds of feed 
Are now on Sale, and at our Sheep-Cote now, 


That you will feed on; but what is, come ſee, 
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And in my Voice moſt welcoine ſhall you be. 
No What is he that ſhall buy his Flock and Paſture? 
Cor. That young Swain that you ſaw here but ere while, 
That little cares for buying any thing. 3 
© Rof. T pray thee, if it ſtand with Honeſty, 
thou the Cottage, Paſture, and the Flock, + 
And thou ſhalt have to pay for it of us. , 103088 
Cel. And we will mend thy Wages; 
I like this Place, and willingly could waſte 
My time in it. | n 
Cor. Aſſuredly the thing is to be ſold; 
Go with me, if you like upon Report, #2 408 
The Soil, the Profit, and this kind of Lie, 1 
I will your very faithful Feeder be, 1 
And buy it with your Gold right ſuddenly. [Extwnr. 


SCENE. y. 4 
Enter Amiens, Jaques, and others, 
8 O NSG. 
Under the green. wood Tree, 
Imho loves to lye with me, 
And tune his merry Note, 


Unto the ſweet Bird's Ihroat; 
Come hither, come hither come hither, 


Here ſhall he ſee no Enemy, | 1 
But Winter and rough Weather. ? 
Faq. More, more, I prethee, more. |? 
Ami. It will make you melancholly, Mounſieur Faquel 


Faq. I thank it; more, I prethee, more, 

I can ſuck Melancholy out of a Song, 3 
As a Weazel ſucks Fggs: More, I prethee, more. 
Ami. My Voice is rugged, I know I cannot pleaſe you.) 
Faq. I de rot deſire you to pleaſe me, | 4 

I do ceſire you to ſing; * 3 
Come, come, another Stanzo : Call you em Stanzo's ? 
Ami. What you will, Monſieur Faques. * - 
TO n 
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Jag. Nay, I care not for their Names, they owe me 
no Will you fang ? W | 

Ami. More at your Requeſt, than to pleaſe my ſelf. 

Faq. Well then, if ever I thank any Man, I'll thank 
you Non that they call Complement is like th* Encounter 
of two Dog-Apes. And when a Man thanks me hearti- 
ly, methinks I have given him a Penny, and he rendets | 
me the beggarly Thanks. Come ſing, and you that will 

not, hold your Tongues. & i: 

Ami. Well, I'll end the Song. Sirs, cover the while; 
the Duke will Dine under this Tree; he hath been all 
this day to look you. | Wes 

Faq," And I have been all this day to avoid him. 
He is too diſputable for my Company: 

I think of as many Matters as he, but I give 
Heay'n thanks, and make no Boaſt of the : 
Come, warble, come. | | I 


Who doth Ambition ſhun 5 2 
An loves ts lye ith' Sun, 17 4 
Seeking the Food he eats, AShew 

And pleas'd with what he gers; 
Come hither, come hither, come hither ; 

Here (hall you fee, no Enemy, © I | 
But Winter and rough Weather. ATR} 5 


Faq. I'll give you a Verſe to this Note, 

Takt made yeſterday in deſpight of my Invention. 
Anm. And I'll ſing it. PR | 
Faq. Thus it goes, : | 

F it do come to paſs, 0 
" . A 4 
L:aving his Wealth and Eaſe, Aud 
A ſtubborn Will to pleaſe, ÞÞ 
Ducdame, Ducdame, Ducdame ; | 44 
Here ſhall he ſee, groſs Fools as he, 
And if he will come to me. 


Vor. II. | L * | 
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/ 


2 What's that Ducdame? * 
Tis a Greek Invocation, to call Fools into a Circle 


110 flcep-if 1 can; if I cannot, I againſt all the 
Firſt-born of Egypt. 


Ami. And e Gale the Duke, 5 5 
His Banquet is prepar'd. | | [Exennt. 
na N E vi. 
Euter Orlando and Adam. 


Adam. Dear Maſter, I can go no further; 
Ol die for Food! Here lye I down, 
And meaſure out my Grave. Farewel, kind Maſter. 15 
orla. Why how now, Adam! no greater Heart in thee? 
Live a little, comfort a little, cheer thy ſelf a little. | 1 


If this uncouth Foreſt yield any thing Savage, 
I will either be Food for it, or bring it for Foed to theo: 


Thuy Conceit is nearer Death, than thy Powers. 


For my fake be comfortable, hold Death a while 
At the Arm's end: I will be here with thee NE: 
And if I bring thee not ſomething to eat, 
I will give thee leave to die. But if f thou dieſt 
Before I come, thou art a mocker of my Labour. 
Well ſaid, thou look cheerly. 
And Ell be with thee quickly; yet thou lieſt 
In the bleak Air. Come, I will bear thee 
To ſome Shelter, and thou ſhalt not yn: | 


For lack of a Dinner, - 
Af there live any thing i in this bean. yu 
| SCENE VII 1 
Enter Duke Sen. and Lords, _ [ Table ſet out. 


Duke Sen. I think he be transform'd into a Beaſt, - _ 


| For I'can no where find him like a Man. 


— 


pr eee e 

e Sen. e — 1 of 

We ſhall have ſhortly Diſcord is —_ 1 
N oY , 2 1 Go # 
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1 Go feck him; tell bir I would ek with him. | 


2 | 
1 Lord. He faves my * . his own Approach. 
Duke Sen. Why hw now, — tot what a Life is this, 
That your poor Friends muſt woe your Company? 
What, you look merrily. 
Faq. A Fool, a Fool, I met a Fool i 'Foreſt, 
A motley Fool; a miſerable World! 
As I do live by Food, I met a Fool, 
Who laid him down, and bask'd him in the Sun, 
And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good Terms, 
In good ſet terms, and yet a motley Fool. 
Good morrow, Fool, quoth I: No, Sir, quoth he, 
Call me not Fool, till Heav'n hath ſent me Fortune ; 
And then he drew a Dial from his Poak, 
And looking on it, with lack-luſtre Eye, IF 
Says, very wiſely, it is ten a Clock: | 
Thus we may ſee, quoth he, how the World wages | 
Tis but an hour ago ſince it was nine, 
And after one hour more *twill be eleven, 
And ſo from hour to hour, we ripe, and ripe, 
And then from hour to hour, we rot, and rot, 
| And thereby hangs a Tale. When I did hear | 
7 The motley Fool thus moral on the Time, . 
| My Lungs began to crow like Chanticleer, 
That Fools ſhould be ſo deep contemplative: 
And I did laugh, fans intermiſſion, 
An hour by his Dial. O noble Fool, 
A worthy Fool! Motley's the only wear. 
Duke Sen. What Fool is this? 
Ja O worthy Fool! one that hath been a nn. 
And ſays, if Ladies be but young and fair, 
They have the Gift to know it: And in his * 
Which is as dry as the remainder Bisket 
After a Voyage, he hath ſtrange Places cramd 
With Obſervation, the which he vents 
> In mangled Forms. O that I were a Fool! 
I am ambitious for a motley Coat. 


Duke Sen. Thou ſhalt have one. 


L 2 | | Jag. 


What Woman in 
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Fag. It is my only Suit, | 
es that 5: 4 your better Judgments 
Of all Opinion that grows rank in them, | 
That Tam Wiſe.” I muſt have liberty 
- .Withal, as large a Charter as the Wind, a 
To blow on whom I pleaſe, for ſo Fools have; 
And they that are moſt gauled with my Folly, 
They moſt muſt Laugh: And why, Sir, muſt they ſo? 
The way is plain, as way to Pariſh Church; 
He that a Fool doth very wiſely hit, 
Doth, very fooliſhly, altho' he ſmart, 
Seem ſenſeleſs of the Bob. If not, 
The wiſe Man's Felly is Anatomiz'd 
Even by the ſquandring Glances of a Fool. 
Inveſt me in the motley, give me leave 
To ſpeak my Mind, and I will through and through 
Cleanſe the foul Body of th' infected World, 
If they will patiently receive my Medicine. 
Duke Sem. Fie on thee, I can tell what thou wyouldſt de: 
Faq. What, for a Counter, would I do, but good? 
Duke Sen. Maſt miſchievous foul Sin, in chiding Sin: 
For thou thy ſelf haſt been a Libertine, 5 
As ſenſual as the brutiſh Sting it ſelf, * 
And all th' imboſſed Sores, and headed Evils, 
That thou with licenſe of free foot haſt caught, 
Would'ſt thou diſgorge into the general World. 
Faq. Why who cries out on Pride, 
That can therein tax any private Party: 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the Sea, 


Till that the I 4 means do ebb. 
the City do I name, 


When that I ſay the City Woman bears 

The coſt of Princes on unworthy Shoulders? 
Who can come in, and ſay that I mean her, 
When ſuch a one as ſhe, ſuch is her Neighbeur? 
Or what is he of baſeſt Function, | 
That ſays his Bravery is not on my coſt, 
Thinking that 1 mean him, but therein ſutes 
His Folly to the mettle of my Speech, 
There „bow then, what theo, let me ſee wherein 


: 


My 
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My Tongue hath wrong'd him; if it do him right, i 
Then he hath wrong'd himſelf; if he be free, 
Why then my taxing Lke a wild Gooſe flies wit 
Unclaim'd of any Man. But who comes here? 
Enter Orlando. 

Orla. Forbear, and cat no more. 

Faq. Why I have eat none yet. 
© Orla. Nor ſhalt not, till Neceſſity be ſerv'd. | 

Faq. Of what kind ſhould this Cock come? 

Dal. Sen. Art thou thus bolden'd, Man, by thy Diſtreſs?” 
Or elſe a rude Deſpiſer of good Manners, 
That in Civility thou ſeem'ſt ſo em by 4 ; 

Orla. You touch'd my Vein at firſt, the thorny Point 
Of bare Diſtreſs hath ta'en from me the ſhew | 
Of ſmooth Civility; yet am I Inland bred, 
And know ſome Nurture: But forbear, I ſay, 
He dies that touchies-any of this Fruit, 
Till I and my Affairs are anſwered. 2 

Faq And you will not be anſwered with Reaſon, 
I muſt die. * 

Duke Sen. What would you have? 
Your Gentleneſs fhall force, more than your Force 
Move us to Gentleneſs. #4 

Orla. I almoſt die for Food, and let me have it. 

8 ** down and feed, == welcome to our Table: 

Orla. S u ſo gently? Pardon me, I pray du, 
I toon this Mt things had been Savage here, N = 
And therefore put I on the Countenance | A 
Of ſtern Commandment. But whate er you are 
That in this Deſart inacceſſible, | 
Under the ſhade of melancholy Boughs, 
Loſe and negle& the creeping Hours of Time; | 
If ever you have look'd on better Days; 1 
If ever been where Bells have knoll'd to Church); 
If ever fate at any good Man's Feaſt; |, - 
If ever from your Eye- lids wip'd a Tear, 
And know tis to pity, and be pitied; | 
Let Gentleneſs my ftrong enforcement be, 244 
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Duke Sen. True is it that we haye ſeen better Days, 
And have with holy Bell been knoll'd to Church, 
And fate at 2 Mens Feafts, and wip'd our Eyes _ 
Of drops, that facred Pity hath engendred: 

And therefore ſit you down in gent! a 
And take upon command what help we have, 
That to your wanting may be miniſtred. - | 
Orla. Then but forbear your Food a little while, 
Whiles, like a Doe, I go to find my Fawn, 

And give it Food. There is an old poor 

Who zfter me hath many a weary ſtep 

Limp'd in pure Love; Till he be firſt ſuffic d, 
Oppreſs'd with two weak Evils, Age and Hunger, 
I will not touch a bit: 

Dake Sen. Go find him out, 2 | 
And we will nothing waſte till you return. t 

Orla. I thank ye, and be bleſs'd for your 1 5% 

E 5 Exit. 

Duke Sen. Thou ſeeſt we are not all alone unhappy: 
This wide and univerſal Theatre n ö 
Preſents more woful Pageants than the Scene 
Wherein we Ir : 

Faq. All the World's a Stage, 

And all the Men and Women meerly Players; 
They have their Exits and their Entrances, 

And one Man in his time plays many Parts: 

His Acts being ſeyen Ages. At firſt the Infant, 
Mewling and puking in the Nurſe's Arms: 

And then, the 2 School-boy with his Satchel, 
And ſhining Morning: face, creeping like Snail oe” 
| Unwillingly to School. And then the Lover, 
Sighing like Furnace, with a woful Ballad 

Made to his Miſtreſs* Eye-brow. Then a Soldier, 
Full of ftrange Oaths, and bearded like the Pard, 
Jealous in Honour, ſudden and quick in Quarrel, 
Seeking the Bubble Reputation, 8 

Even in the Canon's Mouth. And then the Juſtice 

In fair round Belly, with good Capon lind. 
With Eyes ſevere, and Beard of formal cut, 

Full of wiſe Saws, and modern Inſtances, 


And fo be plays bis Part, The fixth Age ſhifts Into 


\ 
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Into the lean and ſlipper d Pantaloon, li: 
With Spectacles on Noſe, and Pouch on fide; 75 
r Hoſe well fav'd, a World too wide 


For his ſhrunk Shank, and his big manly Voice If 
Turning again toward childiſh trebble Pipes, e. 


And whiſtles in his ſound. Laſt Scene of all, . 
That ends this ſtrange eventful Hiſtory, F 
Is ſecond Childiſhnels, and meer Oblivion, | 
Sans Teeth, fans Eyes, ſans Taſte, fans every thing 
f  - _» Enter Orlando with Adam. 
© Duke Sen. Welcome: Set down your venerable Burtheny. 
And led him feed. | 
Orla. I thank you moſt for him. | 
Adam. So had you need, | 5 
I ſcarce can ſpeak to thank you for my ſelf. 1 
Duke Sen. Welcome, fall too: I will not trouble . | 
As yet to queſtion you about your Fortunes. . 
Give us ſome Mulick, and good Coulin, ſing. | 


18 S. O N S. 1 
13 Blow, blow, hon Winter Wind, | | 
Thou art not fo unkind, as Man's Ingratitude ; 415 

Thy Tooth is not ſo keen, becauſe thou art not ſeen. 
it Abo thy Breath be rude. 
5 Heigh ho, ſing 185 ho, unto the green Holly g | 
| Moſt Friendſhip is feigning; moſt Loving meer Folly : | 
ii Then heigh ho, the Holly, 
T This Life is moſt Folly. 


Freexe, Freeze, thou bitter Sky, that doſt not bite ſo nigh+ 
by As Benefits forgot : an” 
Juho thou the Waters warp, thy Sting is not ſo ſharp, 
As Friend remembred not, 4 

Heigh ho, ſing, &c. ö bats 
Dube Sen. If that you were the Sir Rowlands Son, 
As you have whiſper'd faithfully 8 * 
And as mine Eye doth his Effigies witneſs, * 
Moſt truly limn'd, and living in your Face, Þ 


Be truly welcome hither. I am the Duke | 
2 That 
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That lov'd your Father: The reſidue of your Fortune, 
So to my Cave and tell me. Good old Man, | 
Thou art right Welcome, as thy Maſter is; 


Support him by the Arm; give me you Hand, | 
And let me all your Fortunes underſtand. [Exeunt, 


* 4 
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ACT WM. SCENE 1. 
SCENE The Palace. 


Enter Duke, Lords, and Oliver. 


Duke. NI OT ſee him ſince? Sir, Sir, that cannot be: 
1 But were I not the better part made Mercy, 

I ſhould not ſeek an abſent Argument _ 
Of my Revenge, thou prefent: But look to it, 

nd out thy Brother whereſoe er he is, ou 
Seek him with Candle; bring him dead or living, 
Within this Twelve-month, or turn thou no more 
To ſeek a Living in our Territory. , 
Thy Lands and all things that thou doſt call thine, 
Worth ſeizure, do we ſeize into our Hands, 
Till thou canſt quit thee by thy Brother's Mouth, 

Of what we think againſt thee. 2 
Oli. Oh that your Highneſs knew my Heart in this : 
I never lov'd my Brother in my Life. 8 
Duke. More Villain thou. Well, . puſh him out of Doors, 
And let my Officers of ſuch a Nature 5 
Make an Extent upon his Houſe and Lands: 
Do this expediently, and turn him going, ¶ Excunt. 


SCENE II. The Freſh, 


Euter Orlando, nnn 
Orla. Hang there my Verſe, in witneſs of my Love; 
And thou thrice Crowned Queen of Night ſurvey, 
With thy chaſt Eye, from thy pale Sphere above, 
Thy Huntreſs Name, that my full Lite doth ſway. 
O Roſalind, theſe Trees ſhall be my Books, 
And in their Barks my Thoughts Ill character, 


wy 


. , 
— 


That 


. 


| Life; but in reſpect that it is a Shepherd's Life, it is n 


on t ever in Court, Shepherd?- 1 1 


al] 'on one fide. 


* 
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Eye, which in this Foreſt looks, 1 
— ſee gc Virtue witneſs'd every where, | 
Run, run, Orlando, carve on every Tree, 1. 
8 * fair, the chaſt, and unexpreſſive ſhe. hai 
Enter Corin and Clown. 
94 And how like you this Shepherd's Life, Mr. Ti oF 


As Truly, 2 herd, in reſpect of it ſelf it . 
JL 
In reſpect that it is ſolitary, I like it very well 
reſpect that it is private, it is a very vile Life. Noy 
reſpect it is in the Fields, it pleaſeth me well; but i 
ſpect it is not in the Court, it is tedious. As it is a dare 
Life, look you, it fits my Humour well; but as the: = 
no more Plenty in it, it much inſt m ich. 
Has 't any Philolopby in thee, $ hepherd F eg 
Cor. No more, but that I 4 the more one ſic 
the worſe at eaſe he is: And that he that wants oy. 
Means, and Content, is without three good Friends. 
That the Property of Rain is to wet, and Fire to bern; * 


in 


That good Paſture makes fat Sheep; and that a Ppreat 


cauſe-of the Night, is Lack ofthe Sun: That he that hath 

learned no Wit by Nature, ner Art, may complai of 

good Breeding, or comes of a very dull Kindred: r. 
” Clown: Such a one is a natural Philoſopher, | N 


Cor. No truly. : 
"im Then thou art Damn'd. 5 
Cor. Nay, I hope . 
- Clown. Truly thou art Damuu, like an | waſted 


Cor. For not being at Court? Feu eas. 
Olomn. Why, if thou never waſt at C -thov never 
ſaw'ſt good Manners ; if thou never ſaw! good Manners, 
then thy Manners muſt be wicked; and Wickedneſs js Sin, 


ang Sin Sin is Damnation: Thou art in a parlous State, Shep- 
erd. 


Cor. Not a 8 Touchſtone: Thoſe that are gobd bite 
ners at the Court, are as ridiculous in the County! , as the 


| Behaviour of the Country is moſt mockable at : Court. 
| L 5 Tou 


! 


ml 
0 
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You told me, you Salute not at the Court, but you Kiſs 
your Hands; — Courteſie would be uncleanly, if Cour: 
tiers were Shepherds. 
Clown. instance, briefly; come. inſtance, 
Cor. Why, we are {till handling our Ewes, and their | 
Fels, you know, are greaſie. | 
Clown. Why, *. not your Courtiers Hands ſweat? And | 
is not the Greaſe of Mutton as wholſome as the Sweat of a 
Man? Shallow, ſhallow; a better Inſtance, Iſay: Come. 
Cor. Beſides, our Hands are hard. 
Clomn. Your Lips will feel them the ſooner. Shallow 
again:. A more ſounder Inſtance, come. 
Cor. And they are often tarr'd over with the ſurgery of | 
our Sheep; and would you have us kiſs Tar? The Cour- 
tiers Hands are perfumed with Civet. 
_ Clown. Moſt ſhallow, Man: Thou Worms-meat, in re- 
ſpect of a good of Fleſh indeed; learn of the Wile 
and E ivet is of à baſer birth than Tar; the 
"very uncleaaly Flux of a Cat. Mend the Inſtance, Shep- 


| 

| Cer. You bave too Courtly a Wit for me; I'll reſt. 
Clown, Wilt thou reſt damn ? God help thee, ſhallow 

Manz God make inciſion in thee, thov art raw. | 


Cor. Sir, I am a true Labourer, I earn that I eat; get 
that I wear; owe no Man Hate, envy no Man's Happi- 
-neſs; glad of other Mens good, content with my harm; 
and the greateſt of my Bide is, to ſee my Ewes graze, 

and my Lambs ſuck. - 

Clown. That is another imple Sin in you, to bring the 
Ewes and the Rams together, and to offer to get your 

Living by the Copulation of Cattle, to be a Bawd to a 
„  Bell-weather, and to betray. a She-Lamb of a Twelye- 
month, to a crooked Pated old Cuckold! y Ram, out of all 
| reaſonable Match. If thou be'ſt not Damn d for this, the \ 
Devil himſelf will have no Shepherds; I cannot fee how 
5 thou ſhould'ſt ſcape. 
Cor. Here comes Mr. Ganimed, my new Milrels's 


A you Like it: Yor 


Enter Roſalind with a Paper. 


* | Roſ. 1 the Eaſt to Weſtern Inde, 

5 No. Fewel is like Roſalind, 

it ; Her Wirth being mounted on the Wind, 

7 Through all the World bears Roſalind. 
in 

f Are but black to Roſalind; 

; Let no Face be kept in mind, 

2 But the Face of Roſalind. i 

N Cle. I'll Rhime you ſo, eight Years together; Di 


and Suppers, and ſleeping Hours excepted: It is the Pele 
F Butter- womens rank to Market. - 14} 

Ro Out Fool. i . 
ra o For a taſte. 


If a Hart doth lack a Hind, 
Let him feek out Roſalind. 
If the Cat will after Kind, 
So be ſure will Roſalind. 
Winter Garments muſt be lin'd, 
So muſt ſlender Roſalind. © 
They that Reap muſt ſheaf and bind, Fe 
Then to Cart with Roſalind. 5 1} 
Sweeteſt Meat hath ſomreſt Rind, 4 
Such a Nut is Roſalind. 
He that ſweetefs Roſe will find, 


Muſt find Loves prick, and Roſalind. 


This is the very falſe gallop of Verſes; why do you: nfect 
your ſelf W them 
* Rof. Peace, you dull Fool, I found them on a Tr 
” Clo. Truly, the Tree yields bad Fruit. 
Ro Ill graff it with you, and then I ſhall raff it with 
Medler; that it will be the earlieſt Fruit ith* Country; 
for you'll be rotten ere you be half ripe, and that's the 
Fight Virtue of the Medler. 

A Cle. You hays ſaid; but whether ly of no, let the 
K | 4 


judge. 
1 
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deu Celia with a Writing. © 
Roſ. Peace, here comes my Siſter reading, ſtand aſide, 


Cel. Why ſhonld this a Deſart be? 
| For it is unpeopled. No; 
Tongnes I'll hang on every Tree, 
That ſhall civil Sayi 1 go | 
Some, how brief the Life of Man 
Runs his erring Pilgrimage, 
That the ftretching of a Span, 
| Buckles in his ſum of Age, 
_ Some of violated Vows, 
* © *T wixt the Souls of Friend and Friend, 
But upon the faireſt Boughs, | 
Or at every Sentence 
Will I Roſalinda write; 
| Teaching all that read, to know 
This Duinteſſence of every ſprite, 
Heaven would in little ſhow. 
Therefore Heaven Nature charg d, 
That one Body ſhould be fill d 
With all Graces wide enlarg d; 
Nature preſently diſtill d. 
Helen's Cheeks, but not her Heart, 
Cleopatra's Majeſty; | | 
Atalanta's better Part; 
Sad Lucretia Modefly. 
Thus Roſalind of many parts, 
| By heav'nly Synod was devis d, 
Of many Faces, Eyes and Hearts, | 
Tuo have the touches deareſt prix l. 
. Heav'n would that ſhe theo Gels ſhould have, 
And I to live and die her Slave, © © 
R, O moſt geatle Tur! what tedious Homily of 
Love have you wearied your Pariſhioners withal, and ne- 
ver cry'd, Have Patience, good People? | | 
Cel. How now, back Friends! Shepherd go off a little: 
So with him, Sirrah. © © _. | wy 


— 
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L Come. Shepherd, Jot n Wee en Honourable | * 


Retreat, tho not with Bag and Baggage, yet with Scrip &; 
ri | | Cor. and Clown. x 


i 
6 
115 
x 
iF 


and Serippage. 
Cel, Didſt thou hear theſe Verſes? 
Ro, O yes, I heard them all, and more too, for ſome} 
of them had in them more Feet than the Verſes would © 


Cel. That's no, matter; the Feet might bear the Verſes, © 
Ro Ay, but the Feet were lame, and could not bear 
themſelves without the Verſe, and therefore ſtood lamely 
in the Verſe. n | * 

Cel, But didſt thou hear without wondring, how thy 
Name ſhould be hang'd and carv'd upon theſe Tree??? 
Roſ. I was ſeven of the nine days out of wonder, before 


ou came: For leok here what I feund on a Palm-tree 0 


was neyer ſo berhimed ſince Pythagoras's time, that I% 
was an Iriſh Rat, which I can hardly remember. b, 
Cel. Tro you who hath done this? N 
Ro, Is it a Man? j 
Cel, And a Chain that you once wore, about his Neck: 
Change you Colour? | Why 4 
| 4 I prethee who? | 1 
ä O Lord, Lord, it is a hard matter for Friends to { 
meet but Mountains may be removed with Earth- 
quakes, and ſo encounter. | B 
Rof. Nay, but who is it? | 
. ls it poſſible? 4 | 
R, Nay, 1 prethee now, with moſt petitionary vehe- 
mence, tell me who it is. | | 
Cel. O wonderful, wonderful, and-moſt wonderful won- 
derful, and yet again wonderful, and after that out of all 
hooping. | | . 
Rof. Good my Complexion, doſt thou think, thougy 
I am capariſon d like a Man, I have a Doublet and a Hoſe 
in my Diſpoſition? One inch of delay more, is a Sout 
Ses of diſcovery. I prethee tell me, who is it, quick- 
ly, and ſpeak apace? I would thou could'ſt ſtamme 
that thou might'ſt pour this concealed Man out of th 
Mouth, as Wine comes out of a narrow-mouth'd Bot- 
tle; either too much at once, or none at all, I prethee 
x | l 


1 


1 


4 


” 
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ke the Cork ou of ty Mouth, tet i may drink th 


e 80 you may put a Man in 8 

| Rof. Is he of God's makin ? What manner of Man? 
Is his Head worth a Hat? or his Chin worth a Beard? 
Cel. Nay, he hath but a little Beard. 

Roſ. Why God will ſend more, if the Man will be thank - 
ful; let me ſtay the growth of his Beard, if thou delay 
me not the knowledge of his Chin. 

Cel. It is young Orlando, that trip d up the Wreſtler's 

Heels, and your Heart both in an inſtant. 
Ro. Nay, but the Devil take mocking ; ſpeak, fad Brow, 
- and true Maid. +4 
Cel. Vfaith, Cor, * tis he. 

R/ Orlando! 

Cel. Orlando. 


Rof. Alas the day, what mal I 85 with my Doublet and 


Hoſe? What did he when thou ſaw'ft him? What ſaid he? 
How look d he? Wherein went he? What makes he here? 
Did he ask for me? Where remains he? How parted he 
with thee ? and when ſhalt thou ſee him again? Anſwer 


me in one word, 


Cel. You muft borrow me Gargantua's Mouth firſt; tis 


a Word too great for any Mouth of this Age's ſize: To 


fay ay and no to theſe Particulars, is more chan to anſwer 


in a Catechiſm. 
Roſ. But doth he know that I am in this Foreſt, and in 


Man's Apparel? Looks he as freſhly as he did the day he 


- wreſtled? 
Cel. It is as eaſie to count Atoms as to reſolve the Pro- 


ions of a Lover? but take a taſte of my finding him, 


and reliſh it with good obſeryance. I found him under a | 


Tree like a dropp'd Acorn. 


Roß. It may well be call'd Fove's Tree, when it droge. | 


forth ſuch Fruit. 
Cel. Give me Audience, good Madam. 


Ro 


* | 
| : *. 


14 


Ne. Proceed. 
Cel. There * he ftretch'd along like a wounded 


"2 SY BD © 9 


unſeaſonably. He was furniſh like a Hunter. 


| brig | me our of tune. 


LI had as lief have been my ſelf alone. 
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Roſ. Tho! it be pity to ſee ſuch a light, it well becomes U 


| the Ground. 


Cel. Cry holla, to thy Tongue, I prethee; it curyets ] 


© Rof. © ominous, he comes to kill my Heart. 
Cel. I would ſing my Song without a burthen, thou 


| E= ou not know 1 am a Woman, when I think | 

— Sweet, ſay on. 0 

Enter Orlando and Jaques. 1 

Cel. Vou bring me out. Soft, comes he not 157 5 Fi ; 
Rof. Tis he, ſlink by, and note him. ** 


Faq. I thankyou for your Company; but goed faith, 


Orla: And fo had I; but yet, for faſhion ſake, 
I thank you too, for your Society. 8 
aq. God b'w' you; lets more as Little as we cam: * 


Orla. I do deſire we may be better Strangers. 1 
Fag. I pray you marr no more 'Trees with writing 1 


Love-Songs in their Barks. | 
Orla. 1 pray you marr no more of my Verſes with | 
them 2 1 
Roſalind is your Loves name 
5 Yes, Juſt, 
Jag. I do = like 2 1 
Orla. There was no he when the 
was Chriſten'd. . N 
aq. What Found is ſhe of? | 
Orla. Juſt as high as my Heart. | 1} 
Fag: hu are full of pretty Anſwers; have you not [ 
been acquainted with Goldſmiths Wives, and conn'd them 
out of Rings? F 
Orla. Not ſo: But I anſwer you right, painted Cloth, 
from whence you have ſtudied your Queſtions. 
aq. You have a nimble Wit; I think it was made of - 
Atalanta's Heels, Will you fit down with me, and we 
r and all our | | 


"Orla I will cide ns Breather in the World bu my (ls, | 
r 


7. 


* 
f 


j 
1 
| 


— 
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aq. The worſt fault you have, is to be in Love. 
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K 4 *Tis- a fault I wi not change for your beſt Vir 


tue; I am weary of you. 
Faq. By my troth, I was. n. for a Fool, when L 
found you. 
Orla. He is drown'd in the Brook, look. but 15 and 
you ſhall ſee him. ; 
49. There I ſhall ſee mine own Figure. 10 
Orla. Which I take to be either a Fool, or a Cypher. 
Faq. I'll ſtay no longer with you; farewyel, good Sig- 
nior Love. [Ei. 
Orla. I am ud of your Departure: Adicu, good Men 
ſieur Melancholy. 
Roſ: 1 will ſpeak to him like a fawcy Laquey, and un- 


der that Habit play the Knave with bim: "0s you *. 
Foreſter. . 


Orla. Very well, what would you? 
Rof. 1 pray you, what ist a Clock? 
- Orla. You ſhould ask me what time oa, there no 


Cock in the Foreſt. 


./ Roſ. Then there is no true Lover in the Foreſt, ale ſigh- 
ing every minute, and groaning every hour, would detect. 
the lazy Foot of Time, as well as a.Clock. | | 

Orla. And why not the ſwift Foot of ue Had not 
chat been as proper; 

\ Ref, By no means, Sir: Time travels. adh rr Paces, 


with divers Perſons; I'll tell you who Time ambles with 


al, who Time trots withal, who Time gallops wits, 
and who he ſtands till withal. 
Orla, I prethee, whom doth he trot withal? 0 

Re. Marry, he trots hard with a young Maid, be- 
tween the Contract of her Marriage, and the Day it is 
Solemniz d: If the interim be but à ſennight, Time's 


pace is ſo hard that it ſeems the length of ſeven years, | 


Orla. Who ambles Time withal? 
Ko. With a Prieſt that lacks Latin, and a rich Man 
that hath not the Gout ;- for the one ſleeps eaſily be- 
cauſe he cannot ſtudy, and the other lives n be- 
cauſe he feels no Pain: The one lacking the burthen 
- 5 and waſteful Learning; * ya no 
| PS _ burthen 


A | — 
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burthen of heavy tedious Penury. Theſe Time — | 


*. 


withal. 


Orle. Whom doth he gallop withal ? 
Roſ. With a Thief to the Gallows: For though he go 


as ſoftly as foot can fall, he thinks himſelf too ſoon there. | 


Orlia. Whom ſtays it withal? 
Rof. With Lawyers in the Vacation ; for they ſleep be. 
tween Term and Term, and then they * not how 


Time moves. 
2H 


Orla. Where dwell you, pretty Youth? 

-Rof. With this pier my Siſter; here in the Skirt 
of the Foreſt, like Fringe upon a Petticoat. 

Orla. Are you Native of this Place? ; 
2 As the Cony that you ſee dwell where ſhe is kind. : 


- - Orla. Your Accent is ſomething finer, than you could | 


Ref. I have been told ſo of many; but indeed. an old 


purchaſe in ſo removed a dwelling. 
ligious Unkle of mine taught me to ſpeak, who was 1 
| 


'Yourh an Inland Man, one that knew Courtſhip too wel 


for there he fell in Love. I have heard him read many 


Lectures againſt i it. I thank God, I am not a Woman, tu 


be touch d with ſo many giddy Offences as he bath gene x 


rally tax'd their whole Sex withal. 


he laid to the Charge of Women? 
Roſ” There were none Principal. they were all like 
another, as half pence are; every one's. fault ſee ming mon- 


Orla. Can you remember any of the principal Evils 3 
0 


| ſtrous, 'till his fellow fault came to match it. 


Orla. I prethee recount ſome of them. [2 

Roſ. No; I will not caſt away my Phyſick, but on chk | 
that are Sick. There is a Man haunts the Foreſt, tha“ 
abuſes our young Plants with carving Roſalind on then. 
Barks; hangs Odes upon Hawthorns, and Elegies on "Ty 


dies; all, forſooth, deifying the Name of Roſalind. 1 


could meet that 7 onger, I would give him ſom 
good 8 for he ſeems to have the Quotidian of Lore 
upon 

Orla, I am he that is ſo Love-ſhak'd; 1 | proy you, tell 
i Ma tz + I | 
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Roſ. There is none of my Unkle's Marks upon you; he 
taught me how to know a Man in Love; in which 
of Ruſhes, I am ſure you are not Priſoner. 
Orla. What were his Marks? 21 "Ta 
_ 'Rof. A lean Cheek, which you have not; a blue Eye 
and ſunken, which you have not; an unqueſtionable Spirit, 


which you have not; a Beard neglected, which you have 


not; bur I parden you for that, for ſimply your having 


no Beard, is a younger Brether's Revenue; Then your 
Hoſe ſhould be ungarter'd, your Bonnet unbanded, your 


Sleeve unbutton'd, you Shoo' untied, and every thing a- 
bout you demonſtrating a careleſs Deſolation; but you are 
no ſuch Man, you are rather Point device in your Accou- 
—— as loving your ſelf, than ſeeming the Lover of 
any other: 4 
15 la. Fair Youth, I would I could make thee believe I 
ve. | 5 5 | 
Ref. Me believe it? you may as ſoon make her that you 
love believe it, which I warrant: ſhe is apter to do, than 


to confeſs ſhe does; that is one of the Points, in the 


which Women ſtill give the Lie to their Conſciences. But 


in good ſooth, are you he that bangs the Verſes on the 


Trees, wherein Roſalind is ſo admired? 


Orla. I ſwear to thee, Youth; by the White Hand of 


"Roſalind, I am he, that unfortunate he. 


much. 0 54474 
Roſ. Love is meerly a Madneſs, and, I tell you, deſerves 
as well a dark Houſe, and a Whip, as mad Men do: And, 
the reaſon why t | 
that the Lunacy is ſo ordinary, that the Whippers are in 
love too: Yet I profeſs curing it by Counſel © 

Orla. Did you ever cure any ſo? ws. 

Ro. Yes one, and in this manner. He was to imagine 
me his Love, his Miſtreſs: and I ſet him every day to 
woo me. At which time would I, being but a mooniſh 
Youth, grieve, be effeminate, ch le, lon 
king '. proud, fantaſtical, apiſh, W, incon 


; y 


Tears, 


Ro/. But are you ſo much in Love, as your Nhimes 
ax? 19 4 „ 
Orla. Neither Rhime nor Reaſon can expreſs ho-] 


are not fo puniſh'd and cured, is, 


ing, and li- 
— full of 


C 
D 
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Tears, full of Smiles; for every Paſſion ſomething, and 
for no Paſſion truly any thing, as Boys and Women are 
for the moſt part Cattle of this Colour; would now like 


him, now loath him; then entertain him, then forſwear | | 


him; now weep for him, then ſpit at him; that I drave 
this Suitor from his mad Humour of Love, te a livin 

Humour of Madneſs, which was to forſwear the fall 
Stream of the World, and to live in a Nook meerly Mo- 


naſtick; and thus I cur'd him, and this way will I take _ 


upon me to waſh your Liver as clear as a ſound Sheep's 
Heart, that there ſhall not be one Spot of Love in't. 

Orla. I would not be cur'd, Youth. 

_ Rof. I would cure you if you would but call me Roſa- 


Und, and come every Day to my Cote, and woo me. 


Orla. Now by the Faith of my Love, I will; tell me 
where it is. 


© Rof. Go with me to it, and I will ſhew it you; and by 


the way you ſhall tell me where in the Foreſt you live; 


Will you go? 
Orla. With all my Heart, good Youth. | 
Roſ. Nay, nay, you muſt call me Roſalind; Come Sir, 


will you go? | 
| SCENE III. 
Enter Clown, Audrey and Jaques; 


Clo, Come apace, good Audrey, I will fetch up your 


Goats, Audrey; and, now, Audrey, am I the Man yet? 
Doth my ſimple Feature content you? 
Aud, Your Features, Lord warrant us; what Features? 
Co. I am here with thee, and thy Goats, as the moſt 
capricious Poet honeſt Ovid was among the Gorhs. 


Jag. O Knowledge ill inhabited, worſe than Fove in a 
Tic | { 


t Houſe. 


. Cle. When a Man's Verſes cannot be underſtood, nor a2 


Man's good Wit ſeconded with the forward Child, Under- 
ſtanding ; it ſtrikes a Man more dead than a great Reckon- 
ing in a little Room; truly, I would the Gods had made 
thee Poetical. N | Cy, 
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Aud. I do not know what Poetical is; is it honeſt in 
Deed and Word; is it a true things? | 


Clo. No truly; for the trueſt Poetry is the moſt feigning, 
and Lovers are given to Poetry; and what they ſwear in 


Poetry, may be faid as Lovers, they do feign. - 


9 


Aud. Do you wiſh then that the Gods had tnade me 
Poetical? = 
-- Clo. I do truly; for thou ſwear'ſt to me thou art honeſt : 
now if thou wert a Poet, I might have ſome hope thou. 
didſt feign. | 1 
Aud. Would you not have me honeſt? 
Clo. No truly, unleſs thou wert tard-favour'd; for Ho- 


neſty coupled to Beauty, is to have Honey a Sauce to 


Fag. A material Fool. : " 

Aud. Well, I am not fair, and therefore I pray the Gods 
make me honeſt, "I... 
Clio. Truly, and to caſt awzy Honeſty upon a foul Slut, 
were to put good- Meat into an unclean Diſh +» 
FE vos I am not a Slut, thouglh I thank the Gods I am 


- Clo. Well, praiſed be the Gods for thy Foulneſz; Slut- 


tiſhnefs may come. hereafter ; But be it as it may be, I 
will marry thee; and to that end I have been with Sir O- 
liver Mar- text, the Vicar of the next Vilas Who hath 


promis d to meet me in this Place of the Foreſt, and to 


couple us. | | "a 
Faq. I would fain ſee this Meeting. ; 28 
Aud. Well, the Gods give us Joy. 


Clo. Amen. A Nan may, if he were of 2 featſul Heart; 


ſtagger in this Attempt; for here we-haye-no Temple but 
the Wood, no Aſlermbly but Horn-beaſts. But — hor 
Courage. As Horns are odious, they are neceſſary. It is 
ſaid, many a Man knows no End of his Goods; right: 
many a Man has good Horns, and knows no End of 
them. Well, that is the Dowry of his Wife, tis none of 
his own getting; Horns? even ſo—— poor Men alone---- 
no, no, the- nobleſt Deer hath them as huge as the Raſ- 
cal: Is the ſingle Man therefore bleſſed ? No. As a waltd 
Town is more worthier than a Village, ſo is the Nate 
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head of 2 married Man more honourable that the bare 
Brow of a Batchelor; and by how much Defence 1s bet- 
ter than no Skill, ſo much is a Horn more precious than 
to want. | 

| Enter Sir Oliver Mar-text. * 


Here comes Sir Oliver: Sir Oliver Mar-. text, you are well 


met. Will you diſpatch us here under this Tree, or ſhall 
we go with you to your Chappel. | 

Sir Oli. Is there none here to give the Woman? 

Clo. I will not take her on Gift of any Man. 


lawful. 
Faq. Proceed, proceed! IIIl give her. 


Clo. Good Even, good Mafter What ye call: How do 


you Sir, you are yery well met; Godild you for your laſt 


Company, I am very glad to ſee you, even a Toy in 


Hand here Sir: Nay ;. pray be covered. 

Faq. Will you be married, Motley ? ** 

Clo. As the Ox hath his Bow, Sir, the Horſe his Curb, 
and the Falcon his Bells, ſo Man hath his Deſire; and as 
Pigeons bill, ſo Wedlock would be nibling. 

Faq. And will you, being a Man of your Breeding, be 
married under a Buſh like a Beggar? Get you to Church, 
and have a good Prieſt that can tell you what Marriage is; 
this Fellow will but join you together as they join Wain- 
ſcot, then one of you will prove a ſhrunk Pannel, and like 
Timber, warp, warp. 2 

Cb. I am not in the Mind, but I were better to be 
married of him than of another; for he is not like to 


marry me well; and not being well married, it will be a 


goed Excuſe for me hereafter to leaye my Wife. 
. Go thou with me, 
And let me counſel thee, 
Clo. Come, ſweet Audrey, 
We muſt be married, or we muſt live in bawdry: 
Farewell good Mr. Oliver; not O ſweet Oliver, O brave 


Oliver, leave me not behind thee: But wind away, be gone 


I fay, 1 will not to wedding with thee. 
Sir Oli, 'Tis no matter; ne'er a fantaſtical Knave of 
them all ſhall flout me out of my Calling. Exeunt. 


SCENE 


Sir Oli. Truly ſhe muſt be given, or the Marriage is not 
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SCENE IV. || 
Enter Roſalind and Celia, 
Roſ Never talk to me, 1 will weep. 


Cel. Do I prethee, but yet have the Grace to conſider 
_ Tears do not become a Man. T 


But have I not Cauſe to w . 
ot. As good Cauſe as one would deſire, 
Theretore weep. 
K His very Hair 
a diſſembling Colour. =. 
728 Something 8 than Fudas s: f 
, his Kiſſes are Fudas's own Children. 
Ro. faith his Hair is of a good Colour. . 

Cel. An excellent Colour: / 9 
Your Cheſnut was ever the only Colour. if 
Roß. And his Kiſſing is as full of Sanity, 6 
As the touch of holy Bread. j 


Cel. He hath bought a pair of chaſte Lips of Dans; 2 


Nun of Winter's Siſterhood kiſſes not more religiouſly ; 
the very Ice of Chaſtity is in them. 

Roſ. Bur why did he ſwear he would come this Morn- 
ing, and comes not? 

Cel. Nay, certainly there is no Truth in him. 

Roſ. Do you think ſo? | | 
nl. Yes, I think he is not a Pick- purſe, nor a Horſe- 

ſtealer; but for his Verity in Love, I do think him as 

concave as a coyer'd Goblet, or a worm - eaten N uy: 

Roſ. Not true in Love? 

Cel. Yes, when he is in, but I think he is not in. 

Roſ. You have heard him ſwear downright he was. 


Cel. Was, is not, is; belides, the Oath of a Lover is no 


ſtronger than the Word of a Tapſter; they are both the 
Confirmer of falſe Reckonings; he attends here in the 
Foreſt on the Duke your Father. | 


Ro. I met the Duke Yeſterday, and had much queſtion 


with him: He askt me of what Parentage I was; I told him 
'of as good as he; ſo be laugh'd, and let me go. But what 
talk we of laber, when there i is ſuch a Man 010 ? 

Cel. 
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Cel. O that's a brave Man, he writes brave Verſes, ſpeaks 


brave Words, ſwears brave Oaths, and breaks them bravely; 


quite travers athwart the Heart of his Lover, as a pui 
Tilter, that ſpurs his Horſe but on one Side, breaks his 
Staff like a noble Gooſe; but all's brave that Youth mounts, 
and Folly guides: Who comes here? | 
Cor. Miſtreſs and Maſter, you have oft enquir'd 
After the Shepherd that complain'd of Love, | 
Whom you ſaw fitting by me on the Turf, 
Praiſing the proud diſdaintul Shepherdeſs 
That was his Miſtreſs. 
Cel. Well, and what of him ? 
Cor. If you will ſee a Pageant truly plaid 
Between the pale Completion of true Love, 
And the red Glow of Scorn and proud Diſdain; 
Go hence a little, and I ſhall conduct you, 
If you will mark it. 
R/. O come let us remove, 
The Sight of Loyers feedeth thoſe in Loye: 
Bring us to this Sight, and you ſhall ſay 
Il prove a buſie Actor in their Flay. I Exeunt. 


SCENE u. 


Enter Silvius and Phebe. 

Sil. Sweet Phebe do not ſcorn me, do not, Phebe; 
Say that you love me not, but ſay not ſo | 
In bitterneſs; the common Executioner, s 
Whoſe Heart th' accuſtom'd Sight of Death makes hard, 
Falls not the Ax upon the humbled Neck, 

But firſt begs Pardon: Will you ſterner be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloody Drops? 
Enter Roſalind, Celia and Corin. 

Phe. 1 would not be thy Executioner, 
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee. 
Thou tell'ſt me there is Murther in mine Eyes; 
'Tis pretty ſure, and very probable, 
That Eyes that are the frail'ſt and ſofteſt things, 
Who ſhut their coward Gates on Atomics, 

8 Should 


— 


Should be call'd Tyrants, Butchers, Murtherers, * 
Now, I do frown'on thee with all my Heart. 
And if mine Eyes can wound, now let them kill thee? 
Now counterfeit to ſwoon, why now, fall down, ; 
Or if thou can'ſt not, oh for Shame, for Shame, . 
Lie not, to ſay mine Eyes are Murtherers. . 
Now ſhew the Wound mine Eyes hath made in thee; 
Scratch thee but with a Pin, and there remains 
Some Scar of it; lean but upon a Ruſh, 
1 
LY 
* 


The Cicatrice and capable Impreſſure 
Thy Palm ſome Moment keeps: But now mine Eyes 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not; 
Nor, I am ſure, there is no force in Eyes 
That can do hurt. 
Sil. O dear Phebe, 
If eyer, as that ever may be near, | 
You meet in ſome freſh Cheek the Power of Fancy, 
Then ſhall you know the Wounds inviſible 
That Love's keen Arrows make. 
Phe. But till that time | * | 
Come not thou near me; and when that time comes, 


* 


Aflict me with thy Mocks, pity me not, 1 9 7 
As till that time I ſhall not pity thee. L 
Rof. And why I pray you, who might be your Mother, 
That you inſult, exult, and all at once — i 
Over the wretched? What though you have no ty, * 
As, by my Faith, I ſee no more in you © 7 
5 


Than without Candle may go dark to Bed: 

Muſt you be therefore proud and pitileſs? 

Why what means this? Why do you look on me 

I fee no more in you than in the Ordinary b 

Of Nature's Sale-work ? ods my little Life, *. 8 

I think ſhe means to tangle mine Eyes too: 

No Faith, proud Miſtreſs, hope not after it. 

"Tis not your inky Brows, your black filk Hair, 

Your bugle Eye-balls, nor your Cheek of Cream 

That can entame my Spirits to your. Worſhip, 1 

You fooliſh Shepherd, wherefore do you follow her | 

Like foggy South, puffing with Wind and Rain? 

You are a thouſand times a properer Man h » 
Wider? | Than 
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Than ſhe a Woman. *Tis ſuch Fools as you | 
That makes the World full of ill-favour'd Children: 
Tis not her Glaſs, but you that flatters her, i 
And out of you ſhe fees her ſelf more proper A 
Than any of her Lineaments can ſhow her. | 
But Miſtreſs, know your ſelf, down on your Knees, | 5 
And thank Heay'n, faſting, for a good Man's Love; 
For I muſt tell you friendly in your Ear, 
Sell when you can, you are not for all Markets. 
Cry the Man Mercy, love him, take his Offer, 
Foul is moſt foul, being foul to be a Scoffer : 
So take her to thee, Shepherd, fare you well. 
Phe. Sweet Youth; I pray you chide a Year together; 
I had rather hear you chide than this Man woo. - 
Ro. He's fall'n in love with your Foulneſs, and ſhe'll 
Fall in love with my Anger. If it be fo, as faſt 
As ſhe anſwers thee with frowning Looks, I'll ſauce 
Her with bitter Words: Why look you ſo upon me? 
Phe. For no IIl-will I bear you. 
Rof. I pray you do not fall in love with me, 
x For I am falſer than Vows made in Wine; 
7 Beſides, I like you not. If you will know: my Houſe, 
0 
' 


'Tis at the Tuft of Olives, here hard by: 

Will you go, Siſter? Shepherd, ply her hard: 
Come Siſter; Shepherdeſs, look on him better, 
And be not ; tho” all che World could ſee, 


74 None could be ſo abus d in Sight as he. „ 
wy Come, to our Flock. | [Ew =# 
I Phe. Deed Shepherd, now I find thy Saw of Might, 

Who ever loy'd, that loy'd not at firſt Sight? q 


YÞ Sil. Sweet Phebe! 4 = 
5 Phe. Hah: What ſay'ſt thou, Silvins? = 
7 Sil. Sweet Phebe, pity me. L 
Phe. Why J am ſorry for thee, gentle Silvins; 

Sil. Where-eyer Sorrow is, Relief would be + 

If you do ſorrow at my Grief in Love, 


1 By giving Love, your Sorrow and my Grief | 45 
f Were both extermin'd. . 
Phe. Thou haſt my Love; is not that neighbourly? ; 

Sil. I would have you © © F 30 
an Vol. II. M 8 F 
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Phe. Why that were Covetouſneſs. 
Silvius, the time was, that I hated thee ; 
And yet it is not that I bear, thee Love; 
But ſince that thou canſt talk of Love ſo well, 
Thy Company, which erſt was irkſome to me, 
J will endure; and l' employ thee too: 
But do. not look for further Recompence, 
Than thine own Gladneſs that thou art imploy'd. 
Sil. So holy and ſo perfect is my Love, 
And ſuch a Poverty of Grace attends it, 
That I ſhall think it a moſt plenteous Crop 
To glean the broken Ears after the Man 
That the main Harveſt reaps: Loſe now and then 
A ſcattered Smile, and that I'll live upon. | 
Phe. Know'ſt thou the Youth .that ſpoke to me ere 
while? | | | 


Sil. Not very well, but I bave met him oft. | 4 F 


And he hath bought the Cottage and the Bounds 

That the old Carlo! once was Mafter of. | 
Phe. Think not I love him, tho' 1 ask for him; 

"Tis but a peeviſh Boy, yet he talks well, F 

But what care I for Words? Yet Words do well, 
When he that ſpeaks them pleaſes thoſe that hear: 

It is a pretty Youth, not very pretty; - | | 
But ſure he's proud, and yet his Pride becomes him; 


He'll make à proper Man; the beſt thing in him 


Is his Complexion; and faſter than his Tongue 
Did make Offence, his Eye did heal it u- 
He is not very tall, yet for his Years he's tall; 
His Leg is but ſo ſo, and yet tis well; ab 
There was a pretty Redneſs in his Lip, 
A little riper, and more Juſty red | | 
Than that mix d in his Check; twas juſt the Difference 
Betwixt the conſtant Red and mingled Damask. 
"There be ſome Women, Silvius, had they mark d him 
In Parcels as I did, would have gone near. | 
To fall in Love with him; but for my part 
I love him not, nor hate him not; and pet 
I have more Cauſe to hate him than to love him: 
For what had he to do to chide at me? 
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He faid mine Eyes were black, and my Hair black, . 7 


And now I am remembred, ſcorn'd at me; 
I marvel why#l anſwer'd not again, 
But that's all one; Omittance is no Quittance. 


I'll write to him a very taunting Letter, ) 1 
And thou ſhalt bear it, wilt thou, Silvius? 1 
Sil. Phebe, with all my Heart. 75 


Phe. I'll write it ſtraight; | 
The Matter's in my Head, and in my Heart, 
I will be bitter with him, and paſſing ſhort; 
Go with me, Silvius. Exe. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
S$'CENE MN 
Enter Roſalind, Celia and Jaques. | F 


Faq. I Prithee, pretty Youth, let me be better acquaint- 
ed with thee. | 
Rof. They ſay you are a melancholly Fellow. 3 
aq. Lam fo; I do love it better than Laughing. 
Roſ. Thoſe that are in Extremity of either, ace abomi- 
nable Fellows, and betray themſelves to every modern 
Cenſure, worſe than ry 6a: : 't 
. Why, *tis good to be ſad, and ſay nothing. E. 
2 Why then tis good to be a Poſt. of 7 | I 
Faq. I have neither the Scholars Melancholly, which 
is Emulation; nor the Muſicians, which is fantaſtical; “ 
nor the Courtiers, which is proud ; nor the Soldiers, which 
is ambitious; nor the Lawyers, which is politick; nor 
the Ladies, which is nice; nor the Lovers, which is al! 
theſe; but it is a Melancholly of mine own, compound- 


ed of many Simples, extracted from many Objects, and 


indeed the ſundry Contemplation of my Travels in 

which my often Rumination wraps me in 2 moſt hu- 
morous Sadneſs. | | i L 
Ro. A Traveller! by my Faith you have great Reaſon% 
to be fad: 1 fear you have ſold your own Lands, to ſee — 
2 M 2 ther 

1 


4 
4 
4 


2£68 A, you Like it. 
ther Mens; then. to have ſeen much, and to haye nothing, 


s to have rich Eyes and poor Hands. 
Faq. Yes, I have gain'd Experience. | 
| | Enter Orlando. g 
Roſ. And your Experience makes you fad: 1 had rather 
"have a Fool to make me merry, than Experience to make 
me ſad, and to travel for it too. Ä | 
Orla. Good Day, and Happineſs, dear Roſalind. _ 
Faq. Nay, then God b'w'y you, and you talk in blank 


Verſe, | [ Exit, 
Rof. Farewel, Monſieur Traveller; look you liſp, and 
Wear Suits; diſable all the Benefits of your own 


Country; be out of love with your Nativity, and almoſt 

-chide God for making you that Countenance you are, or 

I will ſcarce think you have ſwam in a Gondallo. Why 

how now Orlando, where have you been all this while? 

* "You a Lover? And you ſerve me ſuch another Trick, ne- 
ver come in my Sight more. | | 

| _ My fair Roſalind, I come within an Hour of my 


Rof. Break an Hour's Promiſe in Love? He that will di- 
vide a Minute into a thouſand Parts, and break but a Part 
of the thouſandth Part of a Minute in the Affairs of Love, 
it may be faid of him, that Cupid hath clapt him o'th' 
Shoulder, bur III warrant him Heart-whole. | 

Orla. Pardon me, dear Ro/alind. ö 

Rof. Nay, and you be ſo tardy, come no more in my 
Sight, I had as lief be wood of a Snail. 

Orla. Of a Snail? $5 | 

No Ay, of a Snail; for tho he comes {lowly, he car- 
ries his Houſe on his Head: A better Jointure, I think, 
than you make a Woman; belides he brings his Deſtiny 
with him. f þ . 
Orla. What's that? | 1 | 
Ro. Why Horns; which ſuch as you are fain to be behok 

ding to your Wives for; but he comes armed in his 
Fortune, and prevents the Slander of his Wife. - 
Orla. Virtue is no Horn- maker; aud my Roſalind is vir- 


e And Tam your Roſalind 
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were gravell 
the cleanlieſt Shift is to kiſs, 


new Matter. , 


_ ſtreſs? 


moſt fix thouſand Years old, and in all this time there was 


been for a hot Midſummer-Night; for, good Youth, he - 
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el. Tt pleaſes him to call you ſo; but he hath a Roſa: 

lind of a better Leer than you. * : 
Roſ. Come, woo me, woo me; for now lam in a Hos 

lyday Humour, and like enough to conſent: What wou 
”_ ſay to me now, and I were your very, very Roſa- 

2 - | 


Orla. 1 would kiſs before I ſpoke... 1 
Rof. Nay, you- were better ſpeak firſt, and when you 

4 for lack of matter, you might take Occaſi- 
on to kiſs. Very good Orators, when they are out, they 
will ſpit; and for Lovers lacking, God warn us, matter, 


Orla. How if the Kiſs be denied? f 
Rof. Then ſhe puts you to Entreaty, and there begin | 


Orla. Who could be out, being before his beloved Mi-. 


Re Marry that ſhould you if I were your Miſtreſs, or 
I ſhould think my Honeſty ranker than my Wit. 

Orla. What of my Suit? | 
Ro. Not out of your Apparrel, and yet out of your- 
Suit. | N 
Am not I your Roſalind? | 0 | 

Orla. I take ſome Joy to ſay you are, becauſe I would 
be talking of her . pd LY 

Roſ. Well, in her Perſon, I fay I will not have you. 

Orla. Then in mine own Perſon I die. Ws $3 | 

Rof. Ne faith, die by Attorney; the poor World is al! 
not any Man died in his own Perſon, videlicet, in a Love '' 
Cauſe: Troilus had his Brains daſh'd out with a Grecian 
Club, yet he did what he could to die before, and he is one 
of the Patterns of Love. Leander, he would have liv'd 
many a fair Year, tho' Hers had turn'd Nun, if it had nor 


went but forth to waſh in the Helleſpont, and being taken 

with the Cramp was drown'd; and the fooliſh Chroni- 
clers of that Age found it was Hero of Seſtas. But theſe 
are all Lies; Men have died from time to time and Worms j 
have eaten them, but not for Love. 7 
M 3 Oris 
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| Orla, I would not have my right Roſalind of this Mind, 
for I proteſt her Frown might kill me, 
No. By this Hand it will not kill a Flle; but come now, 
1 will be your Roſalind in a more coming-on Diſpoſition ; 
and ask what you will, 1 will grant it. — 


Orla. Then love me, Roſalind. 

Rof.. Yes faith will I, Fridays and Saturdays, and all. 
Orla. And wilt thou have me? 

Roſ. Ay, and twenty ſuch. | 

Orla. What ſay'ſt thou? | 

Ro. Are you not good? h 

Orla. I hope ſo. N 

Ro. Why then, can one aefite too mole of a good 
thing? Come, Siſter, you ſhall be the Prieſt, and marry 
us. Give me your Hand, Orlando: What do you 34 
Siſter ? 

Orla. Pray thee marry us. 

Cel. I cannot ſay the Words. 

Roſ. Lou muſt begin, Will you Orlando 
| 1 Go to; will you Orlando have to Wite this Roſe 
Orla. 1 will. E F 

Roſ. Ay, but when? 48 

Orla. Why now, as faſt as ſhe ean marry us. 

3 you_mult fa, I take thee Roſalind for 
Wi 

Orla. I take thee Roſalind for Wife. | 

Ro. 1 —_ ask you for your Commiſſion, + 
But I do take thee Orlando * my Husband: There's a 
Girl goes before the Prieſt, and certainly a Woman's 
Thought runs before her Actions. 

Orla. So do all Thoughts; they are wing d. 

Rof. Now tell me how long you would haye her, a- 
ter you have poſſeſt her. 

Orla. For ever and a Day. 

Roſ Say a Day without the ever: No, no, Orlando, Men 
are April when they woo, December when they wed: Maids 
are May when they are Maids, but the Sky changes when 
they are Wives; Iwill be more jealous of thee than a Barbary 
Cock- 
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Cock. Pigeon over his Hen, more clamorous than a Parrot 
"againſt Rain; more new-fangled than an Ape; more giddy 


in my Deſires than a Monkey; I will weep for nothing, 
like Diana in the Fountain, and I will do that when you | 


b are diſpos d to be merry; I will laugh like a Hyen, and 
"that when you are inclin'd to ſleep. ! 1 
Orla. But will my Roſalind do ſo? p 
+ Rof. By my Life the will do as I do. | 

ora. O but ſhe is wiſe, 7 


EReſ. Or elſe ſhe could not have the Wit to do this; the 
wiſer, the waywarder: Make the Doors faſt upon a Wo- i? 
man's Wit, and it will out at the Caſement; ſhut that, and. 
- *twill out at the Key-hole; ſtop that, it will fly with the 
* . Smoak out at the Chimney. | 4 
Orla. A Man that had a Wife with ſuch a Wit, he might 
ſay, Wit whither wilt? „ 
'/ Rof. Nay, you might keep that check for it, till you 
met your Wife's Wit going to your Neighbour's Bed : 
Orla. And what Wi: could Wit have to excuſe that? 
Ro. Marry to ſay, ſhe came to ſeek you there: Tou 
\ ſhall never find her without her Anſwer, unleſs you take 
her without her Tongue. O that Woman, that cannot make 
ber fault her Husband's occaſion, let her neyer nurſe her 
Child her ſelf, for ſhe will breed it like a Fool. - if 
Orla. For theſe two hours, Roſalind, 1 will leave thee. | 
Ro/. Alas, dear Love, I cannot lack thee two Hours. 
Orla. I muſt attend the Duke at Dinner, by ewro aClock | 
1 will be with thee again. 


1 Rof. + go your ways, go your ways; I knew wha 
d 


you would prove, my Friends told me as much, and |, 
thought no leſs; that flattering Tongue of yours won m 
*tis but one caſt away, and ſo come Death: Two o't 
Clock is your hour ! 3 
Orla. Ay, ſweet Roſalind. Og 57 
Roſ. By my troth, and in good earneſt, and ſo God 
mend me, and by all pretty Oaths that are not dangerous 
if you break one jot of your Promiſe, or come one mi- 
nute behind your hour, I will think you the moſt pathe- 
tical Break-Promiſe, and the moſt hollow Lover, and the _ 
moſt unworthy of her you call Rofalind, that may be cho - 
$ | M 4 * | a 
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| ſen out of the groſs Band of the Unfaithful; therefore be: 


ware my Cenſure, and keep your Promiſe. 

Orla. With no leſs Religion, than if thou wert indeed 

my Roſalind; ſo adieu. | 

Re. Well, Time is the old Juſtice that examines all 

ſuch Offenders, and let Time try. Adieu. [Exit Orla. 

Cel. You have ſimply miſus d our Sex in your Love- 

prate: we muſt have your Doublet and Hoſe pluck'd over 

your Head, and ſhew the World what the Bird hath done 

to her own Neſt, _ | 

Ro O Coz, Coz, Coz, my pretty little Coz, that thou 

didſt know how many fathom deep I am in Love; but it 
cannot be ſcunded: My Affection hath an unknown bot- 

tom, like the Bay of Portugal. 65 

Cel. Or rather bottomleſs, that as faſt as you pour Af- 
fection in, it runs out. . 

Ro No, that ſame wicked Baſtard of Venus, that was 
begot of Thought, conceiv'd of Spleen, and born of Mad- 
neſs, that blind raſcally Boy, that abuſes every ones Eyes, 
becauſe his own are out, let him be Judge, how deep I 
am in Love; Ill tell thee, Aliena, I cannot be out of the 
_ fight of Orlando: III go find a Shadow, and ſigh till he 


come. | 7 
Cel. And Ill ſleep. ä Eren. 
SCENE IL, 


Enter Jaques, Lords, and Foreſters, 
Faq. Which is he that kill'd the Deer? 
Tord. Sir, it Was I. 
Faq. Let's preſent him to the Duke like a Roman Con- 
ueror, and it would do well to {et the Deer's Horns upon 
is Head, for a branch of Victory; have you no Song, 
Foreſter, for this purpoſe ? 
r x 1 . k : 
Sing it: Tis no matter it be in Tune, ſo it 
| a Noiſe enough, IE 
10 | Mufick, Song. 


What ſhall he have that kill d the Deer? 
_ . His Leather Skin and Horns ts wear; 


I know not the Contents, but, as I gueſs, - 
By the ftern Brow, and waſpiſh Action | 

Which ſhe did uſe as ſhe was Writing of it, q 
It bears an angry tenure; pardon me, df 
I am but as a guiltleſs Meflenger. | 
Ro. Patience her ſelf would ſtartle at this Letter, 


Were Man as rare as Phenix: Od's my will, 


| 
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Then ſing him home, the reſt ſhall bear this burthes, | 


Take thou no ſcorn to wear the Horn, [ 
It was a Creſt ere thou waſt born, | 1 
1 Fathers Father wore it, | ; S 
i And thy Father bore it, , 18 
4 The Horn, the Hors, the luſiy Horn, 1 
> Is not a thing to laugh to Scorn, Exeunt. | 
1 SCENE III. ls 
2 Enter Roſalind and Celia. | 
No. How ſay you ae is it not paſt two a Clock? 


And here much Ori 15 | 
Cel. 1 warrant you, with pure Love and troubled 
þ Brain, | | LEE 
54 Enter Sylvius, 
He hath ta en his Bow and Arrows, and is gone forth _ 
To ſleep: Look who comes here. f 
.* Syl. My Errand is to you, fair Youth, | 
My gentle Phebe bid me give you this: N 


\ 


LEY 


And lay the Swaggerer; bear this, bear all. 
She ays I am not fair, that I lack Manners, 
She calls me proud, and that ie could not love me 


Her Love is not the Hare that I did hunt, 

Why writes ſhe ſo to me? Well, Shepherd, well, 
This is a Letter of your on device. 

Sy. No, I proteſt, I know not the Contents, 


« 
1 


Phebs did write it. 5 

» Roſ. Come, come, you are a Fool, 

And turn'd into the extremity of Love. 

1 ſaw her Hand, ſhe has a leathern Hand, 

A Frec-ſtone coloured Hand; I verily did think 
That ber old Gloves were on, but "ava her Hands 
x . "EF 
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She has a Huſwife's Hand, but that's no matter; 
I fay, ſhe never did invent this Letter, 
This is a Man's Invention, and his Hand. 
Syl. Sure it is hers. 
Rof. Why, tis a boiſterous and a cruel Stile, 
A Stile for Challengers; why, ſhe defies me, 
Like Tur“ to Chriſtian; Woman's gentle Brain 
Could not drep forth ſuch giant rude Invention, 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their Effect 
Than in their Countenance; will you hear the Letter? 
Syl. So pleaſe you, for I never heard it yet; | 
vet heard too much of Phebe's Cruelty. ; 
Rof. She Phebes me, mark how the Tyrant e 
[Reads ] Ari thou God to Shepherd turn Fi 
That a Maiden: Heart hath burn d: 
Can a Woman rail thus. 
Syl. Call you this Railing ? ; 
Rof. [Reads] Why, thy Godhead laid apart, 
Warr ft thou with a Woman's Heart? 
Did you ever hear ſuch Railing ? 
While the Eye of Man did woo me, 
That could do no Vengeance to me. 
Meaning me a Beaſt. 
If the Scorn of your bright Eyne 
Have power to raiſe ſuch Love in mine, 
Alack, in me, what ſtrange effect 
_ they work in mild Aspect? 
ou chid me, I did <= 
95 might your Prayers move? 
"He —— brings this Love to thee, 
Little knows that Love in me; 
And by him ſeal up thy Mind, 
Whether that 8 = er and Kind 
Mill the fauthful Offer take 
Of me. and all that I can make; 
Or elſe by him my Love deny, 
223 bow to — 
Syl. Call you this chiding? 
Cel. Alas, poor Shepherd! 


| Rof. Do you pity him? No, he deſeryes no pity: win 
thou 


i 


ö 4 
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thob love ſuch a Woman? What, to make thee an Inſtih - 
mefit, and play falſe Strings upon thee? Not to be endured ! 
Well, go your way to her, for | ſee Love hath made thee 
a tame Snake, and fay this to her, That if ſhe love me, I 
chatpe her to love thee: If ſhe will not, I will never haye 
her unleſs thou entreat for her. If you be a true Lover, 


hence, and not a word; for here comes more Company, 
5 | | [ Exit Syl. 


A Enter Oliver. 15 
. Good morrow, fair ones: Pray you, if you know, 
Where in the Purlews of this Foreſt ſtands F. 
A Sheep-cote, fenc'd about with Olive trees? 14 
Cel. Weſt of this place down in the Neighbour bottom, 
The rank of Oſiers, by the murmuring Stream IF 
Left on your Right-hand, brings you to the place; 
But at this hour the Houſe doth keep it ſelf, 1 
They * within. | n 
Oli, If that an Eye may profit by a Tongue, 8 
Then ſhould I — — Deſcription 7 8:31 | 
Such Garments, and ſuch Years: The Boy is fair, | 


Of female Fayour, and beſtows himſelf 

Like a ripe Siſter: But the Woman low, 

And browner than her Brother. Are not you- 
The Owner of the Houſe 1 did enquire for ? 


Cel. It is no boaſt, being ask'd, to ſay we are. x 
Oli. Orlando doth commend him to you bot, 
And to that Youth he calls his Roſalind [| 


He ſends this bloody Napkin. Are you he? 1 
Roe 1 am; what muſt we underſtand by this? 5 
ol,, Some of my Shame, if you will know of me 
What Man I am, and how, and why, and where. | 
This Handkerchief was ſtain'd. N. ; 
I pray you tell it. 1 
Oli. When laſt the young Orlando parted from you, 
He left a Promiſe to return again 
Within an hour; and pacing through the Foreſt, 8 
Chewing the Food of {ſweet and bitter Fancy, 1 
Lo what befel! he threw his Eye aſide, 1 
And mark what Object did preſent it ſelf [' 
„ e whey 


8 
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And high Top bald of dry Antiquity ; . 
A wretched ragged Man, o'er-grown with Hair, 
Lay 2 on his Back; about his Neck 
A green and gilded Snake had wreath'd it ſelf, 
Who with her Head, nimble in threats, approach'd 
The opening of his Mouth; but fuddenly 
Seeing Orlando, it vnlink'd it ſelf, f 
And with indented glides did ſlip away 
Into a Buſh, under whoſe Buſhes ſhade 
A Lioneſs, with Udders all drawn dry, | 
Lay couching Head on Ground, with Catlike watch 
When that the ſleeping Man fhould tir; for tis 
The Royal Diſpoſition of that Beaſt x 
Jo prey on nothing that doth ſeem as dead; 
This ſeen, Orlando did approach the Man, 
And found it was his Brother, his elder Brother. | 
Cel. O I have heard him ſpeak of that ſame Brother, 
And he did render him the moſt unnatural, | 
That liv'd *'mongſt Men. 
Oli. And well he might ſo do, 
For well I know he was unnatural. 
Rof. But to Orlando; did he leave him there 
Food to the ſuck'd and hungry Lioneſs? 
Oli. Twice did he turn his Back, and purpos'd ſo: 
But Kindneſs nobler ever than Revenge, 
And Nature ſtronger than his juſt Occaſion, 
_ N _ to — Lione(s 3 . 
o quickly fell before him, in which hurtling 
From miſerable Slumber I awak'd. 
Cel. Are you his Brother? 
- Rof. Was t you he reſcu'd? - 
Cel. Was't you that did fo oft contrive to kill him? 
Oli. Twas 1; but tis not I; I dot ſhame , 
To tell you what I was, ſince my Convetſion 
So ſweetly taſtes, being the thing I am. 
* Rof. But for the bloody Napkin ? 
Oli. By and by, | 
When from the firft to lat, betwixt us two, 
Tears our recountments had moſt kindly bath d, 
As how I came into that delartPlace; 
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In brief, he led me to the gentle Duke, 

Who gave me freſh Array and Entertainment, 

Committing me unto my Brother's Love, 

Who led me inſtantly unto his Cave, . 0 

There ſtrip'd himſelf, and here upon his Arm | 

The Lioneſs had torn ſome Fleſh away, j | 

Which all this while had bled; and now he fainted, 
And cry'd in fainting upon Roſalind. N 
Brief, 1 recover'd him, bound up his Wound, 
And after ſome ſmall ſpace, being ſtrong at Heart, 
He ſent me hither, Stranger as I am, 
To tell this Story, that you might excuſe 
His broken Promiſe, and to give this Napkin, 
Dy'd in his Blood, unto the Shepherd Youth 
That he in ſport doth call his Roſalind, _ 
Cel. Why, how now Ganimed, ſweet Ganimed? 
Oli. Many will ſwoon when they do look on Blood, 
Cel. There is no more in it: Coulin Ganimed! - 
\ Oli. Look, he recovers. ; 
Roſ. I would I were at home. 
Cel. We'll lead you thither. 
I pray you take him by the Arm. 
Oli. Be of good cheer, Youth; you a Man? 
You lack a Man's Heart, 

Rof. I do fo, I confels it. dps | 
Ah, Sirra, a body would think this was well counterfeit. 
ed, I pray.you tell your Brother how well I counterfeit- 
ed: Heigh-ho! 

Oli. This was not counterfeit, there is too great Teſti- 
mony-in your Complexion, that it was paſſion of Earneſt. 

Roſ. Counterfeit, I aſſure you. | 

Oli. Well then, take a good Heart, and counterfeit to 
be a Man. 

Roſ. So I do: But i faith, I ſhould have been a Woman 


by oY: 
. Come, you look paler and paler; pray you draw 
homewards; good Sir, go with us. 
Oli. That will I; for I muſt bear Anſwer back, 
How you excuſe my Brother, Roſalind. 
Ref. I ſhall deviſe ſomething; but I pray you commend 
my counterfeiting to him: Will you go? [ Exeumr, 
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ACT V. SCENE L. 


SCENE whe Foreſt. 
Enter Clown. and Audrey. 


Clo. XXV E ſhall find a time, Audrey; patience, gentle 


Audrey. 

Aud. Faith the Prieſt was good enough, for all the old 
Gentleman's ſaying. 

Clo. A moſt wicked Sir Oliver, Audrey, a moſt vile May- 
text. But Audrey, there is a Youth here i in the Foreſt 7 
claim to you. 

Aud. Ay, 1 know who tis; he hath no Intereſt in me 
in * World; here comes the Man you mean. 

Enter William. 

c. It is Meat and Drink to me to ſee a Clown; of 
my troth, we that have good Wits have much to ner 
for: we ſhall be flouting; we cannot hold. 

Will. Good Ev'n, Audrey. | ; ' 

Aud. God ye good Ev's, William. „ 

Will. And good Ev'n to you, Sir. 4 

Clo. Good Ev 'n, gentle Friend. Cover thy Head, cover 

thy Head; nay, prethee be cover d. How old are you, 
Friend? 

Wall. Five and twenty, Sir. | 5 
Qu. A ripe Age: Is thy Name / — | 4 bi 
Jill. william, Sir. | | 
Clo. A fair Name. Was't born i'th Foreſt here? * 

Will. Ay, Sir, I thank God. 

Clo. Thank God: A Anſwer: © | 4 
Art Rich? | 1 

Will ogra Sir, — nn el 

Clo. So, ſo, is ver excellent goo 

and e aa good, very good, v 29 
Art thou wiſe? 5 
Will. Ay, Sir, I have a pretty Wit. ** 
Clio. Why, thou ſay'ſt well: I do now remember a Say- 
ing, The Fool doth thank vs is 255 but the Wiſe Man 
ow Lnows 


o 
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Knows himſelf to be a Fool. The Heathen Phileſopher, 


when he had a Deſire to eat a Grape, would open his Lips 


when he put it into his Mouth, meaning thereby, that 
| Grapes were made to eat, and Lips to open. 


You do love this Maid ? 

Will. I do Sir. 8 

Clio. Give me your Hand: Art thou learned? 
Will. No, Sir. 

Cle. Then learn this of me; To have, is to have. For 
it is a Figure in Rhetorick, that Drink _ poured out 
of a Cup into a Glats, by filling the one doth empty the 
ether. For all our Writers do conſent, that ipſe is he: Now 

on are not ipſe; for I am he. | 

Will. Which he, Sir ? | 

Clo. He, Sir, that muſt marry this Woman; therefore 
you Clown, abandon; which is in the Vulgar, leave the 
Society; which in the Booriſh, is Company, of this Fe- 
male; which in the Common. is Woman ; which together 
is, abandon the Society of this Female; or, Clown, thou 
periſheſt ; or to thy berter Underſtanding, dieſt; or, to 
wit, I kill thee, make thee away, tranſlate thy Life into 
Death, thy Liberty into Bondage; I will deal in Poiſon with 
thee, or in Baſtinado, or in Steel; I will bandy with thee 
in Faction, I will o'er-run thee with Policy, I will kill thee 
a bundred and fifty ways; therefore tremble and- depart. 

Aud, Do, good William. 

Will. God reſt you merry, Sir. [ Exit; 
Re | Enter Corin. 

Cor. Our Maſter and Miſtreſs ſeek you; come away, 2. 


way. 
Clo. Trip Audrey, trip Audrey; I attend, 


SCENE I. 


Enter Orlando and Oliver. 


Orla. Ist poſſible, that on ſo little Acquaintance you 
ſhould like her? That, but ſeeing, * ſnould love her? 
ſnould grant? And 


And loving, woo? and wooing, 
ou. 


— 


will you perſevere to enjoy her? 


280 As you Like it. 

oli. Neither call the Giddineſs of it in queſtion; the 
Poverty of ker, the ſmall Acquaintance, my ſudden Woo- 
ing, nor her ſudden conſenting ; but ſay with me, I love 
Lena; Tay with her, that ſhe loves me; conſent with both 
that we may enjoy each other; it ſhall be to your good: 
For my Father's Houſe, and all the Revenue, that was 
. old Sir Rowland's, will 1 eſtate upon you, and here * Y 


dic a herd. 


Orla. You have my Conſent. | * 
Let your Wedding be to Morrow; thither will! 
Invite the Duke, and all's contented Followers: 
So you, and prepare Aliena; for look you, ˖ 
Here comes my Roſalind. —_ 
, God ſave you, Brother. 2 
Oli. And you, fair Siſter. 1 
Ro/. Oh my dear Orlaudo, how it grieves me to ſeethee 
wear thy Heart in a Scarf. me 
Orla. It is my Arm. of 

Roſ. I thought thy Heart had been wounded with the 
Claws of a Lion. 2 he # 
Orla, Wounded it is, but with the Eyes of a Lady. 

Roſ. Did your Brother tell you how I counterfeited to 
ſwoon, when he ſhew'd me your Handkerchief? - 
Orla. Ay, and greater Wonders than that, 1 
Roſ. O, I know where you are: Nay, tis true: There 


was never any thing ſo ſudden, but the Fight of two Rams, 


and Ceſar's Thraſonical Brag, of, I came, ſaw and over- 
came: For your Brother, and my Siſter,” no ſooner met, 
but they look d; no ſooner look d, but they lov d; nbſoon- 
er loyd, but they ſigh'd; no ſooner ſigh d, but they ask'd 
one another the Reaſon; no ſooner knew the Reaſon, but 
they ſought the Remedy; and in theſe Degrees have the 
made a Pair of Stairs to Marriage, which they will n! 
incontinent, or elſe be incontinent before Marriage; they 
are in the very Wrath of Loye, and they will together. Clubs 
cannot part them. The | 
0%, They ſhall be married to Morrow; aud I gill bid 
the Duke to the Nuptial. But ©, how bitter a thing it is 
to look into Happineſs through another Man's Eyes; by 2 
FLY - Muc 
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much the more ſhall I to Morrow be at the Height of 
Heart-Heavineſs, by how much I ſhall think my Brother 
happy, in having what he wiſhes for. 

Roſ. Why then to Morrow I cannot ſerve your Turn 
for Roſalind? ; , 1 F 

Orla. I can live no inking. ; 

Roſ. I will weary Kip. 3 Ne wich idle Talking. j 
Know of me then, for now I ſpeak to ſome purpoſe, that 
I know you are a Gentleman of good Conceit. I ſpeak 
net this, that you ſhould beara Opinion of my Know- 
ledge; inſomuch, I ſay, I know what you are; neither do 
I labour for a greater Eſteem than may in ſome little Mea | 
ſure draw a Belief from you to do your ſelf good, and not 
to grace me. Believe then, if you pleaſe, that I can do 
ſtrange things; I have, ſince I was three Years old, con 
verſt with a Magician, moſt profound in his Art, and yet 
not damnable. If you do love Roſalind ſo near the Heart, 
as your Geſture cries it out, when your Brother marries 4. 
lima you ſhall marry her. 1 know into what Streightg 
of Fortune ſhe is driven, and it is not impoſſible to me, i 
it appear not inconvenient to you, to ſet her before y f 


Eyes to Morow ; Human as ſheis, and without any Danger, | 


Orla, Speak ſt thou in ſober Meanings? + 
Neo, By my Life 1 do, which I tender dearly, tho I fay.. 
I am a Magician: Therefore put you on your beſt array 
bid your Friends: For if you will be Married to Morrow,” 
ad, if you will. 
Look, here comes a Lover of mine, and a Lover of hers, 
Phe. Youth, you have done me much ungentleneſs, | 
To ſhew the Letter that I writ to you. 1 
Ro. I care not if I have: It is my Study 
To ſeem deſpite ful and ungentle to you: 
You are there follow'd by a faithful Shepherd; 
Look upon him, love him; he worfhips you. 
Phe. Good Shepherd, tell this Youth what 'tis to lo 
Sil. It is to be made all of Sighs and Tears, 
And ſo am I for Phebe. | 
Phe. And 1 for Ganimed. 


Orla. And 1 for Roſalind. 
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Roſ. And I for no Woman. 1 

Sil. It is to be made all of Faith and Service; 
And ſo am I for Phebe. 5 

Phe. And 1 for Ganimed. 

Orla. And I for Roſalmd. 

R/. And I for no Woman. 

Sil. It is to be all made of Fantaſie, 
All made of Paſſion and all made of Wiſhes, 
All Adoration, Duty and Obſervance, 
All Humbleneſs, all Parience, and Impatience, 
All Purity, all Trial. all Obſervance; 1 
And fo am I for Phebe. ** 

Phe. And fo am I for Ganimed. 1 

Orla. And ſo am I for R ſalind. | p 

Ro/ And fo am | for no Woman. | 4 

Phe. If this be ſo, why blame you me to love you? 

Sil. If this be fo, why From you me to loye you? 

Orla. It this be ſo, why blame you me to love you? 

Rof. Who do you ſpeak to, Why blame yeu me to 
love you? 7 

Orla To her that is not here, nor doth not hear. 

Rof. Pray ycu no more of this; tis like the Howling of 
Triſh Wolves againſt the Moon; I will help you if I can; 
I would love you if I could: To Morrow meet me all to- 

her; 1 will marry you, if ever I marry Woman, and 
Il be married to Morrow; I will ſatisfy you, if ever 1 ſa- 
tisfy'd Man, and you ſhall be married to Morrow; I will 
content you, if what pleaſes you contents you, and you 
ſhall be married to Morrow. As you love Roſalind meet, 
as you love Phebe meet, and as I love no Woman, I'll meet. 
So fare you well; I have left you Commands. 

Sil. I'IIl not fail, if I live. 9 

Phe. Nor I. 8 1 

Orla. Nor I. I [Exemnt. 


SCENE III. 


Enter Clown and Audrey. ; 7 . 
Clo. To Morrow is the joy ful Day, Audrey: to Morrow 
will we be married. 7 | 


Cu. Truly young Gentlemen, though there was no 
matter in the Ditty, yet the Note was very untunab 


not our Time. 


: 
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Aud. 1 do deſire it with all my Heart; and I hope ic |} 
no diſhoneſt Deſire, to deſire to be a Woman of the N 
Here come two of the baniſh'd Duke's Pages. 'F 

Enter two- Pages. 

1 Page. Well met, honeſt Gentleman. 

Cho. By my troth well met: come, ſit, fit, and a So 

2 Page. We are for you, fit th* middle. | 

1 Page. Shall we clap into't roundly, without hawking, 
or ſpitting, or ſaying we are hoarſe, whichare the only Pro- 
logues to a bad Voice, | 1} 

2 Page. I faith, i faith, and both in a Tune, like two. 
Gypſies on a Horſe. hoy | 


SONG. 


It was a Lover and his Laſs, 

With a hey and a ho, and a hey nonino, 
That o'er the green Corn-field did paſs 

In the Spring time; the pretty Spring time, 
When Birds do ſing, hey ding a ding, ding. 
Sweet Lovers love the Spring, 


And therefore take the preſent time, 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino; 
For Love is crowned with the prime, 
In the Spring time, &c. 


Between the Acres of the Rye, 1. 
With a hey, and a ho and a hey nonino, 4 
Theſe pretty Country- folks would lye, 
In the Spring time, &c. 


The Carrol they began that hour, 
With a hey, and a ho, and a hey nonino; 1 
How that a Life was but a Flower, 4 
In the Spring time, &c. 


„ 
1 Page, You are deceiy'd, Sir, we kept Time, we loſt | 
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Cla, By my troth, yes: I count it but Time loft to hes” 


ſuch a fooliſh Song. God b'w'y. you, and God mend 
your Voices. Come, ow [ Exeunt. 


SCENE W. 
Euter Duke gie e Jaques, Orlands, Oliver, 


Due Sen. Doſt thou believe, an that the Boy 
Can do all this that he hath promiſed? N 
,- Orla. I ſometimes do believe, and ſometimes do not z; 
As thoſe that fear they hope, and know they fear. 
Enter Roſzlind. Silvius, and Phebe. 


Rof. Patience once more, whiles our Compact is urg d: 
Tou fay, if I bring in your Roſalind, [To the Duke. . 


You will beftow her on Orlando here? 


_ Sen. That would I, had I Kingdoms to give wih 
17 And you ay you will have her when I bring her? 


[Tb Or lando, 
Orla. That would I, were I of all Kingdoms King. 


R/. You ſay you'll Marry me, if I be willing, [To Phe, 


Phe, That will I, ſhould I die the Hour after, 
= But if you do refuſe to marry me, 

You'll give your ſelf to this moſt faithful Shepherd. 
Phe. So is the Bargain, 
- Rof, You fay, that you'll have Phebe, if ſhe will? 


[To S "1 k 


Sil. Tho' to have her and Death were both one thi 
Rof. J have promis d to make all this matter even 
Keep you your word, O Duke, to give your 8 
Tou, yours, Orlando, to _ ve 28 Tie ar j 
K ou your word, Phebe, that you! marry me; 

Or ae refuſing me, to wed this Shep herd. 
Keep your word, Sybvins, that you'll marry ber, 
If the refuſe me; and from hence 1 go 


To make theſe Doubts all even. [ Ex. Roſ. and Celia. . 


Duke Sen. 1 do remember in this Shepherd-Boy, 
Some hyel err of my Daughter's Fe aveur. - 
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r | 4 
* Orla. My Lord, the firft time that I ever faw him, 
be Methought he was a Brother to your Daughter; 
. But, my good Lord, th's Boy is Foreſt born, 
And hath been tutor'd in the Rudiments 
Of many deſperate Studies by his Uncle, 
Whom he reports to be a great Magician, 
4 - Obſcured in the Circle of this Foreſt. 
| Enter Clown and Audrey. Ef 
Faq. There is ſure another Flood toward, and theſe Cou- 
ples are coming to the Ark. Here comes a pair of rer 
range Beaſts, which in all Tongues are call'd Fools. 1 
Clio. Salutation and Greeting to you all. |; 


| 
47 


Faq. Goed my Lord, bid him welcome. This is the 
Motley minded Gentleman that I have fo often met in 
te. the Foreſt: He hath been a Courtier he ſwears. 
| Clo. If any Man doubt that, let him put me to my Pur- 
h tion; I have trod a Meaſure, I have flatter d a Lady, I 
| [nr been politick with my Friend, ſmooth with mine 
7 Enemy, I have undone three Tailors, I have had four 
Quarrels, and like to have fought one. 
Faq. And how was that ta'en up? 
Clo. Faith we met, and found the Quarrel was upon 
'the ſeventh Cauſe. # -38 
Faq. How the ſeventh Cauſe? Good my Lord, like 
this Fellow. 
Duke Sen. I like him very very well. 
; Clo. God'ild you, Sir, I defire you of the like: I preſs 
„in here, Sir, amongſt the reſt of the Country Copulatives, 
to ſwear, and to forſwear, according as Marriage binds, 
and Blood breaks: A poor Virgin, Sir, an ill-favour'd | 
thing, Sir, but mine own, a poor Humour of mine, Sir, 
to take that that no Man elſe will. Rich Honeſty dwells ' 
like a Miſer, Sir, in a poor Houſe, as your Pearl in your | 
foul Oyſter, 3 
Duke Sen. By my Faith, he is very ſwift and ſententious. 
15 Quo. According to the Fool's bolt, Sir, and ſuch dulcet 
* Diſeaſes. N | 
Faq. But for the ſeventh Czuſe; how did you find the 
Quurrel on the ſeventh Caule ? 8 
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Clo, Upon a Lie ſeven times removed; (bear your 
dy more ſeeming, Audrey) as thus, Sir; I did diſlike the 
Cut of a certain Courtier's Beard; he ſent me word, If I 
faid his Beard was not cut well, he was in the mind it 
was: This is call'd the Retort Courteous. If 1 ſent him 
word again, it was well cut, he would ſend me word, he 
cut it to pleaſe himſelf. This is call'd the. Quip Modeſt. 
If again, it was not well cut, he diſabled my judgment: 


This is call'd the Reply Churliſn. If again, it was not 


well cut, he would anſwer, I ſpake not true: This is call d 
the Reproof Valiant. If again, it was not well cut, he 
would fay, Ilie: This is call'd the Countercheck Quar- 


relſome; And ſo the Lie Circumſtantial, and the Lie Di- 


Faq. And how oft did you ſay his Beard way not 
well cut? | {4 

Clo. I durſt go no further than the Lie Circumſtantial; 
nor he durſt not give me the Lie Direct, and ſo we mea- 
ſur d Swords, and parted, » 


Fad. Can you nominate in order now the degtes of 


the Lie? | . | Ws 
Clo. O. Sir, we quarrel in Print, by the Book; as you 
have Books for good Manners. I will name you the De- 
grees. The firſt, the Retort Courteous; the ſecond, the 
Quip Modeſt; the third, the Reply Churliſh; the fourth, 
the Reproof Valiant; the fifth, the Countercheck Quar- 
relſome; the ſixth, the Lie with Circumſtance the ſe- 
venth, the Lie Direct. All theſe you may avoid, but the 
Lie direct; and you may avoid that too, with an If, I 
knew when ſeven Juſtices could not take up a Quarrel, 
but when the Parties were met themſelves, one of them 
thought but of an If; as, If you ſaid ſo, then I faid:{o; 
and they ſhook Hands, and ſwore Brothers. Your If is 
the only Peace-maker; much virtue in If. 188. 
Fag. Is not this a rare Fellow, my Lord? He's good 
at any thing, and yet a Fool. 4 a 
Duke Sen. He uſes his Folly like a Stalking-Horſe, 45 
under the Preſentation of that he ſhoots his Wit. 
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Euter Hymen, Roſalind in Woman's Cloaths, and Celia. 
Still Muſick. 


Hym. Then is there Mirth in Heavn, 
When earthly things made even 
Atone together. 
Goed Duke receive thy Daughter, 
Hymen from Heav'n brought her, 
Yea, brought ber hither, | 
That thou might'ſt join her Hand with bis 
Whoſe Heart within his Boſom ts. 


Roſ. To you I give my ſelf; for J am yours- $4 
* W | : [To the Duke, 
To you I give my ſelf; for I am yours. [Te Orlando. 
Duke Sen. If there be truth in fight, you are my Daughter, 4 
Orla. If there be truth in ſight, you are my Roſalind. 7 
Phe. If ſight and ſhape be true, why then my Love adieu. Y 
Roſ. I'Il have no Father if thou be not he; 
Tl have no Husband, if thou be not he; 
Nor ne er wed Woman, if you be not ſhe. 
. Hym, Peace hoa; I bar Confuſion: 4 
"Tis I muſt make concluſion | 
Of theſe moſt ſtrange Events: 
Here's cight that muſt take Hands, 
To join in EHymens Bands, 
If Truth holds true Contents, 
You and you no Croſs ſhall part; 
You and you are Heart in Heart ; k 
You to kis Love muſt accord, 
Or have a Woman to your Lord. | 
You and you are ſure together, . 
As the Winter to foul Weather: b 
Whiles a Wedlock Hymn we ſing, is 
Feed your ſelves with queſtioning: z 
That Reaſon, Wonder may diminiſh, 04.5 
How thus me met, and theſe things finiſh. 7 
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| 1 4 

Wedding is great Jano's Crown, * 

O bleſſed Bond of Board and Bed! 1 

*Tis Hi men Peoples ev'ry Town, ” 
Higb Wadlock then be honoured: 7 
Honour high Honour and Renown 7 

To Hymen, God ef every Town. oy 


Due Sen O my dear Neice, welcome thou art to me, 
Even Daughter, welcome, in no leſs degree. 25 
Phe. Iwill not eat my word, now thou art mine, 
Thy Faith, my Fancy te thee doth combine. 8 
. ] Eurer Jaques de Boys. 2 
Fa de B. Let me have Audience for a Word or two: 
T am the ſecond Son of old Sir Rowland, 25 
That bring theſe Tidings to this fair Aſſembly. 


Men of great Worth reſorted to this Fo 
Addreſs d a mighty Power which were on foot 
In his own Conduct, purpoſely to take 
His Brother here, and put him to the Sword: 


od 

Duke Frederick hearing how that every os 17 
; a 
* 


And to the Skirts of this wild Wood he came, 1 iP 


| Where meeting with an old Religious Man, 
After ſome queſtion with him, was converted 8 
Both from his Enterprize, and from the World; 15 


His Crown Fe. to his baniſh'd Brother, 35 
And all their Lands reſtor d to them again |, 
That were with him Exil'd. This to be true, a - 


I do engage my Life. 
Duke Sen. Welcome, young Man: | 
Thou offer'ſt fairly to thy Brother's Wedding; 


To one his Lands with-held, and to the other 
A Land it ſelf at large, a potent Dukedom,  _ © 
Firſt, in this Foreſt, let us do theſe Ends | lg 
That here were well begun, and well begot: 1 9] 
And after, every of this happy Number 3 
That have endur'd ſhrewd Days and Nights with un 
Shall ſhare the good of our returned Fortune, 4 

37 | Accord. 
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According to the meaſure of their States. | 
Mean time, forget this new-falln Dignity, 
And fall into our Ruftick N EN 0 
Play Muſick, and you Brides and Bridegrooms all, 
With Meaſure heap'd in Joy, to th' Meaſures fall. 
aq. Sir, by your patience: If I heard you rightly, 
The Duke hath put on a Religious Life, 
And thrown into neglect the pompous Court. 
Faq. de B, He hath. 
Faq. To him will I; Out of theſe Convertites 
There is much matter to be heard and learn'd. 
You to your former Honour I bequeath, {To the Duke. 
Your Patience, and your Virtue well deſerves it: 
You to a Love that your true Faith doth merit; [To Orla. 
You to your Land, and Love, and great Allies; T Oli. 
You to a long and well-deſerved Bed; [To Syl. 
And you to Wrangling; for thy loving Voyage 
| [To the Clowns 
Is but for two Months victuall'd: So to your Pleaſures: 
I am for other than for Dancing Meaſures. 
Duke Sen. Stay, Faques, ſta gf 
Fag. To ſee no Paſtime, I: What you would have, 
I'll tay to know at your abandon'd Cave. Exit. 
Duke Sen Proceed, proceed, we will begin theſe Rites, 
As we do truſt they'll end in true Delights. + 
Rof. It is not the Faſhion to ſe the Lally the Epilogue” | 
but it is no more unhandſome than to ſee the Lord the 
Prologue. If it be true, that good Wine needs no Buſh. tis 
true, that a good Play needs no Epilogue, Vet to good 
Wine they oo uſe ge Buſhes; and good Plays prove 
the better by the help of good Epilogues. What a caſe *: 
am I in then, that am neither a good Epilogue, nr? 
cannot inſinuate with you in the behalf of a good Play ? . 
I am not furniſh'd like a Beggar; thcrefore to beg will 11 
not become me. My way is to conjure you and I'll | | 
begin with the Women. I charge you, O Women, for 1 
the love you bear to Men, to like as much of this Play 
as pleaſes yuu : And I charge you O Men for he lere“ 
you bear to Women, (as | perceive by your Simpring, % 
Vo. Il N _ 
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none of you hates them) that between you and the Wof 
men, the Play may pleaſe. If I were a Woman, 1 
would kiſs as many of you as had Beards that pleas'd 
me, Complexions that lik d me, and Breaths that I defyd 
not: And, 1 am ſure, as many as have good Beards, or 
good Faces, or ſweet Breaths, will for my kind Offer, 
when I make Courtlie, bid me farewell. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
A plaid. 


 Chriftopher Sly, a drunken Tinker. | 
Hoſteſs. 


Page, Players, Huntſmen, and other Servants at- 


tending on the Lord. 
The Perſons of the Play it ſelf are 


Baptiſta, Father to Katharina and Biancha, very rich, 

Vincentio, an old Gentleman of Piſa. 

Lucentio, Son zo Vincentio, i” Love with Biancha, 

Petruchio, @ Gentleman of Verona, a Suitor to 
Katharina. 


Gremio, 
| Hortendo, 8 Pretenders to Biancha. 


Tranio | 
Biond ell 60. 7. Servants to Lucentio. | 
Grumio, Servant to Petruchio. 


Pedant, an old Fellow ſer up to perſonate Vincentio. 


Katharina, the Shrew. 
Biancha, her deer. - 
#duw, 


Taylor, Haberdaſv ers, with Servants andy on 


e pu Petruchio. 


SCENE in the latter End of the third, and 


beginning of ibe fourth Act, in Petruchio - 


Houſe in the WS for the reſt if the 
oy in Padua, . oy 4 
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Lord, before whom the Play 11 ſnnri. to be 


KEY 


0. 


The Taming of theSHRE W. 


ACT L SCENE I. 
Euter Hoſteſs and Sly. 
S L 1 


L pheeze you, in Faith. 
He. A pair of Stocks, you Rogue. 
Sly. Y'are a Baggage; the Slies are 
no Rogues. Look in the Chronicles, 
we came in with Richard Conoueror;, 
— cherefore Paucus pallabris, let the World 
— lc; Sc. | "| 
Hoſt. You will not pay tor the Glaſſes you have burſt? | 
Sly. No, not a Deniere: Go by S. Feronimy go to thy 
cold Bed, and warm thee. | 
Hoſt. I know my Remedy; I muſt go ferch the Heod- 


a! 


borough. Exit. 
Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth Borough. I]! anf im 
by Law; I'll not budge an Inch, Boy; let him 
kindly. [ Fa/! a /c6; | 


Wind Horns, Enter a Lord from Hunting with 4 Tra. F 


Lord. Huntſman, I charge thee tender well my Heunds, | 
Brach Merriman, the poor Cur is imboſt, 7 
And couple Clowder with the deep-mouth'd Brach. | 

ate N 3 Sal - 
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Saw'ſt thou not, Boy, how Silver made it good 
At the Hedge Corner. in the coldeſt Fault ? 
I would not loſe the Dog for twenty Pound, 
Hun. Why, Belman is as good as he, my Lord;. 
He cried upon it at the meereſt Loſs, 
And twice to Day pick d out the dulleſt Scent: 
Truſt me, I take him for the better Dog. 
Lord. Thou art a Fool; if Eccho were as fleet, 
I would eſteem him worth a Dozen ſuch, 
But ſup them well, and look unto them all, 
To Morrow I intend to hunt again. 
Hun. I will, my Lord. 5 
Tord. What's here? one Dead, or Drunk ? See, doth he 
breathe? 7 
2 Hun. He breathes, my Lord. Were he not warm'd with 
This were a Bed but cold to ſleep fo ſoundly. (Ale, 
Lord. O monſtrous Beaſt! how like a Swine he lyes! 
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Grim Death, how foul and loathſome is thine Image! 15 
Sirs, I will practiſe on this drunken Man. 1 
What think you if he were convey'd to Bed, . i” 
Wrapt in ſweet Cloaths ; Rings put upon his Fingers; . 
A moſt delicious Banquet by his Bed, 1 


And brave Attendants near him when he wakes; 
Would not the Beggar then forget himſelf? | 
1 Hun. Believe me, Lord, I think he cannot chuſe. 
2 Hun. It would ſeem ſtrange unto him vyhen he wak'd. | 
Lord. Even as a flatt ring Dream, or worthleſs Fancy. 1 
Then take him up, and manage well the Jeſt: ; 
- Carry him gently to my fairett Chamber, 
And hang it round with all my wanton Pictures; 
Balm his foul Head with warm diſtilled Waters, 
And burn ſweet Wood to make the Lodging ſweet. 
Procure me Muſick ready when he wakes, 
To make a Dulcet and a Heay'nly Sound; 
And if he chance to ſpeak, be ready ſtraight, 
And with a low ſubmiſſive Reyerence, a ' 
Say, what is it your Honour will command; | 
Let one attend him with a ſilver Baſon ; 
Full of Roſe-water, and beftrew'd with Flowers. * 
Another bear the Ewer; a third a Diaper, N 
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And fay, wilt pleaſe your Lerdſhip cool your Hands? 
Some one be ready with a coſtly Suit, . 
And ask him what Apparel he will wear; 


Another tell him of his Hounds and Horſe, * 
And that his Lady mourns at his Diſeaſe; 
: 
. 


pPerſuade him that he hath been Lunatick, 
1 And when he ſays he's poor, ſay that he dreams, 
For he is nothing but a mighty Lord: 
This do, and do it kindly, gentle Sirs: 
It will be Paſtime paſſing excellent | 
If it be husbanded with Modeſty. | 


I Han. My Lord, I warrant you we'll play our Part, 
As he ſhall think by our true Diligence, | 


2 * 
— 
—— 


Hie is no leſs than what we ſay he is. 1 
th Tord. Take him up gently, and to bed with bim; ] 
And each one to his Office when he wakes. 1 
q | [ Sound: Trumpets. 
PSirrah, go ſee what\Trumpet tis that ſounds. Ih 
Belike ſome noble Gentleman that means, | 


Travelling ſome Journey, to repoſe him here. 
5 5 Enter Servant. 


* 


$ 
How now? Who is it? 5 f 
Ser. An't pleaſe your Honour, P | 
Fhat offer Service © your — +> 1 
Lord. Bid them come near: 

' Now Fellows, you are welcome. 

Play. We thank your Honcur. ; 
Lord. Do you intend to ſtay with me to Night? 

2 Play. So"pleaſs your Lordſhip to accept our Duty. 

| 1 With all my Heart. This Fellow I remember, 
Since once he play'd a Farmer's eldeſt Son; | 


- 


'*Twas where you woo'd the Gentlewoman fo well: 
have forgot your Name; but ſure that Part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform d. [f 
. Sim. I think twpas Soto that your Honour means. 
Lord. Tis very true, thou didſt it excellent: | 
Well, you are come to me in happy time, 
The rather for I have ſome þ in Hand, 
Wherein your Cunning can me much. 
BY OG N..4.. 


256 The Taming of the Shrew. 


There is a Lord will hear you play to Night; 
But I am doubtful of your ” Modeties, 

Leſt over eying of his odd Behaviour, 

(For yet his Honour never heard a Play,) 
You break into ſame merry Paſſion, 

And ſo offend him: For I tell you, Sirs, 

If you ſhould ſmile, he grows impatient. 


Play. Fear not, my Lord, we can contain our ſelves, 


Were he the verieſt Antick in the World. 
Lord. Go Sirrah, take them to the Buttery, 
Let them want nothing that the Houſe affords. 


[Exit one with the Players. 


Sirrah, you to Bartholomew m y Page, 

And ſee him dreſt in all ſuiĩts like a Lady: 

That done, conduct him to the Drunkard's Chamber, 
And call him Madam, do him Obeiſance. 

Tell bim from me, as he will win my Love, 

He bear himſelf with honourable Action, 

Such as he hath obſerv'd in noble Ladies 

Unto their Lords, by them accompliſhed; 

Such Duty to the Drunkard let him do, 

With ſoft low Tongue, and lowly Courteſie ; 
And ſay; What is't your Honour will command, 
Wherein your Lady, and your humble Wife, 


May ſhew her Duty, and make known her Love? 
And then with kind Embracemenrs, tempting Killes, 


And with declining Head into his Boſom, 

Bid him ſhed Tears, as being overjoy'd 

To ſee her noble Lord reſtor d to Health, 

Who for theſe ſeyen Years hath eſteem'd himſelf 
No better than a poor and loathſome Beggar: 


And if the Boy have not a Woman's Gift 


To rain a Shower of commanded Tears, 

An Onion will do well for ſuch a Shift, | 
Which in a Napkin being cloſe convey'd, 4 
Shall in deſpight enforce a watry Eye. £7 
See this diſpatch d with all the haſte thou canft, 


Anon I'll give thee more Inſtructions, [Exit Servant. 


1 know the Boy will well uſurp the Grace, 
Voice, Gate, and Action of a 5 
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J long to hear him call the Drunkard, Husband, if 
And how my Men will ſtay themſelves from Laughter,, | 
When they do Homage to this ſimple Peaſant; j is 

IIF in to counſel them: Haply my Preſence - | | J 

May well abate the over- merry Spleen, j 


Which otherwiſe would grow into Extreams. 4 
Enter Sly with Attendants, ſome with Apparel, Baſon 
and Ewer, and other Appurtenances. 
Sly. For God's fake a Pot of ſmall Ale. \ f 
1 Serv. Will't pleaſe your Lordſhip drink a Cup ef 
Sack ? | | EE 
2 Serv, Will: pleaſe your Honour taſte of theſe C 
ſerves? | ja-9% 
3 Serv. What Raiment will your Honour wearto Dit 
Sly. 1 am Chriſlophero Sly, call not me Honour, nor 
Lerdſhip : I ncer drank Sack in my Life? and if you. 
give me any Conſerves give me Conſerves of Bee" 
er ask me what Raiment I']l wear, for I have no ma e 
Doublets than Backs, no more Stockings than Legs, fr 
no more Shooes than Feet; nay ſometimes more F :t 
than Shooes, or ſuch Shooes as my Toes look through 
the over-leather. | | Py 
Lord. Heav'n ceaſe this idle Humour in your Hono 
Oh that a mighty Man of ſuch Deicent, 
Of ſuch Poſſeſſions, and ſo high Eſteem, . 
Should be infuſed with fo foul a Spirit. e 
Sly. What, would you make me mad? Am not IC. 
* Sly, old Sly's Son of Burton heath. by Birth 175 


er, by Education a Card- maker, by Tranſmutation a 1 ; 
herd, and now by preſent Profeſſion a Tinker? Ask N . 
rian Hacket the fat Ale- wife of Wmeot, if ſhe know me nt; 
if ſhe ſay I am not fourteen Pence on the Score lor Sh er 
Ale, ſcore me up for the lying'ſt Knave mz Chriſtcaidm.. . 
What I zm not 8 : heres 
1 Man. Oh this it is that makes your Lady mourn. 
2 Man. Oh this it is that makes your Servants droo 
Lord Hence comes it that your Kindred ſhun your Hoe, 
As beaten hence by your ſtrange Linacy. | 
Oh noble Lord, bethink thee of thy Birt, 
Gall home thy ancient Thoughts from Baniſhment, 


N 
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And baniſh hence theſe a dom lowly Dreams: 
Look how thy Servants do attend on thee, __ 
Each in his Office ready at thy Beck. 
Wilt thou have Muſick? Hark, Apollo plays, best 
And twenty caged Nightingales do ſing. 

Or wilt thou ſleep? We'll have thee to 2 

Softer and ſweeter than the luſtful Bed 

On purpoſe trimm d up for Semiramis 

Say thou wilt walk, we will beſtrow the . 

Or wilt thou ride? Thy Horſes ſhall be trapp'd, 

Their Harne's ſtadded all with Gold and Pearl. 

Doſt thou love Hawking? Thou haſt Hawks will ſoar 
Above the Morning Lark. Or wilt thou hunt, 
Thy Hounds ſhall make the Welkin anſwer them, _ 
And fetch ſhrill Eccoes from the hollow Earth + 

1 Man. Say thou wilt courſe, thy Grayhounds are aa wißt 
As breathed Stags; ay, fleeter than the Roe. \ 

2 Man. Doſt thou love Pictures? We will ferch thee firaight 
Adonis painted by a running Brook, a. | 
And Citherea all in Sedges Fid, ; 

Which ſeem to move, and wanton with her Breath, 
Even as the waving Sedges play with Wind. 

Lord. We'll ſhew thee Io, as ſhe was a Maid, 
And how ſhe was N and ſurpris d, | | 
As lively painted as the Deed was done. 5 

3 Man. Or Daphne roaming thr 2 ny Wo, 
Scratching her Legs, that one ſhall {wear ſhe M 
And at the Sight ſhall fad Apollo weep: 

So eng the Blood and Tears are drawn, 1 

Lord. Thou art a Lord, and nothing but a my | 
Thou haſt a Lady far more beautiful, 
Than any Woman in this waining A 

1 Man. And till the Tears that ſhe hath ſhed for thee, 

Like envious Floods, o'er-run her lovely Face, 
She was the faireſt Creature in the World,  _ 
And yet the is inferior to none. E510 

Sly. Am I a Lord, and have I ſuch a Lady? 
Or do I dream? Or have I dream d 'till now? 
I do not ſleep; I fee, I hear, I ſpeak; 
I ſmell ſeet Savours, and | feel ſoft Things: 


Upon my Like Tam a Lord indeed. We And © 
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And not a Tinker, nor Chriflophers Sy. a; | 


Well, bring our Lady hither to our Sight, | 
And once again a Pot o'th* ſmalleſt Ale. F 
2 Man. Wil'tpleaſe your Mightineſs to waſh your Hands F 
Oh how we joy to ſee your Wits reſtor d, | F 
Oh that once more you knew but what you are? 2 
Theſe fifteen Years you have been in a Dream, * 
Or when you wak'd, you wak'd as if you flept. | 

Sly. Theſe fifteen Years! by my Fay, a goodly Nap: © 
But did I never ſpeak of all that time? 

1 Man, Oh yes, my Lord, but very idle Words. 
For tho you lay here in this geodly Chamber, 1 
Yet would you ſay, ye were beaten out of Door, 1 
And raid upon the Hoſteſs of the Houſe, 1 
And fay you would preſent her at the Leet, 4 
Becauſe ſhe bought Stone Jugs, and no ſeal'd Quarts: |; 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacker. 1 

Sly. Ay, the Woman's Maid of the Houſe, 

3 Man. Why Sir, you know no Houſe, nor no ſuch 
Nor no ſuch Men as you have reckon'd up, 

As Stephen Sly, and old Jom Nap⸗ of Greece, 1 

And Peter Turph, and Henry Pimpernell, | —_— 

And twenty more fuch Names and Men as theſe, | 

Which never were, nor no Man ever ſaw, 7 
Sly. Now Lord be thanked for my good amend - 
All. Amen 


Enter Lady with Attendants. N 
Sly. 1 thank thee, thou ſhalt not loſe by it. 
Lady. How fares my noble Lord? 4 
Sly. Marry 1 fare well, for here is Cheer enough. 

Where is my Wite? | 


* 


Lady. Here noble Lord, what is thy Will with her? 


Sly, Are you my Wite, and will not call me Husband 
My Men ſhould call me Lord, I am your good Mau. 

Lady. My Husband and my Lord, my Lord and Husba) . 
I am your Wife in all Obedience. 1 


Sly. I know it well, what muſt I call her? 60 
Lord. Madam. 5 
Sly. Alce Madam, or Joan Madam! k 

Lord, Madam, and nothing elte, fo Lords call Lacie 


1 
= 


I *y 
. ? 
* 
4 
4 


£ 2 


. 
FT 

« 
[ \ * 


* 
ah? 
. 
> > | 
2 : 4 : 


* 


300 The Taming of. the Shrew. . 


Sh. Madam Wife, they ſay that I have dream'd,) 


And ſlept above ſome en Years and more. 


Lady. Ay, and the Time ſeems thirty unto me, 

all this Time abandon d from your Bed. - 
Sh. *Tis much. Servants leave me and her done: 
Madam, undreſs you, and come now to Bed. 

Lady. Thrice noble Lord, let me entreat of you, 

To pardon me yet for a Night or two: ; 
— if not ſo, 2 the Sun — harg'd, 
or your Phyſicians have expreſly c 
In Peril to ee. your former Malady, 
That I ſhould yet abſent me from your Bed ; 
I hope this Reaſon ſtands for my Excuſe, 

Sly. Ay, it ſtands ſo that I may hardly tarry ſo 7 
But I would be loath to fall into my Dream again: I will 
therefore tarry in deſpight of the Fleſh and the Blood. | 

Enter. a Meſſenger. 

Meſſ. Your Ag s Players, hearing your Amendment, 
Are come to play a pleaſant Comedy; { 
For ſo your rs Fold it very meet, 

Seeing ſo much Sadneſs hath congeabd your Blood, | 
And Melancholly is the Nurſe of Frenzy, 
Therefore they thought it good you hear a Play, 


And frame your Mind to. Mirth and Merriment, 


Which bars a thouſand Harms, and lengthens Life, 
Sly. Marry 1 will, let them play, is it not a Comonty, 


2 Chriſmas Gambold, or a tumbling Trick ? 


Lady. No, m good Lord, it is more 1 Stuff. 
Sly. What, Houſhold Stuff? 2 5 

» It is a kind of Hiſtory... 
Sly. Well, welll ſee't: 


Come, Madam Wife, fit by my Side, 


And let the World flip, we * ſhall ne'er be Lounges 
| Flouriſh. Enter Lucentio and Tranio. 
uc. Tranio, ſince for the great Deſire I had 


To fee fair Padua, Nurſery of Arts, 


I am arriv'd for fruitful Lumbardy, 

The pleaſant Garden of great Italy. 5 

— y Father's Love and Leave am arm'd 
r Will, and thy good Company. ek 


Moſt truſty Servant well approv'd in all, 

Here let us breathe, and happly inſtitute 

A Courſe of Learning, and ingenious Studies. 
Piſa, renowned” for grave Citizens, e 
Gave me my Being, and my Father firſt 


A Merchant of great Traffick through the World: 


Vincentios come of the Bentivolii, 

Vincent io s Son, brought up in Florence, 

It ſhall become to ſerve all Hopes conceiv'd 

To deck his Fortune with his virtuous Deeds: 

And therefore, Tranio, for the time I ſtudy, 

Virtue and that part of Philoſophy 

Will I apply to, that treats of Happineſs, 

' By Virtue ſpecially to be atchiev'd. 

Tell me thy Mind, for I have Pia left, 

And am to Padua come, as he that leaves 

A ſhallow Plaſh ts plunge him in the Deep, 

And with Satiety ſeeks to quench his Thirſt 
Tra. Me Pardonato, gentle Mafter mine, 

I am in all affected as your ſelf; 

Glad that yow thus continue your Reſolve, 

To ſuck the Sweets of ſweet Philoſophy :- 

Only, good Maſter, while we do admire 

This Virtue, and this moral Diſcipline, 

Let's be no Stoicks, nor no Stocks, I pray; 

Or ſo devote to Ariſtotle's Checks, 

As Ovid be an Outcaſt quite abjur d. 

Talk Logick with Acquaintance that you have, 

And practice Rhetorick in your common Talk; 

Muſick and Poeſie uſe to quicken you, 

The Mathematicks, and the Metaphyficks, 


Fall to them as you find your Stomach ſerves you: | 


No Profit grows, where is no Pleaſure ta en: 
In brief, Sir, ſtudy what you moſt affect. 


Tuc. Gramercies, Tranto, well-doſt thou adyiſe;. 


If, Biondeilo, thou wert come aſhore, | 
We could at once put us in readineſs, 

And take a Lodging fit to entertain 

Such Friends, as time in Padua ſhall beget. 
But ſtay a while, what Company is this? 
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Tra. Maſter, ſome Shew to welcome us to Town. 
-. Enter Baptiſta with Katharina and Bianca. 6 7 ai, and 
| Hortenſio. Lucentio and Tranio ſtand *. 

Bap. Gentlemen, importune me not farther, 
For how I firmly am reſolv'd you know; 
That is, not to beftow m my youngeſt Daughter, 

0 


Before I have a Husband for the Elder: | 
If either of you both love Katharina, yr 
Becauſe I know you well, and love you well, 
Leave ſhall you haye to court her at your Pleaſure, 
Gre. To cart her rather. She's too rough for me, 
There, there, Hortenſio, will you any Wife? 0 
Kath. I pray you, Sir, is it your Will is 
To make a Stale of me amongſt thoſe Mates? 
Hoy. Mates, Maid, how mean. you that? ; 


No Mates, for you; 
- Unleſs you were of gentler milder Mould. 


Kath PFfaith, Sir, you ſhall never need to fear, 
I wis it is not half way to her Heart: 


But if it were, doubt not, her Care ſhall be : 
To comb your Noeddle with a three-legg'd Stool, 


And paint your Face, and uſe you like a Fool, 
Hor. From all ſuch Devils, — Lord, deliver us. 
Gre. And me too, good 
Tra. Huſh, Maſter, here's ſome good Paſtime toward, 
That Wench is ſtark mad, or wonderful freward. 
Luc. But in the other's Silence I do ſee, 4 
Maid's mild Behaviour and b 
Peace, Tranio. 
Tra. Well ſaid, Maſter, mum, and gene your an 
Bap. Gentlemen, that 1 may ſoon, make h 
What I have ſaid, Branca get you in, | 
And let it not diſpleaſe thee, good Bianca, 
For I 3 love thee ne er r my Girl. th 
Kath. A pretty Peat, it is beſt put Finger in E 
And ſhe —. =_ erte ” 
Bian. Siſter, content you in my Diſcontent,.. bl 


Sir, to your Pleaſure humbly I ſubſcribe: 


My Books and Inſtruments ſhall be m Compan 
On — to look, and practiſe by 11 7 


9 


The Taming of the Shrew: 303 
Luc. Heark, Tranio, thou maiſt * Minerva 
Hor. Signior Bapeiſta, will you be ſo ſtrange? + 
Sorry * that = good will effects 
Bianca's Grief, | 
Gre. Why will you mew her up, 
Signior Baptiſta, for this Fiend of Hell, 
And make her bear the Penance of her Tongue? 
Bap. Gentlemen, content ye; I am reſoly d: 
Go in, Bianca. 
And for I know ſhe taketh moſt delight 
In Muſick, Inſtruments, and Poetry, 
School-maſters will I keep within my Houſe, 
Fit to inſtruct her Youth. If you, Horten/io, 
Or Signior Gremio, you know any ſuch, 
Prefer them hither, for to 
I will be very kind and liberal, 
To mine own Children, in good bringing up, 
And fo farewel. Katherina, you may ſtay, 


For I have more to commune with Bianca. [Exit, 


Kath. Why, I truſt I may go too, may I not? 
What ſhall 1 be appointed Hours, as tho', 
Belike, 1 knew not what to take, | 


And what to leave? Ha! [Ex 1 


Gre. You may go to the Devil's Dam: Your Gifts are 


wy 
— - .. —Ü2—]2 ⁵˙»un òöÄD' 8 E 


ſo good, here is none will hold you. Our Love is not fo | 


great, Hortenſio, but we may blow our Nails together. and 


aft it fairly out. Our Cake's Dow on both fides. Fare- 
wel; yet for the Love I bear my ſweet Biazca, if I can 
by any means light on a fit Man to teach her that where- 
in ſhe delights, I will wiſh him to her Father. 6 

Hor. So will I, Signior Gremio: But a word, I pray; 
tho' the nature of our Quarrel yet never brook'd Parle, 
know new upon advice, it toucheth us both, that we may 
yet again have acceſs to our fair Miſtreſs, and be happy 
Rivals in Biancas Love, to labour and effect one thing 
"ſpecially. 

Gre. What's that, I pray? * 

Hor. Marry Sir, to get = Husband for her Siſter. 

Gre. A Husband! a Devil. L. 

Hor, I ſay a Husband. 
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Gre. | fay a Devil. Think'ſt thou, Hortenſio, tho! her 


Father be very rich, any Man is fo very a Fool to be mar- 
ried to Hell? 


Hor. Tuſh, Gremio; tho it paſs your Patience ant mine 


to endure her lewd Alarms, why, Man, there be good Fel- 

lows in the World, and a Man could light on them, would 

take her with all her Faults, and Mony enough. 
Gre, I cannot tell; but I had as lief take her Dowry 


with this Condition, to. be whip'd at the High-croſs"eve- 


ry Morning. | 2 
. 5 Faith, as you ſay, there's ſmall choice in rotten 
les: Come, fince this bar in Law makes us Friends, it 


off be ſo forth friendly maintain'd, till by helping Bap- 


tiſta's eldeſt Daughter to a Husband, we ſet his youngeſt 
free for a Husband, and then have to't afreſh. Sweet Bi- 
anca! happy Man be his dole; he that runs faſteſt 8 
the Ring; how ſay you, Signior Gremio. 


Bre. I am agreed, and would I had given him the beſt | 
Horſe in Padua to. hegin the wooing that would throughly 


woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid the Houſe of 


Come on. Exeunt Gre, and Hor. Manet Tra. nd Leen, | 


Tra. I pray, Sir, tell me, is it poſſible 
That Love ſhould on a ſudden take fuch hold ? 5 

Luc. Oh Tianio, till I found it to be trucc, 
I neyer thought it poſſible or likely. . 
But ſee, while idly I ſtoad looking on, ; 
I found the effect of Love in Idleneſs. Il 
And now in plainneſs to confeſs to thee, . 
That art to me as ſecret and as dear 
As Ama to the Queen of Carthage was, 


Tranio, I burn, I pine, I periſh, Tranio; . 
If I atchieve not this young modeſt Girl: 8 
Counſel me, Trania, for I know thou aſs: 158 
Aſſiſt me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. mo 
Tra. Maſter, it 1s no time to chide you now ;- 77s 


Affection is not rated from the Heart. 

If Love hath touch'd you, nought remains but ſo, 

Redime te captum quam queas minimo. As 
Luc. Gramercy, Lad; go forward, this 9 15 

The reſt will comfort, for thy Counſel's ſounx ec. 
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Tra. Maſter, you look d fo longly on the Maid, 
Perhaps yotr mark'd not what's the pith of all. 

Luc. O yes, I ſaw ſweet Beauty in her Face, 
Such as the Daughter of Agenor had, | 
That made great Fove to humble him to her Hand, 
When with his Knees he kiſs'd the Cretan Strand. 

Tra. Saw you no more? Mark'd you not how her Siſter 
Began to Scold, and raiſe up ſuch a Storm, N 
That mortal Ears might hardly endure the Din? 

Luc. Tranio, 1 ſaw her Coral Lips to move, 
And with her Breath ſhe did perfume the Air; 
Sacred and ſweet was all I ſaw in her, | 

Tra. Nay, then tis time to ſtir him from his Trance: 
I pray awake, Sir; if you love the Maid, 


1 


A * 


De Taming of the Shrew. 305 


Bend Thoughts and Wit to atchieve her. Thus it ſtands: : 


Her eldeſt Siſter is ſo curſt and ſhrewd, 
That till the Father rids his Hands of her, 
Maſter, your Love muſt live a Maid at home, 
And therefore has ſhe cloſely mew'd her up, 
Becauſe ſhe ſhall not be annoy'd with Suitors. 
Luc. Ah, Tranio, what a cruel Father's he! 
But art thou not advis'd, he took ſome care 
To get her cunning School-maſters to inſtruct her? 
Tra. Ay marry am I, Sir, and now tis plotted. 
Luc. I have it, Tranio. | 
Tra. Maſter, for my Hand, 
Both our Inventions meet and jump in one. 
Luc. Tell me thine firſt. | 
Tra. You will be School mafter, 
And undertake the teaching of the Maid: 
That's your Device. | 
Luc. It is: May it be done? 
Tra. Not poſſible: For who ſhall bear ye 4 
And be in Palua here Vincentio's Son. n 
' Keep Houſe, and ply his Book, welcome his Friends, 
Viſit his Countrymen, and banquet them ? 
Luc. Baſta, content thee, for 1 have it full. 
We have not yet been ſeen in any Houle, 
Nor can we be diſtinguiſh'd by our Faces, 
For Man or Maſter: Then it follows thus. 
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Thou ſhalt be Maſter, Tranio, in my ftead 


Keep Houſe, and Port, and Servants, as I ſhould. 


I will ſome other be, ſome Florentine, 
Some Neapolitan, or meaner Man of Piſa. 
"Tis hatch'd, and ſhall be 10: Tranio, at once 
Uncaſe thee: Take my, colour d Hat and Cloak, 
When Biondella comes, he waits on thee, 
But I will charm him firft to keep * a 
Tra. So had you need. | 
In brief, Sir, [of it your Pleaſure i is, 
And 1 am tied to be obedient, 
For ſo your Father charg'd, me at our parting 
Be ſerviceable to my Son, quoth he, 
Altho', I think, twas in another ſenſe, 
I 2m content to be Lucentio, 
Becauſe ſo well 1 love Lacentio. 
Luc. Tranio, be ſo) becauſe Lncentio loves; 
And let me be a Slave t'atchieve that Maid, 


Whoſe ſudden fight hath thral'd m wounded Eye. 


Euter Biondello. 


Here comes the Rogue. Sirrab, where have you been? 


Bien. Where have I been ? Nay. how now, w 


where are 


you? Maſter, has my Fellow Trgnio. ſtoll'n your Cloaths,: 


er you ſtoll n his, or both? Pray what's the News? 


Tuc. Sirrah, come hither, tis no time to jeſt, 
And therefore frame your Manners to the time. 
Your Fellow Trania here, to ſave my Lite, 
2 8 Apparel and my Count'nance an, 
r my Eſcape have put on his: 
Fr in a "x came aſhore, 
I kill'd a Man, and fear I am deſcry'd: 
Wait you on him, 1 charge you, as becomes; 
While I make way from hence to fave my Life, | 
You undegjand me? | 
Bion. Ay, Sir, neter a whit. 
Tuc. And not a jot of Tranio in your Mouth, 
Tranio is chang d into Lucentio. 
Bien. The better for him, would I were 8 
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Tra. So would I, faith Boy, to have the next Wiſh af» 


ter, . Lucentio indeed had Bapriſia's youngeſt Daughters. 
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But, Sirrah, not for my fake, bat your Maſter's, I adviſe 
you uſe your Manners diſcreetly in all kind of Companies: 
When 1 am alone, why then IJ am Trans; but in all Places 
elſe, your Maſter Lucentio. | 25 
Luc. Tranio, let's go: | « 
One thing more reſts, that thy ſelf execute, | 
To make one mong theſe Wooers; if thou ask me why, 
Sufficeth my Reaſons are both good and weighty. [Exennt. _ 
The Preſenters above ſpeak. . 
1 Man. My Lord, you nod, you do not mind the Play. 
Sly. Yes, by Saint Anne do I; a good matter ſurely. 
Come's there any more of it ? | 
Lady. My Lord, 'tis but begun. 
Sly. Tis a very excellent piece of Work, Madam Lady, 
would *twere done. [They fit and mark. 


— — 


ACT U. SCENE IL | 


Enter Petruckio, and Grumio. 


N for a while Itake my leare, 
g To ſee my Friends in Padua; but of all 414) 


My beſt beloved approved Friend, r | * 
Hortenſio; and I trow this is the Houſe, Wo 
Here Sirrah, Gramio, knock I fay. . 4 


Gru. Knock, Sir? whom ſhould 1 knock ? is there any 
Man has rebus'd your Worfhip? 


Pet. Villain, I fay, knock me here age 


1 


Gru. Knock you here, Sir? Why, Sir, what am 1, Sir, © | 


That I ſhould knock you here Sir? 


Pet. Villain, I ſay. knock me at this Gate, |; | 


And rap me well, or Fl} knock your Knave's Pate. 9 
Gru. My Maſter is grown quarreliome: 7 | 

I ſhould knock you firſt, 

And then I know after, who comes by the worſt. þ 


Pet. Will it not be? 
Faith, Sirrab, and you'll not knokk, IU ring it, 


— 
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IIl try how you can Sol, Fa, and ſing it. p = 
[He wrings him by the zo a 

Gru. Help, Miſtreſs, help, my Maſter is mac. 
"Pet. Now knock when pm you: Sirrah, Villain. f | 


Enter Hortenſio. 
Hor. How now, what's the Matter? My eld Friend 
Grumis, and my good Friend Petruchio! How do you all 
at. Verona? 1 
Per. Signior Hortenſio, come you to part the Fray? ; 
Con tutti le core bene trovato may I fay. 8 
Her. Alla noſira caſa ben venuto multo e 
mio Petruchio. | 
Riſe, Grumio, we will compound this Quarrel. 
Gru. Nay, tis no matter, what he leges in Latin. If- 
this be not alawful Cauſe for me to leave his Service, look 
vou, Sir: He bid me knock him, and rap him ſound] 24 
Sir. Well, was it fit for a Servant to uſe his Maſter ſo 
being perhaps, for ought I ſee, two and thirty, a Pip out? 


Whom would to God had well knock d at rſt, 1 
Then had not Gramio come by the worſt. 1 
Pet. A ſenſeleſs Villain. Good Hortenſio, * 


I bid the Raſcal knock upon your Gate, 
And could not get him for my Heart to do it. | 
Gru. Knock at the Gate? O Heav'ns! Spake you not 
theſe words plain? Sirrah. Knock me here, rap me here, 
knock me well, and kneck me ſoundly ? And come younow N 

with knocking at the Gate? 

Pez. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I adviſe you, 

For. Petruchio, patience, I am Grumios Pledge: 
Why this is a heayy Chance twixt him and you, 
Your ancient truſty pleaſant Servant Grumio; 
And tell me now, ſweet Friend, what happy Gale 
Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona? 

Pez. Such Wind as ſcatters young Men through the World, , 
To ſeck their Fortunes farther than at home, 
Where ſmall Experience grows but in a few. 
Signior Hortenſio, thus it ſtands with me, x 
Antonio my Father is deceas d, 1 
And I muſt thruſt my ſelf into this maze, 
Happly to Wive and Thrive, at beſt I may: 
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Crowns in my Purſe I have, and Goods at home, 
And fo am come abroad to ſee;the World. 
Hor. Petruchio, ſhall I then come roundly to thee, 
And wiſh thee to a ſhrewd ill-fayour'd Wife? 
Thou' dſt thank me but a little for my Counſel, 
And yet I'll promiſe thee ſhe ſhall be rich, 
And very rich: But thou'rt too much my Friend, 
And I'll not wiſh thee to her. 
Pet. Signior Hortenſio, twixt ſuch Friends as us 
Few words ſuffice; and therefore, if you know © 
One rich enough to be Petruchis's Wife; | 
As Wealth is burthen of my wooing Dance; 
Be ſhe as Foul as was Florentius Love, 
As old as Sybil, and as Curſt and Shrewd 
As Socrates' Zantippe, or a worle, 
She moves me not, or not removes, at leaſt, 
Affections edge in time. Were ſhe as rough 
As are the ſwelling Adriatick Seas, 
I come to Wive it wealthily in Padua: 
If wealthily, then happily 1n Padua. 2 | 
Gru. Nay, look you, Sir, he tells you flatly what his 
Mind is: Why give him Gold enough, and marry himto 
a Puppet, or an Aglet Baby, or an old Trot with ne'er a 
Tooth in her Head, tho? ſhe have as many Diſeaſes as two 
and "1 Horſes; why nothing comes ami, fo Mony comes 
withal. | 
Hor. Petruchio, fince we are ſtept thus far in, 
I will continue that 1 broach'd in jeſt, 
I can, Petruchio, help thee to a Wife 
With Wealth enough, and Young and Beauteous, 
Brought up as beſt becomes a Gentlewoman. 
Her only fault, and that is fault enough, 
Is, that ſhe is intolerable Curs d, 
And ſhrewd, and froward, ſo beyond all meaſure, 
That were my State far worſer than it is, | 
I would not wed her for a Mine cf Gold. 14 
Pet. Hortenſio, peace; thou know'ſt not Gold's Effect; 14 
Tell me her Father's Name, and 'tis enough: 1 1 
For I will board her, tho' ſhe chide as loud - - 
As Thunder, when the Clouds in Autumn crack. 


—— 
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Hor. Her Father is Bap tiſta Minola, | | 
An affable and courtequs Gentleman, | 
Her Name is Katherina Mmola, 
Renown'd in Padua for her ſcolding Tongue. 
Pet. I know her Father, tho' I know not her, 
And he knew my deceaſcd Father well; 
J will not ſleep, Hartenſios, till I ſee her, 
And therefore let me be thus bold with you, 
To give you over at this firſt Encounter, 
Unleſs you will accompany me thither. = 
Gru. I pray you, Sir, let him go while the Humour laſts. 
O' my word, and ſhe knew him as well as Ido, ſhe would 
think Scolding would do little good upon him. She m 1 
perhaps call him half a ſcore Knaves, or ſo: Why that's 
nothing; and he begin once, he'll rail in his rope Tricks. 
III tell you what, Sir, and fhe ſtand him but a little, ge 
will throw a Figure in her Face, and ſo disfigure her with 
it, that ſhe ſhall have no more Eyes to ſee withal than a 
Cat: You know him not, Sir. | 
Hor. Tarry, Petruchio, I muſt go with thee, 
For in Bapriſia's Houſe my Treaſure is: 
He hath the jewel of my Life in hold, 
His youngeſt Daughter, beautiful Bianca, 
And her with-holds he from me. Other more 
Sutors to her. and Rivals in my Love: 
Suppoſing it a thing impoſſible, 
For thoſe Defects 1 have before rehears d, 
That ever Katherina will be wood; 
Therefore this Order hath Baptiſta ta en, 
That none ſhall have acceis unto Bianca, 
Till Katherine the Curs d have got a Husband. 
Gru. Katherine the Curs d, 
A Title for a Maid, of all Titles the worſt. 
Hor. Now ſhall my Friend Petruchio do me grace, 
And offer me di{guis'd in ſober Robes, 
The old Baptiſta as.a;School-maſter, 
Well ſeen in Mulick to inſtruct Bianca, 
That fo I may by this Device, at leaſt, 
Have leave and leiſure to make Love to her, 


And unlulpedtcd- Court her by ber felt. 
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| Enter Gremio and Lucentio di/gms d. [ 
Gru. Here's no Knavery! See, to beguile the old Folks, 
How the young Folks lay their Heads together. f 
Maſter, look about you: Who goes there ? ha. 1 
Hor. Peace, Grumio it is the Rival of my Love. 4 | 
Pertruchio, ſtand by a while, | 4 
Gru. A proper Stripling, and an amorous. 
Gre. O very well, I have perus'd the Note. 
Hark you, Sir, I'll have them very fairly bound, 
All Books of Love, ſee that at any hand ; 
And ſee you read no other Lectures to her: 
You underſtand me, over and beſide 
Signior Baptiſta's Liberality, 
II mend it with-a Largeſs. Take your Paper too, 
And let me have them very well perfum d, | 
For ſhe is {ſweeter than Perfume it ſelf _ 
To whom they go: What will you read to her? | 
Tuc. Whate'er I read to her, III plead for you, 
As for my Patron, Rand you ſo aſſured; 
As firmly as your ſelf were ſtill in place, 
Vea, an ps with more ſucceisful Words 
Than you, unleſs you were a Scholar, Sir. | 
Gre. Oh this Learning. what a thing it is 44 
Gru. Oh this Woodcock, what an Aſs it is! 
Pet. Peace, Sirrah. 1825 c 
Hor. Grumio mum! God ſave you, Signior Grem's. - 
Gre. And you are well met, Signior Hortenſio. 4 
Trow you whither I am going ? To Bapriſia Minola; 
I promis'd to enquire carefully 
About a School-maſter for the fair Bianca, 
And by good Fortune I have lighted well 
On this young Man: For Learning and Behaviour 
Fit for her turn, well read in Poetry, | 
And other Books, good ones, I warrant ye. EF 
| | 


— 8 
—— — 


Hor. Tis well; and I have met a Gentleman 
Hath promis'd me to belp me to another, 
A fine Muſician to inſtruct our Miſtreſs, 
So ſhall I no whit be behind in Duty 
To fair Bianca, ſo belov'd of me. 


Gre, 


[ 
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Gre. Belov'd of me, and that my wa hall grove. 

Gru. And that his Bags ſhall — 

Hor, Gremio, tis now ne time to vent our Love. 
Liſten to me, and if you ſpeak me fair, 

I'll tell you News indifferent good for either. 

Here is a Gentleman whom by chance I met, 

Upon agreement from us to his Liking, 

Will undertake to woo curs'd Katherine, 

Yea, and to marry her, if her Dowry pet... 
Gre. So ſaid, fo done, is well; 

Hortenſio, have you told him all her Faults? 

Pet. I know ſhe is an irkſome brawling Scold; 
If that be all, Mafters, I hear no harm. 

Gre. No, ſayeſt me ſo, Friend? What Countryman? 

Pet. Born in Verona, old Antonio's Son; 

My Father's dead, my Fortune lives for me, 
And I do hope good Days, and lon ng; to ſee. 

Gre, Oh Sir, ſuch a Life with ſuch a Wife were arange; 
But if you have a Stomach, tot a God's Name, 
You ſhall have me aſſiſting you in all. | 
But will you woo this wild Cat? 

Pet. Will 1 live? | 

Gru. Will he woo her? ay, or Ill hang her, 1 

Pet. Why came I hither, but to that intent? 

Think you a little Din can daunt my Ears?- 

Haye I not in my time heard Lions roar? 
Haye I not heard the Sea, -puff'd up with Winds, 
Rage like an angry Boar, chafed with Sweat? 
Have I not heard great Ordnance in the Field? 


And Heav'ns Artillery thunder in the Skies? | 


Have I not in a pi ched Battel heard 


Leud Larums, neighing Steeds, and Trumpets Clangue? 


And do you tell me of a Woman's Tongue, 
That gives not half ſo great a Blow to hear, 
As will a Cheſaut in a Farmer's Fire? 


Tufh, tuſh, tear Boys with * 

G. For he fears none. | 

Gre. Hortenj:0. hark: dv ea | 1 &t q 
This Gentleman is happily arriv'd, 26.40). n t of] 
My Mind prelumer, for his own good, and yours. 
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Hor. I promis'd we would be Contributors, 
And bear his Charge of wooing whatſoe're. 
Gre. And ſo we will, provided that he win her. 

Gru. I would I were as ſure of a Dinner, 

Enter Tranio brave, and Biondello. 

Tra. Gentlemen, God fave you. If I may be bold, 
Tell me, I beſeech you, which is the readieſt way 
To the Houſe of Signior Baptiſta Minola ? 

Bion. He that has the two fair Daughters? is't he you 
mcan ? $ 

Tia. Even he, Biondello. 

Gre. Hark you, Sir, you mean not her to 

Tra. Perhaps him and her, what have you to do? 

Pet. Nor her that chides, Sir, at any hand, I pray, 

Tra. I love no Chiders. Sir: Biondello, let's away. 

Luc. Well begun, Tranio. | 

Hor. Sir, a word ere you go: 

Are you a Sutor to the Maid you talk of, yea or no? 

Tra. And if I be, Sir, is it any Offence? .. 

Gre. No; if without more Words you will get you 
hence, 

Tra. Why, Sir, I pray, are not the Streets as free 
For me. as for you? | 

Gre. But ſu is not ſhe, | 

Tra, For what Reafon, I beſeech you? 

Gre. For this Reaſon, if you'll know, 

That ſhe's the choice Love of Signior Gremio. 

Hor. That ſhe's the Choſen of Signior Hortenſſoi 

Tra. Softly, my Maſters: If you be Gentlemen, 
Do me this Right; hear me with Patience. 

Baptiſta is a noble Gentleman, 

To whom my Father is not all unknown, 
And were his Daughter fairer than ſhe is, 

She may more Sutors have, and me for one. 
Fair Leda's Daughter had a thouſand Wooers, 
Then well may one more fair, Bianca have, 
And ſo ſhe ſhall. Lucent io ſhall make one, 
Tho? Paris came, in hope to ſpeed alone. 

Gre. What, this Gentleman will out-talk us all. 

Luc. Sir, give him head, I know he'll proye a Jade. 
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Pet. Hortenſio to what end are all theſe words? 
Hor. Sir, let me be ſo bold as to ask you, 
Did you yet ever ſee Naptiſtas Daughter? 
Tra No, Sir; but hear I do that he hath two: 
The one as famous for a ſcelding Tongue, 

As is the 'other tor beauteous Modeſty. 15 
Pet. Sir, Sir, the firſt's for me, let her go by. 
Gre. Yea, leave that Labour, to great Hercules, 

And let it be more than Alciiles twelve. 

Pet. Sir, underſtand you this of me, inſooth, 
The youngeſt Daughter, whom you hearken for, 
Her Father keeps from all acceſs of Sutors, 

And will not promiſe her to any Man, 
:Vatil the eldeſt Siſter firſt be Wed: | 
The younger then is free, and not before. 

Tra. It it be fo, Sir, that you are the Man 
Huſt ſteed us all, and me amongſt the reſt: 


And if you break the Ice, and do this feat, ; 


Atchieve the Elder, ſet the Younger free, 
For our Acceſs, whoſe hap ſhall be to have her, 
Will not ſo graceleſs be, to be ingrate. 
Hor. Sir, you ſay well, and well you do conceive: © 
And fince you do profeſs to be a Sutor, 
You muſt, as we do, gratifie this Gentleman, 
To whom we all reſt generally beholden, - 
Tra. Sir, I ſhall not be ſlack, in ſign whereof, 
Pleaſe ye, we may contrive this Afternoon, 
And quaff Caroules to our Miſtreſs Health, 


And do as Adverſaries do in Law, 9 
Strive mightily, but eat and drink as Friends. | 
Sr. Bion. O excellent Motion: Fellows, let's be gone. 


Hor. The Motion's good indeed, and be it ſo, 


Petruchio, I ſhall be your Ben venuto. ¶Exeuut. 


Enter Katharina and Bianca. 


Bian. Good Siſter, wrong me not, nor wrong your A 


To make a Bondmaid and a Slave of me; 
That I diſdain : But for theſe other Goods, 
Uabind my Hands, III pull them off my (elf, 
Yea, all my Raiment, to my Petticoat, 
Or what you will command me will I do; 
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So well I know my Duty to my Elders. 
Kath. Of all thy Sutors here I charge thee tell 
Whom thou loy'ſt beſt : See thou diſſemble not. 


Bian. Believe me Siſter, of all the Men aliye 3 


I never yet beheld that ſpecial Face, 


Which I could fancy more than any other. 


Kath. Minion, thou lieſt; is it not Hortenſio? 
Bian. If you affect him, Siſter, here I ſwear 
III plead for you my ſelf, but you ſhall have him. 
Kath. Oh then belike you fancy Riches more, 
You will have Gremio to keep you fair. | 
Bian. Is it for him you do envy me & ? 
Nay then you jeſt, and now I well perceive 
You have but jeſted with me all this while; 
I prethee, Siſter Kare, untie my Hands 
Kath. If that be Jeſt, then all the reſt was fo, 
| [Strikes her, 
| Enter Baptiſta, | 
Bap. Why how now Dame, whence grows this Inſo- 


Bianca, ſtand alide; poor Girl, ſhe weeps; [lence ?' 


Go ply thy Needle, meddle not with her. 

For ſhame, thou Hilding of a deviliſh Spirit, 

Why doft thou wrong her, that did ne er wrong thee? _ 

When did ſhe croſs thee with a bitter word? 4 

Kath. Her Silence flouts me, and I'll be reveng'd. 

f [Flies after Bianca. 

Bap. What, in my fight? Bianca, get thee in. [ Ex. Bian. 

Kath. What, will you not ſuffer me? Nay, now 1 ſee 

She is your Treaſure, ſhe muſt have a Husband, | 

I muſt dance bare-foot on her Wedding-day, 

And for your Love to her lead Apes in Hell: 

Talk not to me, I will go fit and weep, 

*Till I can nnd occalion of Revenge. Exit Kath. 
Bap. Was ever Gentleman thus griev'd as 1? 

But who comes here? 

Euter Gremio, Lucentio in the Habit of a mean Man, Pe- 
truchio with Hortentio like a Magician, Tranio and Bi- 
ondello bearing a Lute and Books. 

Gre. Good morrow, Neighbour Baptiſta, 


ks 
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Good morrow, Neighbour Gremio: God ſave you 


Ba 
Gentlemen. 
Pet. And you, good Sir; Pray have you not a Daughter 
Call'd Katherina, fair and virtuous? 1 | 
Bap. 1 have a Daughter, Sir, call'd Katharma. 
Gre. You are too blunt, go to it orderly. | 
Pet. You wrong me, Signior Gremio, give me leave, 
I am a Gentleman of Verona, Sir, Jae 1 
That hearing of her Beauty and her Wit, | 
Her Affability and baſhful Modeſty, : | | 
Her wondrous Qualities, and mil Behaviour, 
Am bold to ſhew my ſelf a forward Gueſt ' 
Within your Houſe, to make mine Eye the Witneſs 1 
Of that Report, which 1 ſo oft have heard. v 
1s 
| 
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And for anentrance to my Entertainment, [ Preſenting Hor, 

I do preſent you with a Man of mine, | 

Cunning in Muſick, and the Mathematicks, 

To inftru& her fully in thoſe Sciences, : 
Whereof I know ſhe is not ignorant: 0 
Accept of him, or elſe you do me wrong, 

His Name is Licio, born in Mantua. 


Bap. Vare welcome, Sir, and he for your good ſake. | | 
But for my Daughter Katharine, this I know, | 
She is not for your turn, the more's my Grief, | | 


Per. I ſee you do not mean to part with her, 
Or elſe you like not of my Company. 
Bap. Miſtake me not, I ſpeak but what I find. 
Whence are you, Sir? What may I call your Name? 
- Pet. Petruchio is my Name, Antonio's Son, 
A Man well known throughout all Tay. 
Bab. I know him well: You are welcome for his fake. 
Gre. Saving your Tale, Petruchio, I pray let us that are 
poor Petitioners ſpeak too. Baccare, you are maryellous 
forward. To 
| : Pet. Oh, pardon me, Signior Gremio, I would fain be 
Olug. | 
Gs doubt it not, Sir, but you will curſe 


Your wooing. Neighbours. this is a Gift ? 
Very 1 8 , I am ſure of it: To ex&t$ +. f 
The like kindneſs of my ſelf, that have been i 
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More kindly beholding to you than any: | 
Free leave give unto this young Scholar, that hath 
Been long ſtudying at Rhemes, as cunning [ Preſenting Luc 
In Greek, Latin, and other Languages, 
As the other in Muſick and Mathematicks; 
His Name is Cambio; pray accept his Service. 
Bap. A thouſand thanks, Signior Gremio: 
Weclome, good Cambio. But, gentle Sir, 5 
| Methinks you walk like a Stranger, [To Tranio; 
May I be ſo bold, to know the Cauſe of your coming? 
Tra. Pardon me, Sir, the Boldneſs is mine own, 
| That being a Stranger in this City here, 
Do make my ſelf a Sutor to your Daughter, 
- Vato Bianca, Fair and Virtuous: 
Nor is your firm Reſolve unknown to me, 
In the Preferment of the eldeſt Siſter. 
This Liberty is all that I requeſt, 
Ihat upon knowledge of my Parentage, 
I may have welcome mongſt the reſt that woo, 
And free Acceſs and Fayour as the reſt. 
And toward the Education of your Daughters, 
I here beſtow a ſimple Inſtrument, 
And this ſmall Packet of Greek and Latin Books. 
| f you accept them, then their Worth is great. 
Bap. Lucentio is your Name? of whence, I pray? 
Tra. Of Piſa, Sir, Son to Vincentio. 
Bap. A mighty Man of Piſa; by Report 
T know him well; You are very welcome, Sir, 
Take you the Lute, and you the Set of Books, 
You ſhall go ſee your Pupils preſently. 


olla, within. 
| Enter à Servant. 

rrah, lead theſe Gentlemen 
o my two Daughters, and then tell them both 
Theſe are their Tutors, bid them uſe them well, 
We will go walk a little in the Orchard, 
And then to Dinner. You are paſſing Welcome, 
And ſo I pray you all to think your ſelves. 
Pet. Signior Baptiſta, my Buſineſs asketh haſte, 
And every day I cannot come to woo, 
f O 3 You 
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You know my Father well, and in him me, 
Left ſolely Heir to all his Lands and Goods, 
Which I haye better'd rather than decreas'd ; 
Then tell me, if I get your Daughter's Love, 
What Dowry ſhall I have with her to Wife? 
Bap. After my Death, the one half of my Lands, 
And in poſſeſſion tweuty thouſand Crowns. 
Pet. And for that Dowry, I'll aſſure her of 
_Her Widowheod, be it that ſhe ſurvive me, 
In all my Lands and Leaſes whatſoever; 
Let Specialities be therefore drawn between us, 
That Covenants may be kept on either hand. 
Bap. Ay, when the ſpecial thing is well obtain d, 
That is, her Love: for that is all in all. 
Pet. Why that is nothing: For I tell you, Father, 
I am as peremptory as ſhe proud-minded. 
And where two raging Fires meet together 
They do conſume the thing that feeds their Fury. 
Tho little Fire grows great with little Wind, 
Yer extream Guſts will blow out Fire and all: 
So I to her, and ſo ſhe yields to me, 
For I am rough, and woo not like a Babe. 
Bap. Well may' thou woo, and happy be thy ſpeed: 
But be thou arm'd for ſome unhappy Words, 
Pet, Ay, to the proof, as Mountains are for Winds, 
That ſhake not, tho they blow perpetually. 


Enter Hortenſio with his Head broke. Pi 
Bap. How now my Friend, why doſt thou look ſo pale? 


Hor. For fear, I promiſe you, if I look pale. 


1 


Bap. What. will my Daughter prove a good Muſician? 


Hor. I think ſhe'll ſooner prove a Soldier; 
Iron hy hold with her, but never Lutes. 


Hor. Why no, for ſhe hath broke the Lute to me; 
I did bated her ſhe miſtook her Frets, | 
And bow'd her Hand to teach her Fingering, 

When, with a moſt impatient deviliſh. Spirit, 

Frets call you them? quoth ſhe, I'll Fyme with them: 
And with that word ſhe ſtruck me on the Head, 

And through my Inſtrument my Pate made way, 


*" i £ 
HS 


Bap. Why then thou canſt not break her to the Lute? | b 


| | 
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And there ] ſtood amazed for a while, | 
As on a Pillory, looking through the Lute; | 
While the did call me Raſcal, Fidler, 

And twangling Jack, with twenty ſuch vile Terms, 
As ſhe had ſtudied to miſuſe me ſo. 

Pet. Now, by the World, it is a luſty Wench, 
love her ten times more than &er I did; 

Oh how I long to have ſome Chat with her. 

Bap. Well, go with me, and be not ſo diſcomfited. . 
Proceed in Practice with my younger Daughter, 

She's apt to learn, and thankful for good turns; 
Signior Petruchio, will you go with us, 
Or ſhall I ſend my Daughter Kate to you? 
Pet. I pray you do. I will attend her here, | 
[Exit Bap. Manet Petruchio 
And woo her with ſome Spirit when ſhe comes. 
Say that ſhe Rail, why then I'll tell her plain 
She Sings as ſweetly as a Nightingale: | 
Say that ſhe Frown, I'll ſay the looks as clear 
As Morning Roſes newly waſh'd with D w; 
Say ſhe be Mute, and will nor ſpeak a Word, 
Then Ill commend her Volub lity, 
And ſay ſhe uttereth piercing Eloquence: 
If ſhe do bid me pack, Ill give her Thanks, 
As tho ſhe bid me ſtay by her a Week; 
If ſhe deny to wed, I'll crave the Day 
When I ſhall ask the Banes, and when be married. 
But here ſhe comes, and now Petruchio ſpeak. 

Enter Katharina, 

Good Morrow Kate, for that's your Name I hear. 

Kath. Well have you heard, but ſomething hard of 
hearing. | | 
They call me Katharine, that do talk of me. | 

Pet. Yau lye iataith for you are call'd plain Kate, 
And bonny Kate, and ſometimes Kaze the Curkt : 

But Kate, the prettieſt Kate in Chriſtendom, | 
Kate of Kate- hall my Super-dainty Kate, 

For Dainties are all Kates; and therefore Kate - 

Take this of me, Kate of my Conſolation, - 

Hearing thy Mildneſs prais'd in every Town, | 
* : O4. Thy 
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Thy Virwes ſpoke of, and-thy Beauty bud es. 
on . 


Vet not ſo deeply as to thee gs. 
My ſelf am mov d to woo thee — my Wife. 


Kath. Mov'd! in good time; let him that mov d you hi 


Remoye you hence; I knew you at the firſt bun 
Tou were a Moveable. 


Per. Why, what's a Moveable? | . 


Kath. A join'd Stool. 5 
Pet. Thou haſt hit it; Come, ſit on me. 1 
Kath. Aſſes are made to bear, and fo are you. "= 
Pet. Women are made to bear, and fo are you. 5 
Kath. No ſuch Jade, Sir, as you, if me you mean. 
Pet, Alas, good Kate, 1 will not burthen thee, Me 

For knowing thee to be but young and light my 
Kath, Too light for ſuch a Swain as you to cate 34 

And yet as heavy as my weight ſhould be. if 
Pet. Should be! ſhould ! buz. b 
Kath, Well ta'en, and like a Buzzard. 


Pet. Oh flow-wing'd Turtle, ſhall a Buzzard take thee? 
Kath. Ay, for a Turtle, as he takes a Buzzer. 


Pet. Come, come you Waſp, I'faith you are too * 
1 If 1 be waſpiſh, beſt beware my Sting, 
Per. My Remedy is then to pluck it = | 76] 
Kath. Ay, if the Fool could find it where it lyes. 
Pet. Who knows not where a Waſp doth A ? 
In his Tail. in 
Kath. In his T | 
Per. Whoſe Tongue! J 
Kath. Yours if you talk of Tails, and ſo farewel, 3; 
Pet. What, with my Tongue in your Tail? 4 
Nay, come again, good Kaze, I am a Gentleman. 


FS 

„5 * 

* . 
: 


Kath. That Ill try. [She frrikes him. 

Pet. I ſwear I'll cuff you, if you ſtrike again. 

Kath. So may you loſe your Arms. We: 
If you ſtrike me you are no Gentleman, 


And if no Gentleman, why then no Arms, 
Pet. A Herald, Kate? Oh put me in thy Books, 
Kath, What is your Creſt, a . ö 10 


7 
1 * 
1 1 4 
Pet 
- * ' 
A 
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Pet. A combleſs Cock, ſo Kate will be my Hen. 
Ka h. No Cock of mine, you crow teo like a Craven: 
Pet. Nay, come Kate; come, you muſt not look ſo ſower. 
Kath. It is my Faſhion when I ſee a Crab. 


Per. Why here's no Crab, and there 


Kath. There is, there is. 


Pet. Then ſhew it me. 


Kath. Had I a Glaſs I would. 


Pet. What, you mean my Face? 


Kath. Well aini'd of ſuch a young one. 
Pet. Now, by St.George I am too young 


Kath. Yet you are wither'd. 


Pet. Tis with Cares. 
Kath. I care not. 


Pet. Nay, hear you Kate. Infooth you 


Kath, 1 chafe you if I tarry; let me go. 


Pet, No, not a whit, I find you 
Twas told me you were rough, a 


And now I find Report a very Liar, : 
For thou art pleaſant, gameſome, paſling courteous, 
But ſlow in Speech, yet ſweet as ſpring- time Flowers: 
Thou can'ſt not frown, thou can'it not look aſcanck, 
Nor bite the Lip, as angry Wenches will, 
croſs in Talk: 


Nor haſt thou Pleaſure to 


But thou with Mildneſs entertain'ſt thy Wooers, 


With gentle Conference, ſoft, and affable. 


Why doth the World report that Kaze doth limp? 
Oh ſland'rous World: Kate, like the Hazle Twig, 


Is ſtraight, and lender, and as brown in hue 

As Hazle Nuts, and ſweeter than the Kernels. 

Oh let me ſee thee walk: thou doſt not halt. 
Kath. Go Fool, and whom thou keep'ſt command. 
Pet. Did ever Dian ſo become a Grove, 


As Kate this Chamber with her princely Gaite? 


O be thou Dian, and let her be Kate, 

And then let Kate be chaſt, and Dian ſportful. 
Kath. Where did you ſtudy all this goodly Speech? 

Pet. It is extempore, from my Mother-wit. 
Kath.. A witty Mother, wi 


Pet, Am I not wile? 


9 7 


elſe her Son. 


fore look not ſower 


for you; 


(cape not (0, 


ing gentle: 
coy, and ſullen, 


* 
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That upon Sunda is the wedding 


4 


Kath. Yes; keep you warm. 7 
Fes Marry ſo 1 mean, ſweet Katharine, in thy Bed: 0 


And therefore ſetting all this Chat aſide, 


Thus in plain Terms: Your Father hath conſented 
That you ſhall be my Wife; your Dowry greed on, 8 


And will you, null 25 I will marry you. 


Now, Kate, 1 am a Husband for your turn, 
For by this Light, whereby I ſee thy Beauty, 
Thy. Beauty that doth .make me like thee well, 
Thou muſt be married to no Man but me. 7 
Enter Baptiſta, Gremio, and Tranio, Jt 
For I am he am born to tame you Kate, 
And bring you from a wild Cat to a Kate, 
Conformable as other Houſhold Kates; 


Here comes your Father, never make Denial, 
I muſt and will have Katherine to my Wife. WW 
Bap, Now, Signior Petruchio, how ſpeed you with my 
Dayghter ? 1 
Pet. How but well, Sir? How but well? | | 


It were. impoſſible 1 ſhould ſpeed amiſs. 
Bap. Wh Y how now Daughter Katharine, in your 
mps? 
Kath. Call you me Daughter? Now I promiſe you | 
You have ſhew'd a tender fatherly Regard, 
To wiſh me wed to one half Lunatick, 


A madcap Ruffian, and a ſwearing Jack, 


That thinks with Qaths to face the Matter out. 45 1 
Per. Father, tis thus; your ſelf and all the World 
That talk'd of her, have talk d amiſs of her; | 


| If the be curſt, it is for Policy, 


For ſhe's not froward, but modeſt as the Dove: 
She. is not hot, but temperate as the Morn; 
For Patience ſſje will prove a ſecond Griſſel, 
And Roman Lucrece for her Chaſtity. 

And to conclude, we have greed {o- * t 
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Kath. Il ſee thee hang'd on 2 — 
Gre. Hark: Petruchio, ſhe ſays andy ſee thee hangin. 


Tra, ls this your Speeding? Nay, then good night our fart. 
gn a | en 


my 
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Pet. Be patient, Gentlemen, I chuſe her for my ſelt, 


If the and I be pleas d, what's that to you? 


'Tis bargain'd *twixt us twain being alone, 

That ſhe fhall ſtil] be curſt in Company. 

I tell you tis incredible to believe 

Hew much ſhe loves me; oh the kindeſt Kate? 
She hung about my Neck, and kiſs and kiſs 

She vy d ſo faſt, proteſting Oath on Oath, 
That in a Twink ſhe won me to her Love. 

Oh you are Novices; tis a World to ſee 


| How tame, when Men and Women are alone, 


A meacock Wretch can make the curſtsſt Shrew; 
Give me thy Hand, Rate, I will unto Venice, 
To buy Apparel gainſt the Wedding Day; 
Provide the Feaſt, Father and bid the Gueſts, 
I will be ſure my Katherine ſhall be fine. 

Bap. I know not what to fay, but give me your Hands, 


God ſend you Joy, Petruchio, tis a Match. 


Gre. Tra. Amen ſay we, we will be Witneſſes. 
Pet. Father, and Wife, and Gentlemen, adieu, 
I will to Venice, Sunday comes apace, 15 
We will have Rings and Things and fine Array, 
And kiſs me Kate, we will be married a Sunday. | 
| Ex. Petruchio and Katharina. 
Gre. Was eyer Match clapt up ſo ſudcerly? 
Bap. Faith, Gentlemen, now Iplay a Merchant's Part, 
And venture madly on a deſperate Mart. EV 
Tra. Twas a Commodity lay fretting by you; 


?T will bring you Gain, or pertſh on the Seas. 


Bap. The Gain J ſeck, is quiet in the Match. 

Gre, No doubt but he hath got a quiet Catch: 
But now Baptiſta, to your younger Davghter, 
Now is the Day we have long looked for: 


I am your Neighbour, and was Sui:or firſt. 


Tra. And I am one that love Bianca more 
Than Words can witneſs or your Thoughts can gueſs. 
Gre. Voungling, thou canſt not love ſo Dear as 1. 

Tra. Grey-beard, thy Love doth freeze. 

Gre. But thine doth try. 
Skipper, ſtaud back; Tis Age that nauriſheth, 


Tra. 
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Tra. But Youth in Ladies Eyes that flouriſheth. 
Bap. 41 0g you Gentlemen, 1 will compound this 
Strife; | 5 
Tis Deeds muſt win the Prize, and he of both 
That can aſſure my Daughter greateſt Dower, 
Shall have Biancas Love. ll 
Say, Signior Gremio, what can you aſſure her? oth 
Gre. Firſt, as you know, my Houſe within the City 
Is richly furniſhed with Plate and Gold, 5 
Baſons and Ewers to lave her dainty Hands: 2 
My Hangings all of Tirian Tapeſtry; 25 in 
In Ivory Coffers I have ſtuft my Crowns; 16 
| In Cypreſs Cheſts my Arras, Counterpanes, 
| Coſtly Apparel, Tents and Canopies, 
Fine Linnen, Twrkey Cuſhions boſt with Pearl, 
Vallens of Venice Gold, in Needle-work ; 15 
Pewter and Braſs, and all things that belong +. 
To Houſe, or Houſekeeping: Then at my Farm 
I] have a hundred Milch-kine to the Pail, 
Sixſcore fat Oxen ſtanding in my Stalls; 
And all things anſwerable to this Portion. 
My ſelf am ſtrook in Years, I muſt confeſs, 


And if I die to Morrow, this is hers, WM 
If whilſt I live ſhe will be only mine. . 
TJ That only came well in: Sir, liſt to me 
I am my Father's Heir, and only Son; | 1 
Ik I may have your Daughter to my Wife, 


Fil leave her Houſes three or four as good, N 
Within rich Piſs Walls, as any one $i 
Old Signior Gremio has in Padua; 8 
Beſides two thouſand Ducats by the Year "IP 
Of fruitful Land; all which ſhall be her Jointure; 
What, have I pinch'd you, Signior Gremo ? 9 
Gre. 'Two theuſand Ducats by the Year of Land! 
My Land amounts not to ſo much in all: 4; 
That ſhe ſhall have, beſides an Argoſie ; 
That now is lying in Marſellies Road. * 
What, have I choakt you with an A. goſie? | 


#, 
þ 
7 


Tra. Gremio, tis known my Father bath no leſs 
Than three great Argo/es, belides two Galliaſſes, 
| ' | wa : 1 Ang 
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And twelve tight Gallies; theſe I will aſſure her, 
And twice as much, what e er thou offer ſt next. 
Gre. Nay, I have offer d all; I have no more; 
And ſhe can have no more than all I have; 
If you like me, ſhe ſhall have me and mine. 
Tra. Why then the Maid is mine from all the World 
Zy your firm Promiſe; Gremio is out-vied, 
Bap. I muſt confeſs your Offer is the beſt; 
And let your Father make her the Aſſurance, 
She is your own, elſe you muſt pardon me: 
If you ſhould die before him, where's her Dower? 
Tra. That's but a Cavil; he is old, I young. 
Gre. And may not young Men die as well as old? 
Bap. Well, Gentlemen, I am thus reſoly'd, , 
On Sunday next, you know, 
My Daughter Katharine is to be married: 
Now on che Sunday following ſhall Bianca 
Be Bride to you, it you make this Aſſurance; 
If not, to Signior Gremio: ; 
And ſo I take my leave, and thank you both. [Ext] 
Gre. Adieu, good Neighbour. Now I fear thee not: 
Sirrah, young Gameſter, your Father were a Fool © 
To give thee all; and in his waining 'Age 
Set Foot under thy Table: tut, a Toy; 
An old Italian Fox is not ſo kind, my Boy. [Exit] 
Tra. A Vengeance on your crafty withered Hide; 
Yet 1 have fac'd it with a Card of ten: 
"Tis in my Head to do my Maſter good; 
J ſee no Reaſon, but ſuppos d Lucent io 
May get a Father, call'd ſuppos'd Vincentio; 
And that's a Wonder: Fathers commonly 4 
Do get their Children; but in this Caſe of wooing, 
A Child ſhall get a Sire, if 1 fail not of my Cunning; 
pou! Lexis 


ACT 
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ACT m SCENE I 


Fr 
Enter Lucentio, Hortenſio, and Bianca. | "op 
M03 


Ive. I; Idler, forbear; you grow too 3 Sir: 
Have you ſo ſoon forgot the Entertainment 


Her Siſter Katharine welcom d you withal? -*% 
Hor. But wrangling Pedant, this is | 15 
The Patroneſs of Hear 'nly-Harmony; ms 
Then give me leave to have Prerogative ; [6% 


And when in Muſick we have ſpent an Hour, 
Your Lecture ſhall have Leiſure for as much. 95 
Luc * ag Aſs, that never read ſo far, 


To know the Cauſe why Muſick was ordain d: 
Was it not to refreſh the Mind of Man I" 
After his Studies, or his uſual Pain? 1 

Then give me leave to read Philoſophy,  ' © 
And while I pauſe, ſerve in your Harmony. * 


Hor. Sirrah, I will not bear theſe Braves of thine, | ry 
Bian. Why, Gentlemen, you do me double Wrong, 
To ſtriye for that which reſteth in my Choice: 


I am no breeching Scholar in the chools; ip 
FI! not be tied to Hours, nor pointed Times, 1 
But learn my Leſſons as I pleaſe my ſel; 
And to cut off all Strife, here fit we dows, 1 
Take you your Inſtrument, play you the whiles, 
His Lecture will be done ere you have tun d. 


Hor. You'll leave his Lecture when I am in Tune? 

Luc. That will be never: Tune your Inſtrument. 

Bian. Where left we laſt? 

Luc. Here, Madam: Hic ibat Simois, hic eſt * 2 
Hic ſteterat Priami regia celſa ſenis. 
Bian. Conſtrue them. | = | 
Tuc. Hic ibat, as I told you before, Simois, I am Titcen- 
tio, hic eſt, Son unto Vincentio of Piſa, Sigeia tellus, dil- 
guiſed thus to get your Love, hic ſteterat, and that Lyycen- 

that comes a wooing, Priami, is my Man Tranio, vega, 
bearing my Port, celſa ſenis, that we might —_— the old 


= 


Fantaloon. 
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Hor. Madam, my Inſtrument's in tune, 
Bian. Let's hear. © fie, the Treble jars. 
Luc. Spit in the Hole, Man, and tune again, 
Bian. Now let me fee if I can conſtrue it: Hic ibat Si- 
mois, I know you not, Hic eſt Sigeia tellus, I truſt you not, 
hic ſteterat Priami, take heed he hear us not, regia, pre- 
ſume not, celſa ſenis, deſpair not. | 
Hor. Madam, tis now in tune. 
Luc. All but the Baſe. ; 
Hor. The Baſe is right; tis the baſe Knaye that jars. 
How fiery and froward our Pedant is! 7 
Now for my Life that Knaye doth court my Love; 
Pedaſcuie, I'll watch you better yet: . 
In time I may believe, yet I miſtruſt. * 
Bian. Miſtruſt it not, for ſure Zacides © 
Was 4jax, call'd ſo from his Grandfather. - 
I muſt believe my Maſter, elſe I promiſe you, 
I ſhould be arguing ftill upon that Doubt; 
But let it reſt. Now Licio to you: | 
Good Maſters, take it not unkindly, pray, 
That I have been thus pleaſant with you both. 
Hor. You may go walk, and give me leave a while ; 
My Leſſons make no Mulick in three Parts. 
Luc. Are you ſo formal, Sir? well, I muſt wait, 
And watch withal ; for, but I be deceiy'd, 
Our fine Muſician groweth amorous. 
- Hor. Madam, before you touch'the Inſtrument, 
To learn the Order of my Fingering, | 
- I muſt begin with Rudiments of Art, 
To teach you Gamut in a brie fer ſort, 
More pleaſant, pithy, and effectual, 
Than hath been taught by any of my Trade; 
And there it is in Writing fairly drawn. 
Bian. Why, Iam paſt my Gamut long 
Hor. Yet read the Gamut of Hortenſio. 
Bian. Gamut I am, the Ground of all Accord, 
Are, to plead Hortenſio's Paſſion, Fey 
| Beeme, Bianca, take him for thy Lord, 
_ Cfant, that loves thee with all Affection, 
| D fol re, one'Cliff, two Notes have I. 
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Elami, ſhow Pity, or I die. 


Call you this Gamut? Tur, I like it not; qi 


Old Faſhions pleaſe me beſt; I am not ſo nice y 


To change true Rules for new Inventions. | 1. 
| | Enter à Servant. 1 
Serv. Miſtreſs, your Father prays you leave your Books, 
And help to dreſs your Siſter's Chamber up; 105 
Tou know to Morrow is the Wedding- Day. 5 
Bian. Fare wel ſwect Maſters both; I muſt be gone. Ex. 


Luc. Faith Miſtreſs, then I have no Cauſe to ſtay. Exit. 


Hor. But I have Cauſe to pry into this Pedant; gr 
Methinks he looks as tho? he were in love: fag 
Yet if thy Thoughts, Bianca, be ſo humble 1 


To caſt thy wandring Eyes on every Stale; 1 
| Seize thee that lift; if once I find thee ranging, 447 
Hortenſio will be quit with thee by changing. [Fxit. 
Enter Baptiſta, Gremio, Tranio, Katharina, Lucentio, Bi- 

anca, and Attendants. 14 


? 


Bap. Signior Lucentio, this is the pointed Da 
1 and Petruchio ſnould be e 

And yet we hear not of our Son- in-Law. 

What will be ſaid? what Mockery will it be, 


To want the Bridegroom when the Prieſt attends | 2 


To ſpeak the ceremonial Rites of Marriage? 
What ſays Lucentio to this Shame of ours? - 


Kath. No Shame but mine; 1 muſt, forſooth be for 4 


To give my Hand oppos d againſt my Heart, 7 
Dad five brain Rudesby, fall of Spleen, 14 
Who woo'd in haſte, and means to wed at leiſure, 5 
I told you I, he was a frantick Fool, 5 
Hiding his bitter ſeſts in blunt Behaviour: 5 


And to be noted for a merry Mann. 
He'll woo a thouſand, point the Day of Marriage, 
Make Friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the Banes; 
Yet never means to wed where he hath wod'd. £4 
Now muſt the World point at poor Katherine, 1 
And ſay, lo there is mad Petruchio's Wife, * 
If it would pleaſe him come and marry her. 
Tra. Patience. good Katharine, and Baptiſta too; 
ron my Life Feruchis means but well, 


e 
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Whatever Fortune ſtays him from his Word. 
Tho he be blunt, I know him paſſing wiſe; 


Tho' he he merry, yet withal he's honeſt. 


Kath. Would Katharine had never ſeen him tho”. 

& | [ Exit weeping. 
Bap. Go, Girl; I cannot blame thee now to weep; 
For ſuch an Injury would vex a Saint, 
Much more a Shrew of thy impatient Humour. 

Enter Biondello. 

Bion. Maſter, Maſter; old News, and ſuch News as you 
never heard of. 

Bap. Is it new and old too? How may that be? 

Bion. Why, is it not News to hear of Petrwchio's coming? 

Bap. Is he come? f | 

Bion. Why, no Sir. 1 

Bap. What then? | 60 

Bion. He is coming. | | 

Bap. When will he be here? | 

Bion. When he ſtands where I am, and ſees you there: 

Tra. But ſay, what to thine old News? 

Bion. Why Petruchio is coming in a new Hat and an old 
Jerkin ; a Pair of old Breeches thrice turn'd; a Pair of 
Boots that have been Candle-Caſes, one buckled, another 
lac'd; an old ruſty Sword ta'en out of the Town-Armory, 
with abroken Hilt, and Chapeleis, with two broken Points; 
his Horſe hip'd with an old mothy Saddle, the Stirrops of 
no Kindred; beſides poſſeſt with the Glanders, and like to 
moſe in the Chine, troubled with the Lampaſſe, infected 
with the Faſhions, full of Windgalls, ſped with Spavins, raied 
with the Yellows, paſt Cure of the Fives, ſtark ſpoiled with 
the Staggars, begnawn with the Bots, waid in the Back, and 
Shoulder-ſhotten, near-leg'd before, and with a half checkt 
Bit, and a Headſtall of Sheep's Leather, which being re- 
ſtrain'd to keep him from ſtumbling hath been often burſt, 
and now repair d with Knots; one Girt fix times piec d, 
and a Woman's Crupper of Velure, which hath two Let- 
ters for her Name, fairly ſet down in Studs, and here and 
there piec'd with Packthred. | | 

Bap. Who comes with him? 


Bion, 


1 . ³˙·ꝛmAm A ek es 


_ - Firſt were we fad, fearing you wou 
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Bien. Oh Sir, his Lackey, for all the World capark-. 
ſon'd like the Horſe, witha linnen Stock on one Leg, anda 
kerſey Boot-hoſe on the other, garter'd with a red and blue 
Lift, an old Hat, and the Humour of forty Fancies prickt 
up in't for a Feather: A Monſter, a very Monſter in 99 | 


r 


rel, and not like a Chriſtian Foot boy, or Gentleman's Lackey, 
Tra. Tis ſomꝭ odd Humour pricks him to this Faſhiony 


Yet oftentimes he goes but mean Apparelbd. 4 


+ 


Bap. I am glad he's come, howſoever he comes. 
Bion. Why Sir, he comes not 
Bap. Didſt thou not ſay he comes? 
Bion. Who? that Petruchio came? 
Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came. Ty 
Bion. No, Sir; I ſay his Horſe comes with him on his 
Back. ma. 
Bap Why that's all one. 3 A 
Bien. Nay, by St. amy, I hold you a Pen 
A Horſe and a Man is more than one, and yet not many. 
Enter Petruchio and Grumio fantaſtically havited. 
Pet. Come, where be theſe Gallants? who's at Home? 
Bap. You are welcome, Sir. | ; 
Pet. And yet I come not well, 
Bap. And yet you halt not. } 
Tra. Not b well ApparelFd as I wiſh you were. 
Pet. Were it better, I ſhould ruſh in thus. 
But where is Kate? where is my lovely Bride? | 
How does my Father? Gentles, methinks you frown, 
And wherefore gaze this goadly Company *' 
As if they ſaw ſome wondrous Monument, 
Some Comet, or unuſual Prodigy? + 
Bap. Why, Sir, you know this is your Wedding-d1y: 
la not came; | 
Now ſadder, that you come ſo unprovided. 
Fre, doff this Habit, ſhame to your Eſtate, 
An Eye-ſore to our ſolemn Feſtival. | 
Tra. And tell us what Occaſion of Import 
Hath all fo long detain'd you from your Wife, 
And ſent you hither ſo unlike your ſelf? 
Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and harſh to hear: 
Sufficeth I am come to keep my Word, 


Tho- 


/ 
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Tho' in ſome Part enforced to digreſ, 
Which at more Leiſure I will fo excuſe, 
As you ſhall well be fatisfied withal. | 
But where is Kate? I ſtay too long from er; 
The Morning wears; tis time we were i; Church. 

Tra. See not your Bride in theſe unreyrent Robes; 
Go to my Chamber, put on Cloaths of Mine. 

Pet. Not I; believe me, thus T1! viſit her. 

Bap. But thus, I truſt, you will not marry her. 

Per. Gcod ſooth, even thus; therefore ha' done with 

Words; | | 

To me ſhe's marreid, not unto my Clothes: 
Could I repair what ſhe will wear in me, 
As I could change theſe poor Accoutrements, 
*T'were well for Kate, and better for my ſelf. 


But what a Fool am Ito chat with you, 


When I ſhould bid good Morrow to my Bride, 

And ſeal the Title with a lovely Kiſs? [ Exit, 
Tra. He hath ſome Meaning in his mad Attire: 

We will perſuade him, be it poſſible, ; 

To put on better ere he go to Church. 
Bap. Ill after him, and ſee the Event of this. [ Exit. 
Tra. But, Sir, Love concerneth us to add | 

Her Father's liking; which to bring to paſa, 

As before I imparted to your Worlhip, | 


1am to get a Man, what cer he be 


It skills not-much, we'll fit him to our Turn, 

And he ſhall be Vincentio of Piſa, 4 ! 

And make Aſſurance here in Padua, 

Of greater Sums than I have promiſed: 

So ſhall you quietly enjoy your Hope, 

And marry ſweet Bianca with Conſent, | 
Luc. Were it not that my fellow School-maſter 


Doth watch Bianca's Steps ſo narrowly, 


- *Twere good methinks to ſteal our Marriage; 


Which once perform'd, let all the World ſay no, 

I'll keep mine own, deſpight of all the World. 
Tra. That by Degrees we mean to look into, 

And watch our Vantage in this Bufineſs: 

We'll oyer-reach the Gray-beard * 
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The narrow prying Father Minola, 

The quaint Muſician amorous Licio; 

All for my Maſter's ſake Lucentio. 

| Enter Gremio: 

Signior Gremio, came you from the Church? 
Gre. As willingly as &er I came from School. 
Tra. And is the Bride and Bridegroom coming home ? 
Gre. A Bridegroom ſay you? *Tis a Groom indeed, 

A grumbling Groom, and that the Girl ſhall fiad, 

Tra. Curſter than ſhe? why tis impoſſible. 

Gre. Why he's a Devil, a Devil, a very Fiend. 
Tra. Why ſhe's a Devil, a Devil, the Devil's Dam: 
Gre. Tut, ſhe's a Lamb, a Dove, a Fool to him: 

F1! tell you, Sir Lucentio, when the Prieſt 

Should ask if Katharine ſhould be his Wife ? | 

Ay, by Gogs-woons, quoth he; and ſwore ſo loud, 

That, all amaz'd, the Prieſt let fall the Book; 

And as he ſtoop'd again to take it up, 

This mad-brain'd Bridegroom took Nig ſuch a Cuff, 

That down fell Pxicſt and Book, and Book and Prieſt. 

Now take them up, quoth he, if any lift. | 

"Ira. What ſaid the Wench, when he roſe up apa'n? 

Gre. Trembled and ſhook ; for why, he ſtamp'd and ſwore, 

As if the Vicar meant to cozen him. | 


But after many Ceremonies done, 


He calls for Wine: A Health, quoth he; as if 

He had been'Aboard carowzing to his Mates 

After a Storm; quaft off the Muſcadel, 

And threw the Sops all in the Sexton's Face; 

Having no other Reaſon, but that his Beard 

Grew thin and hungerly, and ſeem'd to ask 

His Sops as he was drinking. This done, he took 

The Bride about the Neck, and kiſt her Lips | 
With ſuch a clamorous Smack, that at the Parting 

All the Church did Eccho; and I ſeeing this, 

Came thence for very Shame; and after me 

I knew the Rout is coming: Such a mad Marriage 
Never was before. Hark, hark, I hear the Minſtrels play. 


- [Muſick plays, 


Enter 
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Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Bianca, Hortenſio, and Baptiſta! 
Pet. Gentlemen and Friends, I thank you for your Pains: 
I know you think to dine with me to Day, ; 
And have prepar'd great Store of wedding Cheer; 
But fo it is, my Haſte doth call me hence; 
And therefore here I mean to take my cave. 
1 Bap. Is't poſſible you will away to N zhe? ES 
: Pet. I muſt away to Day, before Night come: 
Make it no Wonder; if you knew my Buſineſs, 
You would intreat me rather go than ſtay. 
And honeſt Company, I thank you all, 
That have beheld me give away my ſel 
To this moſt patient, ſweet and virtuo, Wife: 
Dine with my Father, drink a Health A me, l 
For I muſt hence, and fare wel to you - 
Tra. Let us intreat you ſtay till afte Dinner, 
Pet. It may not be. 
Gre. Let me intreat you. 
Pet. It cannot be. 
Kath. Let me intreat you. 
Pet. 1 am content, 
Kath. Are you content to ſtay? | 
Pet. 1 am content you ſhall jnrreat be ſay; 
But yet not ſtay, intreat me how you an. 
Kath. Now, if you love me, ſtay. 
Pet. Grumio, my Horſes. SiH 
Gru. Ay, Sir, they be ready: the Oats h e eaten the Horſes} 
Kath. Nay then 7 , aſs 
Do what thou canſt, 1 will not go to Day; 
No, nor to Morrow, nor 'til I pleaſ@my ſelf: 
The Door is open, Sir, there lyes your Way, 
You may be jogging whiles your Boche are green, 
For me, III not be gone till 1 pleaſe my ſelf: 
'Tis like you'll prove a jolly ſurly Grdpm, 
That take it on you at the firſt ſo roupdly., 
Pet. O Kate content thee; prethee be not angry. 
Kath. I will be angry; what haſt thou to do? 
Father be quiet; he (hal! ſtay my Leifge. 


14 Gre. Ay, marry Sir, now it beginF#to work. 
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Kath. Gentlemen, forward to the Bridal-dinner, 

1 ſee a Woman may be made a Fool, 

If ſhe had not a Spirit to reſiſt. 

Pet. They ſhall go forward, Kate, at thy Command, 

Obey the Bride, you that attend on her: - n 
Go to the Feaſt, reyel and domineer; 5 
Carowſe full Meaſure to her Maiden- head; 

Be mad and merry, or go hang your ſelves; 

But for my bonny Kate, ſhe mult with me. | 

Nay, look not big, nor ſtamp, nor ſtare, nor fret, 

] will be Maſter of what is mine own; 
She is my Goods, my Chattels, ſhe is my Houſe, 

My Houſhold Stuff, my Field, my Barn, 

My Horſe, my Ox, my Aſs, my any thing; 
And here ſhe ſtands, touch her who ever dare; 
Pl! bring my Action on the proudeſt he, 

That ſtops my way in Padua: Grumio, , 
Draw forth thy Weapon; we are beſet with Thieves; 
" Reſcue thy Miſtreſs if thou be a Man: 
Fear not, {weet Wench, they ſhall not touch thee, Kate; 


Fll buckler thee againſt a Million. [ Exe. Pet. and Kath, 


Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 


Gre. Went they not quickly, I ſhould die with Laugh- 


ing. | 
4. Of all mad Matches, never was the like. 
Tuc. Miſtreſs, what's your Opinion of your Siſter ? 
Bian. That being mad her ſelf, ſhe's madly maced. 
Gre. I warrant him Petruchio is Kated. 


Bap. Neighbours and Friends, tho* Bride and Bride- 


groom wants 2 
For to ſupply the Places at the Table; 
You know there wants no Junkets at the Feaſt: 
Lucentio, you {hall ſupply the Bridegroom's Place, 
And let Bianca take her Siſter's room. | 
Tra. Shall ſweet Bianca practiſe how to Bride it? 

Bap. She ſhall, Lucentio: Come, Gentlemen, let's go. 
Enter Grumio. | 
Gru. Fie, fie on all tired Jades, on all mad Maſters, and 
all foul ways: Was ever Man ſo beaten? was ever Man ſo 
2 raide : 
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from my Shoulder to my Heel, with 
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raide? was ever Man ſo weary? Jam nt before to make 
a Fire, and they are coming after t arm them: Now 
were I not a little Pot, and ſoon hot, 1y very Lips might 
freeze. to my Teeth, my Tongue the Roof of my 


— & 


Mouth, my Heart in my Belly, ere [ ſh uld come by a Fire 
to thaw me; but I with blowing t 1 ſhall warm 


} 


my ſelt; for conſidering the Weather 
will take cold: Holla, hoa, Curtis! 
w Enter Curtis. 
Curt. Who is it that calls fo coldly 
Gru. A Piece of Ice. If thou doubt 


taller Man than I 


A 
r 
t 


thou may'ſt ſlide 
greater a run but 
my Head and my Neck. A Fire, goo Curtis. 
Curs. Is my Maſter and his Wife cothing, Grumio? 
Grum. Oh ay, Curtis, ay; and thereſpre Fire, Fire, caſt 
on no Water. 1 
Curt. Is ſhe ſo hot a Shrew as ſhe's &ported ? 
Gru. She was, good Curtis, before the Froſt; but thou 
| know'ſt Winter tames Man, Woman ang Beaſt, for it hath 
tam'd my old Maſter, and my new Miſtreſs, and my ſelt, 


| fellow Curtis. 


Curt. Away, you three-inch'd Fools. I am no Beaſt. 
Gru. Am I but three Inches? why thy Horn is a Foot, 
and ſo long am I at the leaſt. But wilt thou make a Fire, 
or ſhall IJ complain on thee to our Miſtreſs, whoſe Hand, 
ſhe being now at Hand, thou ſhalt ſoof feel to thy cold 
Comfort, being {low in thy hot Office | 
Curt. I prethee, good Grumio, tell ; e, how goes the 
- World? 
Gru. A cold World, Curtis, in every; Office but thine; 
and therefore Fire: Do thy Duty, and he thy Duty; for 
my Mafter and Miſtreſs are almoſt froh to Death. 
Curt. There's Fire ready; and therefwre, good Grumio, 
the News. S. 4 
Gru. Why, Jack Boy, ho Boy, and; much News as 
thou wilt. | FL, 
Curt. Come, you are ſo full of Conye tching. | 
Sru. Why therefore Fire; for I hav caught extream 
cold. Where's the Cook? is Supper y, the Houle 
trimm d, Ruſhes ftrew'd, Cobwebs ſwißt, the Serving- 
. men 
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men in their new Fuſtian, their white Stockings, and eve- 
aff ry Officer his wedding Garment on? Be the Jacks fair 
within, the Jills fair without, Carpets laid, and every 
thing in order? 1 
Curt. All ready: And there fore I pray thee what News? 
Gru. Firſt, know my Horſe is tired, my Maſter and 
Miſtreſs fall'n out. Will | 
Curt. How ? en | 
Gru. Out of their Saddles into the Dirt; and thereby 
| hangs a Tale. f 
Curt. Let's ha't, good Grumio. 
Gru. Lend thine Ear. | 
Curt. Here. 8 
Gru. There. | [Strikes him. 
Curt. This is to feel a Tale, not to hear a Tale. 
Gru. And therefore tis call'd a ſenſible Tale: and this 
Cuff was but to knock at your Ear, and beſeech liſtning. 
Now | begin: Imprimis we came down a foul Hill, my 
Maſter riding behind my /Miſtreſs, 
Curt. Both on one Horſe? | l 
Gru. What's that to thee ? | 
Curt. Why a Horſe. 210 | 
Gru. Tell thou the Tale. But hadſt thou not croſt me, 
thou ſhouli'ſt have heard how her Horſe fell, and ſhe un- | 
der her Horſe: thou ſhould'ſt have heard in how miery a 
place, how ſhe, was bemoil'd, how he left her with the 
orſe upon her, how he beat me becauſe her Horſe ſtum- | 
bled, how ſhe waded through the Dirt to pluck him off 
me; how he ſwore, how pray'd that never pray'd 
before; how 1 cry'd, how the Horſes ran away; how bet 
Bridle was burſt, how I loſt my Crupper; with many * | 
things of worthy Memory, which now ſhall die in obli- 


vion, and thou return n to thy Grave. N 

| Curt. By this reckoning he is more Shrew than ſhe, ö 
4 Gru. Ay, and that thou and the proudeſt of you all ſhall 

find when he comes home. But what talk I of this? Call 

forth Nathaniel, Foſeph, Nicholas, Philip, Walter, Sugerſop, 1 

and the reſt: Let their Heads be fleckly comb d, their blue j 


Coats bruſh'd, and their Garters of an indifferent knit; let 
them curtſie with their left Legs, and not preſume to touch j 
<5/= | by 
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; j Nick. Fellow Grumio! / 
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a hair of my Maſter's Horſe Tail, til they kiſs their 
Hands. Are they all ready? | / 

Curt. They are. 

Gru. Call them forth. 

Curt. Do you hear, ho? You muſt 
Countenance my Miftreſs. 8 &© 

Gru. Why ſhe hath a Face of her own. 

Curt. Who knows not that? | 

Gru. Thou it ſeems, that call'ſt for onen to Coun: 
tenance her. 

Curt. I call them forth to Credit he 

Enter four or five Serving nen. 

© Gru Why ſhe comes to borow notl ing of them, 

Nat Welcome home, Grumio. 

Phil. How now, Grumio? 

© Fof. What, Grumio! 


my Maſter, to 


- Nath. How now, old Lad. 
Gru. Welcome you; how now y 

2 ; and thus much for Greeting. Now, my ſpruce 
mpanions, is all ready, and all thing; neat? 

Nat. All things are ready; how neats our Maſter? 
Gru. Elen at hand, alighted by thigg. and therefore be 
1 — Cocks Paſſion, filence,, I hear y Maſter. 

Enter Petruchio and 

© Pet. Where be theſe Knaves? whe, no Man at Door 

to bold my Stirrup, nor to take my Horſe? Where is Nas 
thaniel, Gregory, Philip: LN 

Al Ser. Here. here, Sir; here, Sir. 

Pet. Here Sir, here Sir, here Sir here Sir? 

You loggerheaded and unpoliſh? d Grooms: 
What? no Attendance? no Regard? no Duty ? 
Where is the fooliſh Knave I ſent before? 

Gru. Here Sir, as fooliſh as I was before. 

Pet. mou Peaſant Swain, you Whyyclon, Malt- herſy 
7 + Drudge, 

Did not I bid thee meet me in the Park, 

And bring along the raſcal Knaves with thee ? 

Gru. Nathamel's Coat, Sir, was not, fully made: 

And Gabriel's Pumps were all * d tn. Heel: 
Vol. II. P There 
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"There was no Link to colour Peter's Hat, 

And Halter's Dagger was not come from ſheathing : 
"There were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and Gregory, 
The reſt were ragged, old, and begparly, 

Yet as they are, they come to meet you. 

Pet. Go, Raſcals, go and fetch my Supper in. [Exit Ser. 
Where is the Lite that late I led? 

EY here arc thoſe? — Sit down Kate, 

And welcome. Soud, ſoud, ſoud, ſoud. 

"> | Enter Servants with Supper. | 

Why when I ſay? . Nay, good ſweet Kate be merry, 

Off with my Boots, you Rogue: You Villains, when? 
It was the Friar of Orders grey,  [Sings. 
As he forth walked on his way. 

Out you Rogue, you pluck my Foot awry. | 

Take that, and mind the plucking off the other. [Strikes him. 

Be merry, Kate: Some Water here; what hoa. 4 

Enter one with Water. 

Where's my Spaniel Troilus? Sirrah, get you hen 

And bid — Couſin Ferdinand come bicber: *'s 

One, Kate, that you muſs kiſs, and be acquainted with. 

Where are my Slippers? ſhall I have ſome Water ? 

Come Kare, and waſh, and welcome heartily: 

You whoreſon Villain, will you let it Fall? | 

Kat. Patience, I pray you, twas a fault unwilling, 

Pet. A whoreſon, beetle-headed, flat-ear'd Knave: 
Come, Kate, fit down, I know you have a Stomach, 
Will you give Thanks, ſweet Kaze, or elſe ſhall 1? 
What's this, Mutton ? | 

1 Ser. Yes, 

Pet. Who brought it? 

Ser. I. | 

Pet. Tis burnt, and ſo is all the Meat: 

What Dogs are theſe? where is the raſcal Cook? 
How durſt you, Villains, bring it from the Dreſſer, 
And ſerve it thus to me that love it not? 
There, take it to you, Trenchers, Cups and all: 

+13 [ Throws the Meat, &c. about the 
You heedleſs Jolt-heads, and unmanner'd Slaves. 


War, do you grumble? PII be with you ſtraight, 


Stage. 


Kat, 
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Kat. 1 pray you, Husband, be not ſo diſqu ee, 
The Meat was well, if you were ſo contented. 


Fer. I tell thee, Kate, *rwas burnt and dry'd away, 
And I expreſly am forbid to touch it: 


For it engenders Choler, planteth Anger, 


And better 'twere that both of us did faſt, 

Since of our ſelves, our ſelves are Cholerick, 

Than feed it with ſuch eyer-roafted Fleſh: | 

Be patient, to morrow't ſhall be mended, 

And for this Night we'll faſt for Company. | 

Come, I will bring thee to thy Bridal Chamber. [ Exeunt. 
i | Enter Servants ſeverally, | 

Nath. Peter, didſt ever ſee the like? 

Peter. He kills her in her own Humour. 

Gru. Where is he? | 

ji Enter Curtis, à Servant. | 

Curt. In her Chamber, making a Sermon of Continenc 

to her, and rails, and ſwears, and rates ; and ſhe, poor Sou), 

knows not which way to ſtand, to look, to ſpeak, andi fir; 

as one new riſen from a Dream. Away, away, for he is 

coming hither, £50 


1 g Enter open | 

bt. Thus have I politickl un my Reign, 
And 'tis my hope to end ſucceſsfully : e 
My Faulcon now is ſharp, and paſſing empty, 
And till ſhe ſtoop, ſhe muſt not be full gorg d, 
For then ſhe never looks upon her Lure. 
Another way I have to man my Haggard, 

To make her come, and know her Keeper's call: 
That is, to watch her, as we watch thele Kites, 
That bait and beat, and will not be obedient. 
She eat no Meat to Day, nor none ſhall eat. 

Laſt Night ſhe flept not, nor to Night ſhall not: 
As with the Meat, ſome undeſerved Fault 

111 find about the making of the Bed. | 
And here I'll fling the Pillow, there the Bolſter, 
This way the Coverlet, another way the Sheets; 


. Ay, and amid this hurly I'll pretend, 


That all is done in reverend Care ot her, 
Aud in concluſion, ſhe ſhall watch all Night, 
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And if ſhe chance to nod T1! rail and brawl, 

And with the Clamour keep her ftill awake. 

This is a way to kill a Wife with Kindneſs, 

And thus III curb her mad and headſtrong Humour. 

He that knows better how to tame a Shrew, 

Now let him ſpeak, tis Charity to ſhew. (Exit, 
| Enter Tranio and Hortenſio. 

Tra. Ist poſſible, Friend Licio, that Miſtreſs Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lurentio? 8 
I tell you, Sir, ſhe bears me fair in hand. 

Hor. Sir, to ſatisſie you in what I have ſaid, 

Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 
EL Enter Bianca and Lucentio. 

Luc. Now, Miſtreſs, profit you in what you read? 

Bian. What Maſter read you firſt, reſolye me that ? 

Luc. I read that I profeſs, the Art of Love. | 

Bian. And may you prove, Sir, Maſter of your Art. 

Luc. While you, ſweet Dear, prove Miſtreſs of my Heart. 

Hoy. Quick Proceeders marry ; now tell me! pray, you 
that durſt ſwear that your Miſtreſs Bianca loy'd none in 
the World fo well as Lucentio. "© 

Tra. Oh deſpightful Love, unconſtant Womankind ! 

I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful. oY 1 

Hor. Miſtake ne more, I am not Licio, | 2 
Nor a Muſician, as I ſeem to be, | 
But one that ſcorn to live in this Diſguiſe, 

For ſuch a one as leaves a Gentleman, 
And makes a God of ſuch a Cullion; 
Know, Sir, that I am call'd Hortenſio. 

Tra. Signior Hortenſio, I have often heard 
Of your entire Affection to Bianca, 

And ſince mine Eyes are witneſs of her Lightneſs, 
I will with you, if you be ſo contented, 
Forſwear Bianca and her Love for ever. ; 

Hor. See how they kiſs and court. Signior Lucentio, \ 
Here is my Hand, and here I firmly vow | | 
Never to woo her more, but do forſwear her 
As one unworthy all the former Favours 


That I have fondly flatter'd her withal. 


" Y 


Ta. 


The 


Pie on her, ſee how beaſtly the doth court him. 
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Tra. And here I take the like unfeigned Oath, 
Never to marry. with her, tho' ſhe would entreat. 


Hor. Would all the World but he had quite forſworn 
For me, that I may ſurely keep mine Oath, Cher. 


I will be Married to a wealthy Widow, 


Ere three days paſs, which has as long lov'd me, 

As I have lov'd this proud diſdainful Haggard. 

And ſo farewel, Signior Lucentio. 

Kindneſs in Women, not their beauteous Looks, 

Shall vin my Love; and fo I take my leave, 

In reſolution as I ſwore before. | [Exit Hor. 
Tra. Miſtreſs Bianca, bleſs you with ſuch Grace, 

As longeth to a Lover's bleſſed Caſe: _ 

Nay, I have ta'en you napping, gentle Love, 

And have forſworn you with Hortenſio. 
92 Tranio, you jeſt : But have you both farſworn 

me * 

Tra. Miſtreſs, we have. L 

Luc. Then we are rid of Licio. 

Tra. Vfaith he'll have a luſty Widow now, 


That ſhall be woo'd and wedded in a day. 


Bian. God give him Joy. 
Tra. Ay, and he'll tame her, 
Bian. He ſays ſo, Tranie. 44 
Tra. Faith he is gone unto the taming School. 
Bian. The taming School? What, is there ſuch a Place? 
Tra. Ay, Miſtreſs, and Petruchio is the Maſter, 
That teacheth Tricks eleven and twenty long, 
To tame a Shrew, and charm her chattering Tongue. 
Enter Biondello. 
Bion. Oh Maſter, Maſter, I have watch'd ſo long, 
That I am Dog-weary ; but at laft I ſpied 
An ancient Angel coming down the Hill 
Will ſerve. the turn. 
Tra. What is he, Biondello? 
Bion, Maſter, a Marcantant, or a Pedant ; 
I know not what; but formal in Apparel; 
In Gate and Countenance ſurly, like a Father. 


P 3 Lys 
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Luc. Aud what of him, Tranio't. 1 
Tra. If he be credulous, and truſt my Tale, qi. 

I'll make him glad to ſeem Vincentio, 19 
And give Aſſurance to Baptiſta Minola, 
As if he were the right Vincentio: 5 bo | 

Take me your Love, and then let me alone. 


NO 


|; Enter a Pedant. 
Ped. God ſave you, Sir. 
Tra. And you, Sir; you are welcome: 
Travel you far on, or are you at the fartheſt ? 
Ped. Sir, at the fartheſt for a Week or two; 
But then up farther, and as far as Rome; | 
And fo to Tripoly, if God lend me Life. ' +% 
Tra. What Countryman, I pray? ' ih 
Ped. Of Mantua. | | 
Tra. Of Mantua, Sir? marry God forbid El. 
And come to Padua, careleſs of your Life? « 488 
Ped. My Life, Sir; how, I pray? for that goes hard. 
Tra. Tis Death for any one in Mantua SR | 
To come to Padua; know you not the Cauſe? 
Your Ships are ſtaid at Venice, and the Duke, "kk 
For private Quarrel *twixt your Duke and him, 
Hath publiſh'd and proclaim'd it openly: 
*Tis marvel, but that you are but newly come, 
You might have heard it elſe proclaim'd about. 
Ped. Alas, Sir, it is worſe for me than ſo; 
For I haye Bills for Mony by Exchange ] 
From Florence, and muſt here deliver them. N 
Tra. Well, Sir, to do you Courteſie, 7 
This will I do, and this I will adviſe you; 
Firſt tell me, have you ever been at Piſa? ” i 
Ped. Ay, Sir, in Piſa have I often been; L” 
Piſa renowned for grave Citizens. +4 142008! © 
Tra. Among them know you one Vincents? 
Ped. I know him not, but I have heard of him; 


Wn, 


5 4 


A Merchant of incomparable Wealth. e 
Tra. He is my Father, Sir; and ſooth to ſay, * 
In Count'nance ſomewhat doth reſemble yous 


. 
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Bion. As much as an Apple doth an Oyſter, and all one. 
| yſter 1425 
. Tra. To ſave your Life in this Extremity, 
This Favour will I do you for his fake; 


And think it not the worſt of all your Fortunes 


That you are like to Sir Vincentio : 4 
His Name and Credit ſhall you undertaxe, 
And in my. Houſe you ſhall be friendly Lodg'd :: 
Look that 2 take upon you as you * 
You underiland me, Sir: So ſhall you ſtay | 
Till you have done your Buſineſs in the City. 
If this be Court'ſie, Sir, accept of it. | 
Ped. Oh, Sir, I do, and will repute you ever 
The Patron of my Life and Liberty. 
Tra. Then go with me to make the matter good 
This by the way I let you underſtand, #5 
My Father is here look'd for every Day, 
To pals aſſurance of a Dowre in Marri 
Twixt me and one Baptiſta's Daughter here; 
In all theſe Circumſtances I'll inſtruct you: 


Go, with me, Sir, to cloatk you as becomes you. [ Exeunt- 


ACTIV. SCENEI. 
Enter Katharina and Grumio. | 


. , * 
Gru. O, no, Forſooth, I dare not for my Life. 
Kath. The more my Wrong; the more his 
| Spite appears: 1 
What, did he marry me to famiſh me? | 
Beggars that come unto my Father's Door, 
Upon intreaty, have a preſent Alms ; | 
If not, elſewhere.they meet with preſent Charity: 
But I, who never knew how to intreat, 


Nor never needed, that I fhould intreat, 5 


Am ſtarv'd for Meat, giddy tor lack of Sleep; 

With Oaths kept waking, and with Brawling fed ;- 

And that which ſpights me * than all theſe Wants, 
4 . He 
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He does it under name of perfect Love: 
As who would ſay, if I ſhould ſleep or eat 


Twere deadly Sickneſs, or elſe preſent Death: 
I prethee go, and get me ſome Repaſt; Fo 
I care not what, ſo it be wholeſome Food. 1 
Gru. What ſa you to a Neat's Foot? - * 
Kath. Tis paſſing g good; I prethee let me te! ie, ” 
Gru. [I fear it is too Flegmatick a Meat: 
Hew ſay you to a fat Tripe finely broil'd ? 
_ Kath. I like it well; good Grumio, fetch it me. 
Gru. I cannot tell, it is Cholerick : | 47 
What ſay you to a piece of Beef and Muſtard ? 
Kath. A Difh that I do love to feed upon. 5 
Gre. Ay, but the Muſtard is too hot a little. 
Kath. Why then the Beef, and let the Muſtard ref. 
Gru. Nay then I will not; you ſhall have the 1 
Or elſe you get no Beef of Grumio. 
Kath. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wile. ME 
Gru. Why then the Muſtard without the Beef. 
Kaih.. Go, get thee gone, thou falſe deluding Slave: 
[ Beats him, 


That feed'ſt me with the very name of Meat: . 


- 
* 


/ Kate. J thank you, Sir. 


8 
"1 e 
Ss 


Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of you 


That triumph thus upon my Miſery, 
Go, Rum thee . | ſay. 0 
ruchio * Hortenſio with 1 Meat. þ 


Pet. How fares my Kate? What, Sweeting, all amort? 
Hor, Miſtreſs, what cheer ? 
Kath. N as _ as can be. | _— 
Pet. Pluck up thy Spirits; look cheer full me 
Here Love, thou ſeeſt how diligent I am, my . 
To dreſs thy Meat my ſelf, and bring it thee: 1 N 
I am ſure, ſweet Kate, this Kindneſs merits Thanks. 
What, not a word? Nay then, thou lov'ſt it not: 
And all my Pains is ſorted to no proof, 1 
Here take away the Diſn. 1 
Kath. I pray you let it ſtanlct. 15 
Pet. The pooreſt Service is repaid with Thanks, SH 
And ſo ſhall mine before you touch the Meat. . 


/ 
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Hor. Signior Petruchio, fie, you are to blame: 
Come, Miſtreſs Kate, Ill bear you Company. 
Pet. Eat it up all, Hortenſio, if thou | me, 
Much good do it unto thy gentle Heartz | 
Kate, eat apace. And now my honey Love, 
Will we return unto thy Father's Houſe, | 
And Revel it as bravely as the beſt, | 
With filken Coats, and Caps, and golden Rings, 
With Ruffs, and Cuffs, and Fardingals, and things: 
With. Scarfs, and Fans, and double change of Bray'ry; 
With Amber Bracelets, Beads and all this Knav'ry. | 
What, baſt thou Din'd? The Taylor ftays thy leifure, 
To deck thy Body with his ruffling Treaſure. 
| Enter Taylor. 4 
Come, Taylor, let us ſee theſe Ornaments. 
| Enter Haberdaſher. | | g 
Lay forth the Gown. What News with you, Sir? 
Hab. Here is the Cap your Worſhip did beſpeak. - 
Pet. Why this was moulded on a Porrenger, 
A Velvet Diſh; Fie, fie, tis lewd and filthy: ' 
Why tis a Cockle or a Wallnut-ſhell, | 
A Knack, a Toy, a Trick, a Baby's Cap. 
Away with it, come, let me have a bigger. | 
Kath. I'll have no bigger, this doth fit the time, 
And Gentlewomen wear ſuch Caps as theſe. 
Per. When you are gentle, you ſhall have one too, 
And not till then. | 
Hor. That will not be in haſte. wi ; 
Kath. Why, Sir, I truſt I may have leave to ſpeak, . 
And ſpeak Iwill. I am no Child, no Babe, | ; 
Your Betters haye endur'd me ſay my Mind; 
And if you cannot, beſt you ſtop your Ears. 
My Tongue will tell the Anger of my Heart, 
Or elſe my Heart concealing it will break: 
And rather than it ſhall, I will be free, | 
Even to the uttermoſt as I pleaſe in word 
Pet. Why thou ſay'ſt true, it is a paltry Cap} 
A cuftard Coffin, a Bauble, a filken Pie, 
Llove thee well in that thou lik ſt it not. 
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Kath. Love me, or love me not, I like the Cap, 
And it I will have, or I will have none. | 
Piet. Thy Gown? why ay; come, Taylor, let wh. 
O mercy Heav'n, What making Stuff is here? 1. 
What? this a Sleeve? tis like a Demi - cannen 
What, up and down cary d like an Apple Tart? * 
Here's ſnip, and nip, and cut, and liſh, and flaſh, 
Like to a Cenſer-in a Barber's Shop: of 
Why what a Devil's name, Taylor, call'& thou this "= 
Hor. I fee ſhe's like to have neither Cap nor Gown, | 
Tay. You bid me make it orderly and well. 
- Ac to the Faſhion oſ che Time. 4 7 
et. Marry and did: But if you be rememboed, - 
I did not bid you marr-it to the Time. vj 
Go hop me over every Kennel home, FP. 
For you ſhall hop without my Cuſtom, Sir: * 
Fil none of it; hence, make your beſt of it. * 
Kath. I never {aw a better faſhion'd Gon, 
More queint, more pleaſing, nor more commendable: 
Belike you mean to make a Puppet of me. 1 
Pet. Why true, be means to make a Puppet of thee. 
* She ſays your Werwp means to make a e 
o 
- Pet, Ob moſt monſtrous 


4 


1 9 
Thou lyeſt, thou Thread, thou Thimble, "I 


Thou Yard, three ters, half Yard, Quarter, U 
Thou Flea, thou * winter Cricket == 4 5 
Brav d in mine own Houſe with a Skein of Thread! 
Away, thou Rag, thou Quantity, thou Remnant, | 
Or I ſhall ſo be-mete thee wich thy Yard, 
As thou halt think on prating whilſt thou It: 
I tell thee I, that thou haſt marr'd her Gown. 1 | 
Tay. Your Worſhip is deceiv'd, the Gown is made 
| Juſt as my Maſter had direction Fi | 
Grumio gave Order how it ſhould be done: =. 
Gra. I gave him no Order, I gave him the Stuff,” | 
Tay. But how did you defire it ſhould be made? 
Gru. Marry, Sir, with Needle and Thread. © © 
Tay. But did you not requeſt to have k Cut? "= * 
Gru. Thou haſt fac d things, 1 


* 
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Tay. I have. 

Gru. Face not me: Thou haſt brav'd . | (den brave 
not me; I will neither be facd nor brav d. I ſay unto 
thee, I bid thy Maſter cut out the Gown, * did nor 
bid him cut it to pieces. Ergo thou lieft. 

Tay. Why here is the Note of the Fafhion to deliße. 

Pet. Read it, 7 

Gru. The Note lies in's Throat if he ſay 1 ſaid . 

Tay. Imprimis; a looſe-bodied Gown. | 

Gru. Maſter, if eyer 1 ſaid looſe-bodied Gown, wer 
me in the Skirts of it, and beat me to n with a Bok- 
tom of brown Thread: I fad a "Gown. | 

Pet. Proceed. 

Tay. With a ſmall compaſt Cape, 

Gru. I confeſs the = 

Tay. With a Trunk Sleeve. 

Gru. I confeſs two Sleeves. 

Tay. The Sleeves curiouſly cut. 

Pet. Ay there's the Villany. 

Gru. Error i'th' Bill, Sir, Error eh. Bill: I commanded 
the Sleeves ſhould be cut our, and ſow'd up again, and that 
FI! prove upon thee, tho? thy little Finger be armed m a 
Thimble. 

Tay. This is true that I ſay, and 1 had hee in place 
where, thou ſhould'ft know it. 

Gru. I am for thee ſtraight: take thou the Bil, giye 
me thy mete Yard, and ſpare not me. 

Hor. God-a-mercy, Grumio, then he mat have no odds. 

Pet. Well, Sir, in brief the Gown is not for me. 

Gru. You are ith' right, Sir, tis for my Miſtreſs. 

Per. Go take it up unto thy Mafter's uſe. | 

Gru. Villain, not for thy Life: Take up my Miſtrels's 
Gown for thy Maſter's we! is 

Pet. Why, Sir, what's your Conceft in that? 

Seu. Oh, Sir, the Conceit is deeper than you think for; 
Take up my Miſtreſs's Gown unto his Maſter 's uſe? 


: 


E 
1 . 9 


Oh fie, fie, fie. 1 XL. 
Piet.  Worvenſi io, ſay hon wilt fee the Taylor pai aid. Al. 
Go take it hence, ve gone, i aud =o. no * 

| Hor. 
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Her. Taylor, I'll pay thee for thy Gown to morrow, 

Take no Unki $ of his haſty Words: {tk 
Away 1 fay, commend me to thy Maſter. [Exit Tayt 
- Pet, Well. come my Kate, we will unto your Father's, 
Even in theſe honeſt mean Habiliments : 8 

Qur Purſes ſhall be proud, our Garments poor; 

For tis the Mind that makes the Body rich. 

And as the Sun breaks through the darkeſt Clouds, 

So Honour peereth in the meaneſt Habit. I. 
What is the Jay more precious than the Lark, 

_ Becauſe his Feathers are more beautiful? _ 

Or is the Adder better than the Eel, 2 

Becauſe his painted Skin contents the Eye? 

Oh no, good Kare; neither art thou the worſe _ 

For this poor Furniture, and mean Array, © 

If thou account'ſt it Shame, lay it on me; 11 

And there fore Frolick ; we will hence forthwith, 
To Feaſt and Sport us at thy Father's Houſe. . 

Go call my Men, and let us ſtraight to him 
And bring our Horſes unto Long-laze end, ' _- 

There will we mount, and thither walk on Foot. 
Let's ſee, I think tis now ſome ſeven a Clock, | 

And well we may come there by Dinner time. 
Kuh. | dare aſſure you, Sir; tis almoſt two; 

And *twill be Supper - time ere you come there. 


Pes. It ſhall be ſeven ere I go to Horſe: 
Look what I ſpeak, or do, or think to doo. 
Tou are ſtill eroſſing it; Sirs, ler't alone. 
I will not go to day, and ere I do | 
1 ſhall be what a Clock 1 Gay it is | . 5 
Hor. Why ſo: This Gallant vrill command the dun 


OL 2», [Exeunt Pet. Kath. a Hor, 
Enter Tranio, and the Pedant. dreſs like Vincentio.. 

Tra. Sirs, this is the Houſe, pleaſe it you that | call. 

Bed. Ay. what elſe, and but I be deceived, 
' $ignior Bap may remember me 12 
- Near twenty Years ago in Genoa. 

. Where we were Lodgers, at the Pegaſu m 

9 
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7 Enter Biondello. 
Fed. I warrant you: But, Sir, here con 
Twere he were ſchool'd. | 

Tra. Fear you not him; Sirrah Biendello, 
Now do your Duty throughly I adviſe you: 
Imagine twere the right Vincentio. | 

Bion. Tut, fear not me. Na! 

Tra. But haſt thou done thy Errand to Baptiſta? 

Bion. I told him that your Father was in Venice, 
And that you look'd for him in Padua. : 

Tra. Th'art a tall Fellow, hold thee that to drink, 
Here comes Baptiſa; ſet your Countenance, Sir. 

Enter Baptiſta and Lucentio, ) 

Tra. Signior Baptifia, you are happil inet: 

Sir, this is the Gentleman I told you of, 1 
I pray you ſtand, good Father, to me no y, 
Give me Bianca for my Patrimony. «(< 
- Ped. Soft, Son. Sir, by your leave, havin 
To gather in ſome Debts, my Son Lure 
Made me acquainted with a weighty Cauſe 
Of Love between your Daughter and hiſhſelf: 
And for the good Report I hear of you, 

And for the Love he to your Daughter, 
And ſhe to him; to ſtay him not too long, 

I am content in a good Father's Care 
To have him match'd, and if you pleaſe to like 

No worſe than I, Sir, upon ſome Agreement, | 
Ne ſhall you find moſt ready and moſt willing 
With one confent to have her fo beſtowed: 
For curious I cannot be with you, | 
Signior Baptiſta, of whom 1 bear fo well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to ſay, _ 
Your Plainneſs and your Shortneſs pleaſ@ me well: 
Right true it is, your Son Lacentio here FS 
. Doth love my Daughter, and ſhe loveth him, 

Or both diſſemble deeply their Affections; 
And therefore if you {ay no more than this, 
That like a Father you will deal with him, 
And paſs my Daughter a ſufficient Dow y, 
The Match 1s made, and all is done,. 
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Your Son ſhall have my Daughter with conſen'. 
I. I thank you, Wo where then you do know bet 
Be we affied, and ſuch aſſurance ta en, wet 
As ſhall with either Parts Agreement ſtand. | * 
Bap. Not in my Houſe, Lucentio, for you know 
| Pitchers have Ears, and I have many Servants, q 11 
Beſides old Gremio is hearkning ſtill, s 7 . 
And haply we might be interrupted. 4 
Tra. Then at my Lodging, and it like you, Sirs . 
There doth my Father lye; and there this Night 
Wel paſb the Bufine& privately and well: W | 
Send for your Daughter by your Servant here, ll | 


My Boy ſhall hall ferch the — preſently. 
The worſt is this, that at fo lender warning, 
You are like to have a thin and ſlender Pittance. 


Bap It likes me well. ww 
* hie you home, and bid Seen — br dy 


e 
And if you will, tell what hath happen'd, 1 
Lacentio's Father is arriv d in Padua, i, 
And how ſhe's like to be — s Wiſe. 9 


Luc. I pray the gods ſhe m ay with all my Heart. ¶ Hair. 
Tra. Dally net with the g bur gee thee gage. 1 
— . peter 
Signior Ba ptiſta, fhall 1 lead the way? | 
Welcome! one Meſs is like to be your Cheer. 
Come, Sir; we will beter it in Pj ; bg 
Bap. I followy you. 
Ber — ard Biondello. | 
Bion. Cambio. | 
Luc. What ſay ſt thou, — 6 | 
* You ſaw my Maſter wink and laugh upon you. 


Biondello, what of that? 
Zion, Faith nothing bur has = me here behind to 
und-t ning or Mortal of ns Dc, 
by 1 pray thee ä them. 
Bion. Then thus. Bupriſta is io aikingrerich the * 
ceiving Father of a deceitful Son. 
Luc. And tut of him ? | | vio 
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Bion. His 1 5 is eren an by you to the 


Su 
/ my And then 


Bion. The old Prieſt at St. Luke's hor erf is r your 
Command at all Hours. 

Luc. And what of all this? 

Bion. 1 cannot tell, except they are bued aboue acont.- 
terfeit Aﬀurance; take Aſſarance of her, C Mi- 
legio ad 1 oli. to th Church take the Prieſt, 

honeſt Witneſſos: L 
If this be not that you look for, I have no mere to fay, 
But bid Bianca farewel for ever and a day | 


i Lac, Hear'ſt thou, Hianuelio ? 


Nom. I cannot tarry; 1 knew a Wench married in an 
Afternoon as ſhe went to the Garden for Parſely to ſtuff 
a Rabit, and ſo may you, Sir: And fo adjeq, Sir; my 
Maſter hath appointed me to go to St. Lates to bid the 
Prieſt be ready to come, ou l er 1 4 

ndix. | 
. I may and will, if the be fo contedied: vey 
She will be plens d, then wherefore ſhould we doubt? 

what bap may, Pit roundly 3th about 18 

It ſhall go hard if Cambio go without her. [Ei. 
Eneer Petruchio, Katharina, and enſio. 

Pet. Come e towards our 


Good Lord, how bright end poodly mi 
Kath. The Moon! the Sun; it is not ts 


Pet. I fay it is the Moon that ſhines ſo 


Kath. I now it is the Sun that ſhines ſi bright 

Pet. Now by my Mother's Son, and thif's my ſelf, 
It ſhall be Moon, or Star, or what I liſt, 
Or e er I journey to your Father's Houle : 


Go on, and fetch our Horſes back again. ty 


Evermore croſt and croft, nothing but crot ! 
Hor. Say as he ſays, or we ſhall never R. | 
be Torwerd 1 prey, ede e .. 


And be it Moon, or Sun, or what you Na 


And if you pleaſe to call it a Ruſh Cand 
Henceforth 1 yow it ſhall be ſo for me. 
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Pet. I ſay it is the Moon. 
wu I know it is the Moon. | 
then you lye; it is the bleſſed Sun, 

Lab. Then Gol be ed, it is the bleſſed Sun; 
ED & tk when you ſay it is not, 
And the Moon changes even as your Mind. 
What you will have it nam d, even;that it is, 
And ſo it ſhall be, ſo, for Katherine. _ 

Hor. Petruchio, go thy way, the Field is won. N 

Per. Well, forward, — thus the Bow! ſhould run; 
And not unluckily againſt the Bias: | 


But ſoft, Company is coming here. 
Enter Vincentis. - 


Good morrow, gentle Miſtreſs, wbere away? [To Vin: 
Tell me, ſweet Kate, and tell me truly too, $f 
- Haſt thou beheld a freſher Gentlewoman: ; 
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Such war of white and red within her Cheeks: 


What Stars do ſpangle Heav'n with ſuch — 
As thoſe two Eyes — en that heav nly Face? * 
Fair lovely Maid, once more good day to thee: | 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her — ſake. | 
Hor. He will make the Man mad, to make a Woman 
of him. 
Kath. Young budding Virgin, fair, and Tes, and beets 
Whither away, or where is thy Aboad? 
Happy the Parents of fo fair a Child; | 7 
Happier the Man whom favourable Stars 
. Allots thee for his lovely Bedfellow. 

Pet. Why, how now, Kate, I hope thou art not mad! 
This is a Man, old, wrinkled, faded, withered, | 
And not a Maiden, as thou ahn he is. 

Kath. Pardon, old Father, my miſtaken Eyes, 
That have been ſo bedazled with the Sun, 
That every thing I look on ſeemeth green, 
Now I * — thou ae a reverend Father: 
Pardon, I _—_ mad-miſtaking 
Pet. Do, * thy 4 00 — 
Which way thou travelleſt; if along with us, 


We ſhall be Joyful of of thy Company. t 


Vim 


fir, * — 
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Who will of thy Arrival be full Ioyous. 


My Father's bears more towards the M 
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Vin. Fair Sir, and you my merry Miſtre . 
That with your ſtrange Encounter much: jaz'd me: 
My Name is call'd Vincentio, my Dwelling Fiſa, 
And bound I am to Padua, there to viſit (7 
A Son of mine, which long I have not ſeap 
Pet. What is his Name? 
- Vin. Lucentio, Gentle Sir: '% 
Pet. Happily met, the happier for thy Son; 
And now by Law, as well as reverend Age, 


I may entitle thee my loving Father: 


The Siſter of my Wife, this Gentlewoman; 


Thy Son by this hath married. Wonder not, 


Nor be not griey'd, ſhe is of good Eſteem, 
Her Dowry — and of — Birth 
Beſide, ſo qualified, as may beſeem 7 
The Spouſe of any noble Gentleman. Y 
Let me embrace with old Vincentio, 1 
And wander we to ſee thy honeſt Son, f 4 


Vin. But is this true, or is it elſe your Plc 


Like pleaſant Travellers to break a Jeſt |; 
* Upon the Company ycu overtake* | 


Hor. I do aſſure thee, Father, ſo it is. 
Pee. Come, go along, and ſee the Trut hereof, _ 
For our firſt Merriment hath made thee je flous. [Exeunt;, 
Hor, Well Petruchio, this hath put me i Heart. 
Have to my Widow, and if ſhe be frow ; 


Then haſt thou taught Hortenſſo-to be untthvard. [Bxit; 


Enter Biondello, Lucentio and Bianca, Qremio walk- 
ing on one Side. KN ee 
Bion. Softly and ſwiftly, Sir, for the Prieſt is ready. 
Luc. I fly, Biondello, but they may to need thee 
at Home, therefore leave us. [1638 | 
Bion. Nay, Faith, Il ſee the Church af your Back and 
then come back to my Miſtreſs as ſoon as I can, [ Exewunt, 
Gre. I marvel Cambio comes not all thi while. x 
Enter Petruchio, Katharina, Vincentio and Grumio, 
with Attendants. |; 
Pet. Sir, here's the Door, this is Lucent 
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= Thbither muſt 1, and here | leave you, Sir. 
Vin. You ſhall-not chuſe but drink before you 954 1 
I think 1 ſhall command your Welcome here; 'Y 
And by all Likelihood ſome Cheer is toward. Roe. 
Ste. They're buſie within, you were beſt knock louder. 
: [ Pedant looks out of the Window. 
3 What's he that knocks as he would beat down the 
ate? 1 
Vin. Is Signior Lmcontio . Sir? „ 
Ped. He's within, Sir, but not to be ſpoken withal. | 
Vin, Whatif a Man bring him a hundred Pound or two 
to make merry withal. | 
Ped. Keep your hundred Pounds to your fel he ſhall 
need none 4 long as I live. 
Pet. Nay, I told you your Son was belov'd in Padus; 
do you hear, Sir, to leave 7 wha pak Circuraſtances; I pray 
you tell Signior Lucentio that his Father is come from Piſa, 
and is here at the Door to ſpeak with him. 
Fed. Thou lieſt, his Father is come from Padua, and 
here looking cut of the Window. 
Vin. Art thou his Father? : 
Ped. Ay, Sir, ſo his Mother ſays, if I may believe her. 
Pet. Why how now, Gentleman! why this i is flat 
Knavery to take upon you another Man's Nane. 
Fed. Lay Hands on the Villain. I believe he means to 
cozen ſome Body in this Ciry under my Countenance. 
Enter Biondello. ah 
| Bion. ] have ſeen them in the Church togetber, God 
þ ſend em good Shipping: But wh@ is here? Mine old 
Maſter Vincentio? Now we are undone, and brought to 
nothing. 
_ - Vim. Come hither, Crackhemp. Þ bon Biondello. 
Bion. I hope I may chuſe, Sir. | 
Vin. Come hither you Rogue, what have you ou forgot me ? 
Bion. Forgot you? no Sir: I could not get you, for 
I neyer ſaw you before in all my Life. 
Vis. What, you notorious Villain, did'ſt thou never ſee 
thy Mafter's Father Vincents? 
Bin. What, my old worſbipful old Maſter ? Yes, mar- 
7 Sir, ſee where he looks out of the Window. 5 
In, 


_ Hole, a ſcarlet Cloak and a copatain 


brought him up ever ſince he was th 


kv 
=. 


e | 
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Vin. Ist ſo indeed? [HE bears Biondello. 


Bian Help, help, help, here's a Mad-man will murther me. 


Ped. Help, Son, help Signior Baptiſta. 
Fer. Prethee, Kate, let's ſtand afide, * ſee the bad of 
this Controverſie. 
Enter Pedant with Servants, depri Tranio. 
Tra. Sir, what are you that offer to eat my Servant? 
Vin. What am I, Sir; nay, what are you, Sir? Ob Im- 
mortal Gods! Oh fine Villain, a filken Poublet, a velvet 


done, I-am undone; while I play the 

—_ my Son and my Servants ſpend all at the Univer- 
ty h | 

Trac How now, what's the matter? \ 

Bap. What, is this Man-lunatick? 

Tra. Sir, you ſeem a ſober ancient Gentleman by your 


Habit, but your Words ſhew you a Mad- man; why, Sir, 


what concerns it you, if I wear Pearl and Gold; I thank 


my good Father, I am able to maintain it. 


Vin. Thy Father! Oh Villain, he i 2 Sail- maker in 
F 
Bap. You miſtake, Sir, [you miltak , Sir; pray bs TA 
do you think is his Name? 
aq His Name, as if 1 knew not" this Names 11 hve 


Years old, and 
his Name is Tranio. 
Ped. Away, away mad Als, his Nene is Licentio, and 


be is mine only Son, and Heir to the Lands of me Sig- 


nior Vincentio. 
Vin. Lucentio! Oh he hath mnchen his Maſter; lay 


hold on him I charge you in the Duk 2 Name; oh my 


Son, my Son, tell me, thou Villain, ng is my Son 
Lucentio ? . 
Tra. Call forth an Officer; carry 


is mad knabe to 


the Jail; Father Bepriſfa, 1 charge you ſee that he be 


forth-comi 
Vin. Carry me to Jail? 
Gre. Stay, Officer, he ſhall not ge to Priſon. 
F ſay be ſhall go to 
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Gre. Take heed, Signior Baptiſta, leſt be Cony- 
catch'd in this Buſineſs; I dare ſwear this is the right 
Vincentio. | 5 

Ped. Swear, if thou dar'ſt. 

Gre. Nay, I dare not ſwear it. 


Tra. Then thou wert beſt fay, that I am not Lucentio. 


Gre. Ves, I know thee to be Signior Lucentio. 
Bapt. Away with the Dotard, to the Jail with him. 
| _ Enter 3 pert 2 
Pin. Thus Strangers d and abus d; oh mon- 
ſtirous Villain. I | 
Bion. Oh we are ſpoil'd, and yender he is, deny him, 
forſwear him, or elſe we are all undone. 
_ [Exit Biondello, Tranio and Pedant as faſt as may be. 
Luc. Pardon, ſweet Father. — [Kneeling, 
Vin. Lives my ſweet Son? 3-H 
Bion. Pardon, dear Father. A, | 
Bap. How haſt thou offended ? where is Lucentio? 
Luc. Here's Lucentio, right Son to the right Vincentio, 
That have by Marriage made thy Daughter mine: 
While counterfeit Suppoſers bleer d thine Eyn. * 
Gre. Here's packing with a witneſs to deceive us all, 
Vin. Where is that damn'd Villain Tyanio, | 
That fac'd and bray'd me in this Matter ſo? ' 
Bap. Why, tell me, is not this my Cambio ? 
| Dian. Cambio is 1 into Lycentio. 
Luc. Love wrought theſe Miracles. Bianca Love 
Made me exchange my State with Tyanio, . 
While he did bear my Countenance in the Town ; 
And happily I have arriv d at laſt | | 
_, Unto the wiſhed Haven of my Bliſs ; 
What Tranio did, my ſelf enforc'd him to; 

Then pardon him, ſweet Father, for my Sake. 2 
Vin. I'll ſlit the Villain's Noſe that would have ſent me 
to the Jail. .. | +1801 | 
Bap. But do you hear, Sir, have you married wy 

Daughter without a: king my good Will?- | 
| we will content you; go to; 
Exit 


vin. Fear not, Bap: 


4, 
but I will in, to bereveng'd on this Villain. 
Bap. And I to found the Depth of this Knayery. Exit. 
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Better once than never. for never row 


Euter Baptiſta, Vincentio, Gremio, Pedaht, 


To (wile at *Scapes and Perils over-blow . 


After our great good Cheer: Pray you fit down, 
For now we ſit to chat as well as Sat. 


. —_— - 8 
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Luc. Look not pale, Bianca, thy Facher will not frown: 
Exeumt. 
Gre. My Cake is Dough, but L'Il in as the reſt, 

Out of Hope of all, but my Share of the Feaſt, Exit. 
Kath. Husband let's — to ſee th end of this ado. 
Pet. Firſt kiſs me, Kate, and we wil | | 

Kath. What, in the midſt of the Streq ? 

Pet. What, art thou aſham'd of me? 

Kath. No, Sir, God forbid ; but aſha to kiſs. 

Pet, Why then let's Home again: Come, Sirrah, let's ® 
way. 

Kath. Nay, 1 will give thee a a Kiſs; now pray thee 


Love, ſtay. 1 
Pet. Is not this well? Come, my ſweet Kate; 


7 


= 
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[Exeunt, 
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ACT V. 80 E. E I. 


Lucentio, Bi- | 
anca, Tranio, Biondello, Petruchio, Katharina, Grumio, 
Hortenſio and Widow. Tranio's Serv 


— 
— — 


Ants bringing in 8 
Banquet. K | , 


Ine. T lat, tho? long. our Jarring Notes 7 1 


And time it is when raging \ ar is 


My fair Bianca, bid my Father welcom 
While I with ſelf· ſame Kindneſs welcone thine ; 
Brother Petruchis, Siſter Katharine, 5 

And thou Hortenſio, with thy loving Wi W] 
Feaſt with the beſt, and welcome to my Houſe, 
My Banquet is to cloſe our Stomachs up 


© Pet. Nothing but fit and fit, and eat and eat! 
is 12 Padua affords this Kindneſs, Son Petruchio. 
Pet. Padua affords nothing but what is kind. 


3 n. For both our Sakes I would 1 . * 
el. 


1 
3 
PA, ; 
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Pet. Now for my Life Hortenſio fears his Widow. 
Her. Then never truſt me if I be afeard. 
Pet. Lou are very ſenſible; and yet you miſs my Seals: 
I mean Hortenſis is afeard of you. 
Wid. ee Gs World tneks round. 
Pez. Roundly replied. 
Kath. Miſtreſs, how mean you that? 
Wid. Thus I conceive by him. e 
Pet. Conceives by me, likes Hortenſio that? 
Hor. My Widow ſays, thus ſhe conceives her Tale. 
Per. Very well mended, kiſs him for that, good Wi 
dow. 
Kath. He that is giddy thinks the World turns round 
I pray you tell me what you meant by that. 
mid. Your Husband being troubled with a Shrew, 
Meaſure's my Husband's Sorrow by his Woe; f 
And now you know my Meaning. 
Kath. A very mean Meaning. 
id. Right, I mean ny <A 
Kath. And I am mean indeed | reſpeing you. 


Pet. Te her, Kate. | x 


Hor. To ber, Widow. - - 
Pet. A hundred Marks, my Late do put her down. 
Hor. That's my Office, IE 
Pet. Spoke like an Officer; ha, to thee Lad. 
[Drinks #6 Hortenſio. 

Bap. How likes Gremio theſe quick-witted Folks? 
Gre. Believe me, Sir, they butt Heads together well. 
Bian. Head, and but? an hafty-witred 
Would ſay, your Head and But were Head and Horn. 

Vin. Ay, Miſtreſs Bride, hath that awaken'd you ? 


Bian. Ay, but not Frighted me, therefore PFll ſleep a· 


ze Nay, that thou ſhall not ſince you have begun: 
Have at you'for a better Jeſt or W 

Bian. Am 1 your Bird: I mean to ſnift my Baſh, 
And then purſue me as you draw your Bow. - 
You are welcome all. [Exit Bianca, Kath. and Widow, 

Pet. She hath prevented me. Here Signior Dane. 
An. you aim at, the you hit ä | 
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Therefore a Health to all that ſhot and I 5d. 
8 


Tra. Oh, Sir, Lucentio ſlipt me like his ( ray-hound, 
Which runs himſelf, and catches for his M iter. >. 


7 re. Tis well, Sir, that you hunted fo 
*Fis thought your Deer does hold you at #Bay. 
Bap. Oh, oh Petruchio, Tranis hits you now. 
Luc. I thank thee for that Gird, good Tranio. 
| Confeſs, confeis, hath he not 15 you there? 
Pet. He has a little gall d me, I confeſs; 
— And as the jeſt did glance away from me, 
'Tis ten to one it maim'd you two outright. 
. Bap. Now in good Sadneſs, Son Petruchio, 
; I think thou haſt the verieft Shrew of all. | 
Pes. Well, I fay no; and therefore for Aﬀuraace 
Let's cach one ſend unto his Wife,” 
And he whoſe Wife is moſt obedient, 
To come at firft when he doth ſend for h 
Shall win the Wager which we will-pro 
_Hor. Content, what's the 4. oth 


7 2 Twenty Crowns, 
F 


n 
4 
2 


et. Twenty Crowns! 
venture ſo much on my Hawk or | 
Bur twenty times ſo much upon my Wife. 


. — Content. | ki 
. Pet. A match, tis . 11 
Her. Who ſhall begin? 4 
Tuc. That will 3 
Go, Biondello, bid your Miſtreſs come to me. me. | 
| Bion. I go. | 
＋ Bap. Son, ll be your half, Bianca comes. | 


"1 2 I'll have no halves: I'll bear it all my\ 
k Diter Biondello, - 
How now, what News? 

1 Bion. Sir, my Miſtreſs fads. en Wend 

That ſhe is bũſie, and cannot come. 7 
Pet. How? ſhe's dufte, * cunet come: he that an 
ay wer? 
Gre, Ay, and a kind one too: 


360. The Taming of the Shrew. 
Pray God, Sir, your Wife ſend you not a worſe. © - 
Fer. 1 hope better. | | 


Hor. Sirrah Biondello, go and intreat my Wife to come 
to me forthwith. [Exit Biondello. 
Pet. Oh ho! intreat her! nay then ſhe needs muſt come, 


Hor. I am afraid, Sir, do what you can, 
| Enter Biondel | 
Yours will not be entreated: Now, where's my Wife? 
Bion. She ſays you have ſome goodly Jeft in Hand, 
She will not come: She bids you come to her. 
Pet. Worſe and worſe, ſhe will not come! 
Oh vild, intolerable, not to be indur'd: 
Sirrah Grumio, go to your Miſtreſs, 


Say I command her to come to me. [Exi: Gru. 


Hor. I know her Anſwer. 

Fer. What? 

Hor. She will not. | 

Per. The fouler Fortune mine, and there's an end. 

2 | Enter Katharina. | 
Bap. Now, by my Hollidam, here comes Katharine, 
Kath. What is your Will, Sir, that yeu ſend for 'me? 
Per. Where is your Siſter, and Hortenſios Wife? 

Kath. They fit conferring by the Parlour Fire. 

Pet. Go, fetch them hither; if they deny to come, 
Swinge me them ſoundly forth unto their Husbands : 
Away, I fay, and bring them hither ſtraight. [Exit Kath, 

Luc. Here is a Wonder, if you talk of a Wonder. 

Her. And fo it is: I wonder what it boads. Fa 

Pet. Marry, Peace it boads, and Love, and quiet Lif 

And awful Rule and right Supremacy : | 

And to be ſhort, what not, that's ſweet and happy. 
Bap. Now fair befall thee, good Petruchio; 

The Wager thou haſt won, and I will add 

Uato their Loſſes twenty thouſand Crowns, 

Another Dowry to another Daughter, 

For ſhe is chang'd as ſhe had never been, 

Pet. Nay, I will win my Wager better yet, 

And ſhow more Sign of her Obedience, 

Her new-built Virtue and Obedience. 


.O > mw 


'I 


5 
1. 
- 


0 Enter Katharina, Bianca and Widow, 
See where ſhe comes, and brings your froward 
As Priſoners to her womanly Perſuaſion: | 
Katharine, that Cap of yours becomes you not, 
off with that Bauble, and throw it underfoor. 


She her Cap and throws it 
12 A | Cauſe ro gh, | 


I be brought to ſuch a filly 
ian. Fie, what a fooliſh Duty call you this? 
Luc. | would your 
The Wiſdom of your Duty, fair Bianca, 


TI 


Hath coſt me an hundred Crowas fince l 
* The more Fool you for von, ax my Duty! | 
eadſtrong W 


What Duty they ewe to their Lords and Husbands. 
id. N N come, err mocking; we will har 


ot. Katherine, tchargethee'telltheſ 


telling. 


2 Come on, 1 ſay, and firſt begin with her. 


Mid. She ſhall not. 


þ. Fie, fie, unknit that threatning unkind 
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-were as fooliſh too: 


And dart not ſcornful Glances from thoſe Eyes, 


To wound thy Lord, thy King, thy Governor. 
It blots thy Beauty; as Froſts bite the Meads, 


And in no Senſe is meet or amiable. 

A Womati-mov'd is like à Fountain troubled, | 
Muddy, il ſeeming, thick; bereft of Beauty; 
And-whiteit-is-ſo, none ſo dry or thirſty 
Will dain to fip, or touch a drop of it. 


Thy Husband is thy Lord, thy Life, thy Keeper, 
＋ Head, thy Soveraign ; one that . for rb 


* 


for thy Maintenance: Commits his Body 
inful Labour, both by Sea and Land; 
To watch the Night ini Storms, the Day: 10 Ct 
While thou j t warm at home, ſccure and lafe, 
And:crayes no other Tribute at thy Hands, 
But Love, fair Looks, and true Obedience; ; 
Too little Payment for ſo a Debt. 
Such Duty as the Subject o Prince, 
4 ol. II. 2 
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3 ſhall and bra begin with ber. [- | 


| Canfounds cry Pana as Whirlvinds ſhake fir 
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Even ſuch a Woman oweth to her Husband: 
And when ſhe is froward, peeviſh. ſullen, lower, 
And not obedient to his honeſt Will; 
' What is ſhe but 2 foul contending Rebel, 
And graceleſs Traitor to her loving Lord? 
I- am aſnam'd that Women are ſo _ 
To offer War where'they ſhould kneel for peace; 
- Or ſeek for Rule, Supremacy, and Sway, 
When they are bound to ſerve, love, and obey. "Y 
Why are our Bodies ſofc, and weak and ſmooth; | 
Vnapt to toil and trouble in the World, 10 6 
But that our ſoft Conditions, and our Hearts, 
Should well agree with our external Parts? | 
Come, come, you're froward and unable Worms, 
My Mind hath been as big as one of yours, | 
My Heart is great, my Reaſon haply more, 
To bandy Word for Word, and Frown for Frown; wail 
But now I ſee our Launces are but Straws, 5 
Our Strength is weak, our Weakneſs paſt compare, 
That ſeeming to be moſt, which we indeed leaſt ire: F 
Then vale: your Stomachs, for it is no Boot, A 
And place your Hands below your Husband's Foot: | 
In token of. which Duty, if he pleaſe, At J 
- My Hand is ready, may it do him EaſmGGGQ. 
Pet. Why, thare's a Wach: Comanan, and kiſs. 
Kate. 
Tuc. Well, gaithy ways, old Lad. * thou ſhalt bet. 
Vin. Tis a good Hearing when. Children are toward. 
Luc. But a harſh Hearing when Women are froward. 
Pet. Come, Kate, well to Ber. 
We two are married. but you two are ſped. 31:1 1 
*Twas I won the Wager, tho“ you hit the White, rat | 
And being ® Wanner, ge wolf = nnnee. 9g 13 
Exit Petruchio and Kath. 
. Hor. Now go thy Ways, thou baſt tam d a curſt Shrew .. 
Las. Tis a Wonders by en leave, n ag tam'd fo. 
: 18 PNA 57-11] "HI 
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 Dramatis Perſo x. 
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ING of France. £1 -4 


Duke of Florence. 4s 
. thay Count of Roſſilion. 4 * 
Lau, ay old Lord. 4 


Parolles, 4 Paraſuical PFallewer of Bertram, a 


Coward, bit Vain, and à great Pretender to 
Valour. 


Several Tong French Lordi, that ſerve with | 
Bertram #» the Florentine War. 


8 — r Servants. lo the Counteſs of Roflion. 


Gown, 


| Counteſs of Roflilion, Mother to Bertram. | 
Helena, Daughter to Gerard de Narbon 4 fa: 


mous Phyſician, ſome time ſince dead. 
An old Widow of Florence. 


Diana, Daughter to the Widow.” ' 


Violenta, goon and Friends I the Wh 
Mariana, J dow. | 


Lord. * on the Kings Or Solder &c. 


The SCENE Hes partly in France, 


ly l + It - \ | 2 — 


Alts abel. 


ACT L SCENE IL. 


— 


— 


h | Enter Bertram, the Counteſs of Roffi.jon, Helena, 


and Lafeu in Mourning. 
COUNTESS 


%. 


a ſecond Husband, — g 
Ber. And in going, Madam, I weep 


2 I . 5 muſt attend his now Wel aer 
ds whom I am now in Ward, ever- 
— more in Subjection. * 
T,. You ſhall find of the King a Hust 1nd, Madam; 

. you, Sir, a Father. He that ſo generally 3 at all times 


good, muſt of neceſſity hold his Virtue / you, whoſe 
Worthineſs would ſtir it up were it wante\ , rather. than 

lack it where there is ſuch abundance. * 
ol _ , Cornt,s What hope is there of his Majeſty amendment? 
_ He hath abandon'd his Phyſicians, Madam, under 
whoſe Practices he hath perſecuted Time with Hope, and 

finds no _ advantage in the Proceſs, but only the lo- 

- ſing of Hope by Time. | | 

g . 15 oung Gentlewaman had a Father, O that 
had! How . Pailage tis! whoſe Skill was almoſt as 

great as his Honeſty; had it ſtretch'd ſo far, it would have 

— made Nature immortal, and Death ſhould have play for 
lack of work, Would, for the King's fake, he were li- 
ving, I think it would be the Death ef the King" Diſeaſe. 
.* Q3 11 Laf.. 


$ 
4 
[ 
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* 


* 


D — N delivering my Son fr Fo me, I bury | 


oer my -Father's Death anew; but 1 


366 All's Well that Ends well. 

La. How call'd you the Man you ſpeak of, Madam? 

Cem. He was famous, Sir, in his Profeſſion, and it was 
his great Right to be ſo: Gerard de Narbon. 

T. He was Excellent indeed, Madam; the King very 

lately ſpoke of him admiringly and mourningly : He was 
skilful enough to 3 liv'd ſtill, if Knowledge could be 
tet up againſt Mortality. 1 

BY. What isit, my good Lord, the King languiſhes of ? 
La,. A Fiſtula, my Lord. ; 5 

Ber. I heard not of it before. 

I would it were not notorious. Was this Gentle- 

woman the Daughter of Gerard de Narbon? | 

Count. His ſole Child, my Lord, and bequeathed to my 
overlooking. I have thoſe hopes of her good, that her Edu- 
cation promiſes; her Diſpoſitien ſhe inherits, which makes 
fair Gifts fairer; for where an unclean Mind carries virtu- 

- ous Qualities, there Commendations go with Pity, they 

are Virtues and Traitors too: In her they are the better 
for their Simpleneſs, ſne derives her Honeſty, and at- 
chieves her Goodneſs. 3 

Taf. Your Commendations, Madam, get from her Tears. 
Cat. Tis the beſt Brine a Maiden can ſeaſonther Praiſe 

in. The remembrance of her Father never approaches her 

Heart, but the Tyranny of her Sorrows takes all liveli- 
hood fiom her Check. No more of this, Helena, go to, 
no more, leſt it be rather thought you affect à Sorrow, 

than to have | 4 | 

_ Hel. I do affect a Sorrow indeed, but I have it too. 

Laf. Moderate Lamentation is the Right of the Dead, 
exceilive Grief the Enemy to the Living. _ 

_ Count. If the Living be Enemy to the Grief, the exceſs 
makes it ſoon mortal. == 
Ber. Madam, I defire your holy Wiſhes: 

Taf. How underſtand we that? 5 

Count. Be thou bleſt, Bertram, and ſucceed thy Father 

In Manners as in Shape: Thy Blood and Virtue | 

Contend for Empire in thee, and thy Goodneſs 

Share with thy Birth-right. Love all, truſt a'few, 

Do wrong to none: Be able for thine Enemy 

Rather in Power than Uſe ; and keep thy Friend 
P partes | = Under 


4 * 


Mother, your Miſtreſs, and make much of 


That they take place, when Virtues ſte/ fins 


All's well that Ends ut 367 


Under thy own Life's Key : Be check'd forꝭ Silence, 
But never tax d for Speech. What Heav'n more will, 
That thee may furniſh, and my Prayers pluck down, 
Fall on thy Head. Farewel; my Lord, 
Tis an unſeaſon d Courtier, * my Lord, 
Adviſe him. . 7 
Laf. He cannot want the beſt | 
That ſhall attend his Love. 
Count. Heay'n bleſs him. Farewel, Bertr 
Ber. [to Hel.] The beſt Wiſhes that can 
Thoughts, be Servants to you: Be cam 


bees. - 


le to my 


-  Laf. Farewel, pretty Lady, you muſt hold ho "Riff of 


your Father. [ Exeunt Ber, and Laf. 
Hel. Oh were that all I think not on Father, . 
And theſe great Tears grace his Remembrance more 


Than thoſe I ſhed for him. What was he li :? 
1 have forgot him: My Imagination. . 
Carries no Favour in't, but Bertrams. 
I am undone, there is no Living, none, 
If Bertram be away. Twere all one 
That I ſhould love a bright peculiar Star, 7 
And think to wed it; he is ſo Above me: 
In his bright Radiance and Collateral Light 
- Muſt | be comforted, not in his Sphere. a 
Th Ambition in my Love thus s it fas; 
The 1— — org mated by $-ary: Un, 
- Muſt dye for Love. was pretty; tho a ?lague,. 
To ſee os ev'ry Hour to fir: 22 0 
His arched Brows, his hawking Eye, "i 
In our Heart's Table: Heart roo capable 8 f 
Of every Line and Trick of his ſweet Fa 
But now he is gone, and my idolatrous F ey 
Muſt ſanctifie his Relicks. Who comes here? 
Enter Parolles. | 
One that goes with him: I love him n ad, + 1 
And yet I know him a notorious Liar; 
Think him a great way Fool, ſolely a 
Yet theſe fix d Evils fit ſo fit in him, 
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Look bleak #th' cold Wind; withal, full oft we ſee 
Cold Wiſdom waiting on ſuperfluous Folly, > 


Pur. Save you, fair Queen, "a 
Hel. And you, Wenne 112 | wt; 
Par. No. * . | tes , J 1 
Hel. And no. 4 
Par. Are you meditating on Virginity? 7 


Hel, Ay: you have ſome "i of 2 in you; let 
me ask you a Queſtion. Man is Enemy to ger, 4 
. may we 1 — * 
Par. Keep him out. 
Hel. Bat be affails;: and our Virginity, though, tinge, 
in the defence Lon is weak : Unfold us ſome warlike Re- 
| - ſtance, 
Ten There is none: Man ſetting. down befare you, 
A will undermine you. and blow you up. 1 
Hel, Bleſs our paor Virginity from Uadermiders, and 
| | Blowers up. Is there no military Policy how hy 
might blow up Men 
. Virgialey being blown down, hlan will qbicklier 
be blown up: Marry in blowing him down again, with 
the Breach your ſelves made, you loſe your City. It is 
not Politick in the Commonwealth of Nature, to pre- 
4 ſerve Virginity. ' Loſs of Virginity is rational Encreaſe, 
. and there was never Virgin got. till Virginity Mas firſt 
_ That you were made of, is Metal to make Virgins. 
rginity, by being once loſt, may be ten times feund: 
. ing ever kept, it is ever loſt; *tis too e . 
| — away wicht. 8 
__ W [ will Rand fort a little, thoogh therefore die a 
| irgin: | 
= - There's little can be faid in't; 'ris againſt .. a 
of Nature. To ſpeak on the part of Virginity, is to ac- 
| cuſe _—_ Mother; which is moſt infallible Duſobedience. 
He t s himſelf is a Virgin: Virginity murthers 
it ſelf, _ be buried in High-ways out of all ſan- 
ctified Limit, as a deſperate Offendre ie? againſt Nature. 


1 Virginity breeds Mites; much like a Cheek, conſumes it 
15 ſelf to the very Paring. and ſo dies with feeding its own 


1 

1 

| A* n Beſides, n is peeyiſn, proud, * 4 
A 1 


king? 


Returns us Thanks. Q 5 
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of ſelf. love, which is the.moft inhibiteq Sin in the Ca- 
non. Keep it not, you cannot chuſe but loſe by t. Our 
with't; within ten Years it will make it ſelf two, which 
is 2 goodly Increaſe, and- the Principal 4 ſelf not much 
the worſe. Away with't. p 
Hel. How might one do, Sir, to loſe to her own li- 
*. 3 
Pay. Let me ſee. Marry ill, to like im that et 
likes. Tis a Commodity will loſe the Gloſs with lying. 
The longer kept, the let; ow ww; Of With't while tis 
vendible. Anſwer the dime of requeſt. - Virginity, 
like an old Courtier, wears her Cap out of Faſhi- 
on, richly ſuted, but unſutable, juſt like the Brooch and 
the Toothpick, \ which we wear not now . Your Date is 
better in your Pye and your Porreye, t that in your Cheek; 
and your Virginity, your old Virginit! | is bke one of 
our French wither'd Pears ; it looks ill, itt ats drily ; mar- 
ry *tis a wither'd Pear: It was formeriſ better, wag 4 
'tis a wither'd Pear. Will you eur t with ick 
Hel. Not my Virginity yet. 
There ſhall your Maſter have a chouſand I 
Another, and a Miftreſs, and a Friend, 
A Phoenix, Captain, and an Enemy, 
A Guide, a Goddeſs, and a Sovereign, l; ed 3; 
A Counſeller, a Traitreſs, und 4 Dear: 
His humbleſt Ambition, proud Humility, x. 
His jarring Concord, and his Diſcord Dub 1433 bo! 
His Faith, his ſweet Diſaſter; with a wo 
Of pretty fond ſous Chriſtendoms 
That blinking Cupid goffips. Now: ſhall 33 | 
I know not- what he ſhall — God ſend him weld 
The Court's a learning Place — and he i ING £21 * 

Par. What one, i'faith? | - 

Hel, That 1 wiſh well tis pity 

Par. What's Pity? 

Hel. That wiſhing well had not a Body % 
Which might be felt, that we poorer bor! 
Whoſe baler Stars do ſhut us up in Withe 
Might with effects of them follow our F, 
And ſhew What we alone muſt think; w 


. Alls well that Luar wel, pl 
alen dee Parolles, 1 I | 

My — calls for you. 

Par. Little Helen farewel, if I can cab wo 1 
will think of thee at Court. | 

- Hel. Monſieur Parolles, you were born under a char: 
table Star. | 

Par. Under Mars, I. 

- Hel. I eſpecially think, under Mars. 
Par. Why under Mars ? 

Hel. The Waters have ſo kept you under, that youu 
needs be'born under Mars. 

: Par. When he WAas Predominant. 
Hel. When he was Retrograde, I think rather... 
Par. Why think you ſo? + 40 
Hel. You go ſo much backward when you Fight kk 

Par. That's for Advantage. | 2 | 
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; Hel. ghee.” wy 14 Loon edrly Wn 
When Fear propoſes Safety: 
But the Compoſition that 2 Valour and Fear makes 


you, is a Virtue of 2 Wing, and I like the wear 

Par. Tam fo full of Buſineſs, 1 cannetanſiver theeacute- 
ly: Iwill return perfect Courtier, in the which my Inſtru- 
ment ſhall ſerve to Naturalize thee, ſo wilt thou be capableof 
the Courtiers Counſel, and underſtand what Advice ſhall 
- thruſt upon thee; elſe thou dieſt in thine Unthankfulneſs, 
and thine Ignorance makes thee away; farewel. When 
thou haſt leiſure. lay thy Prayers; w * —. thou haſt none, 
remember thy Friends; get thee a good Husband, ang 
uſe him as he uſes thee: So farewel. [EA. 

Hel. Our Remedies oft in our ſelves do lye, Mt 
Which we aſcribe to Heav'n: The fated . a 
Gives. us free Scope, only doth backward pull 
Our flow Deſigus, when we our ſelyves are "gull, 
What Power is it, which mounts my Love ſo 
That makes me fee, and cannot feed mine Eye? 
The mightieſt Space in, Fortune, Nature brings 
To join like Likes, and kiſs like native Things. 
Impoſſible be ftravge Attempts to thoſe 82 
That weigh their Pains in Scale, and do oi 2 
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What hath been, cannot be. Who ever f ove 
To ſhew her Merit, that did miſs her L. je? 
The King's Diſeaſe —— My Project mayrdeceive me, 
But my latents are fix d, and will not lee me. Exit. 
Elouriſh Cornets, Enter the King of France with Letters, ani 
divers Attendants. * 
King. 'The Florentines and Senoys are by ch Ears 
Have fought with equal Fortune, and 
A * „ ad | 
. So 'tis reported, Sir. | 
15 Nay, * tis moſt credible; we here receive it, 
A Certainty vouch'd from our Couſin In; 
With Cautien, that the Florentine will mgyye us 
For ſpeedy Aid; wherein our deareft Frighd 
Prejudicates the Buſineſs, and would ſee 
To have us.make Denial. 
$ I 2 8 Love and 1 ail 
pprov'd ſo to your Maje m ea 
For ampleſt 88 8 Ji 
King. He hath arm'd our Anſwer, F 
And Florence is deny'd before he comes: L 


Yet for our 13 that mean to ſee 
The Tuſcan Service, freely have 4 leay 
To ftand on either part. 2 
2 Lord. It may well ſer ve 
A Nurſery to our Gentry, 2 are fick” 1 
For Breathing and Exploit. 0 
King. What's he comes here? f 
; Enter Bertram, Lafeu and Parc 1 | 
| ' 1 Tord. It is the Count Roſſilion, my g Lord, young 
Bertram. | | 
King. Youth, thou bear'ſt thy Father's 
Frank Nature rather curious than in haſte; 
Hath well compos d thee: Thy Father's moral Parts 
Maiſt thou inherit too. Welcome to Paris, | 
Ber. My Thanke and Duty are your Maj eſty's, — 
King.” 1 would T had that corporal Sound ꝛeſs no-], 
As when thy Father and my felf in Friend hip, | 
Firſt try'd our Soldiefſnip: He did look ar . F 
Into the Seryice W 72 Time, and Was g 
ö Wb w_ Dic 


, 
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In their poor Praiſe he humbled: Such a Man 85 


All but new; Things diſdzin; whaſe Judgments are 
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Diſcipled of the brayeſt. He laſted long, 
But on us both did haggiſh Age ſteal on, 
And wore us out of Act. It much repairs me 
To talk of your good Father; in his Youth 
He had the Wit, which 1 can well obſerve | 
To Day in our young Lords; but they may jeſt 1 
Till their own Scorn return to them unnoted, 15 
Ere they can hide their Levity in Honour: 3 
So like a Courtier, no Contempt or Bittern eis 
Were in his Pride, or Sharpneſs; if they were, 
His Equal had awak d them, and his Honour 
Block to it ſelf, knew the true Minute when 3 
Exception bid him ſpeak; and at that time 4 
His Tongue obey d his Hand. Who were below him 
He us'd as Creatures of another Place, - 
And bow'd his eminent Top to their low Ranks, 1 
Making them proud of his Humility, 4 


FE 
—— 
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Might be a Copy to theſe younger Times; 
Which follow'd well, would demonſtrate them now 
But Goers backward. _- 

Ber. His good Remembrance, Sir, | 
Lyes richer in your Thoughts, than on his Tomb: 
So in Approof hes not his Epitaph, _ 

As in your Royal Speech. . | : 
| King. Would I were with him; be would always ſay, 
(Methioks I hear him now) his plaufive Words 


9 


ry 


5 
5 
i. 


He ſcatter d not in Ears; but grafted them . 4 
To grow there and to bear; let me not live, - +6 
(This his good Melancholly oft began 


On the Cataſtrophe, and Heel of Paſtime 


When it was out) Let me not live, h he,” 
After my Flame lacks Oil, to ps One 
Of younger Spirits, whale apprehenfive Senſes . 

Meer Fathers of. their Garments; whoſe Conſtancies 
Expire before their Faſhons: This he win d. 

I after him, do after him wiſh too, 3 

Since I nor Wax nor Heney can bring home, 
e were diflolved from my Hive, A 
To give ſome Labourers room, 2 Lord 


* 


8 
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4 1 Lord. Yowre loved, Sir, 


OY _ wy , fall lack you rſt, i 
- King. I fill a Place I know't; how t, Count, 
Since the Phyfician at your Father's tied? 7 


He was much fam'd. 


My Son's no dearer, 


Ber. Some fix Months fince, my Lord, | 
_ King. If he were living, 1 would try hin yet; 
me an Arm; the rett have worn me | ut 
ith ſeveral Applications; Nature and Sic N 
1 it at Fu Leiſure, Welcome, 


Bey. Thanks to you Majeſty. ” [Exeun, 
Enter Counteſs, Steward and .. 
Count. 1 will now hear, what ſay wal * 


woman? 
Stew. Madam, the Care I have bad to 6 your Con- 
tent, 1 wiſh might be found in the Caleer of my paſt 
Endeavours, for then we wound our M y, and make 
out the Clearneſs of our Deſervings, whell of our faves 
we publiſh them. 

Comme. What do's this Knave here? Get 
rah; the Complaints 1 have beard — 975 you gone, Sr all 
believe; tis my Slowyneſs that I do not, 


to make ſuck Knaveries yours. 


Fellow. 


yy I know you 
lack not Folly to commit them, and hay / e cnough | 


Clo. Tis not unkgown to you, b Tam pes 


Count. Well, Sir: 


Clo. No, Madam, 
Nis not fo well that 1 am poor, the any of the 
Rich are damn'd; but if I have y 1 7 good 


Will to go to the World, Lbel the Wort n and do 


\ as we may. 
Count. Wilt thou needs be a i 


Clo. I do beg your good Will in 

Count. In what Caſe? 

Clo. In Isbel's Caſe and mine own; Service is no Heri- 
tage, and I think I ſhall never have the 218 of God. till 
have Iſſue o my Body; for N Bearns are OP. 
Count. 3 why fen. 


tro 7 


| 


' 
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© Cle. My poor Bedy, Madam, requires it, I am driven 


on by the he muſt needs go that the Devil 
drives. * iy 8 
Count. Is this all your Worſhip's Reaſon ? "Ml 
Clo. Faith, Madam, I have other holy Reaſons, ſuch-as 


they are. 


© Count. May the World know them: 
Clo. 1 have been, Madam, a. wicked. Creature, as you 


| and all Fleſh and Blood are, and indeed: I de marry that 1 


may repent. _ OTC): —q_ > Fare 
Count. Thy gy Tooner than thy Wickedneſs. 
Cho. I am out of Friends, Madam, and I hope to-have 


Friends for my Wife's Sake. 
© , Count. Such Friends are thine Enemies, Knave. 


- - Cho. Y are fhallew, Madam, in great Friends, for the 
Knaves come to do that for mo which I am weary, of; 
he that ears my Land, ſpares my Team, and gives me 
leave to inne the Crop; If I be his Cuekold, he's my 
'Drudge; be that comforts my Wife, is the Cheriſher of 
my Fleſh and Blood; he that cheriſheth my Fleſh and 
Blood loves my Fleſh and Blood; he that loves my Fleſh 
and Blood is my Friend: Ergo, he that kiſſes my Wife is 


my Friend. If Men could be contented to be what they 


are, there were no fear in Marriage, for young Charbon 
the Puritan, and old Poy/am the Papiſt, howſome'er their 
Hearts are ſever d in Religion, their Heads are both. one, 
they may joul Horns together like any Deer i'th' Herd. 
Comnt. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouth'd and calumni- 
ous Knave ? BAY | 
Clo, A Prophet, I Madam, and I ſpeak the Truth the 
next way, "hs 3 
For I the Ballad will repo, which Men full true ſhall find, 
= Marriage comes by Deſtiny, your Cuckoy ſings by 
. Comnt. Get you gone, Sir, III talk with you more anon, 
Stow. May it pleaſe you, Madam, that he bid Hellen 
come to you, of her I am to ſpeak. _ © ©. 
Count. Sirrah, tell my Gentlewoman I would ſpeak 
with her, Helen I mean, Wy 
Clio. Was this fair Face the Cauſe, quoth ſhe, . 
Why che Greeians ſacked Trey 7; 
* '® TO. 2 Fond 
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Fond done, done fond; was this King Prias s Joy? 
With that ſhe ſighed as ſhe ſtood, 618, 4 

And gave this Sentence then; 

Among nine bad if one be good, 

Among nine bad if one be good, 


There's yet one good in ten. 


1 
- Cornt. What, one good in ten? You-corrppt the Song, 


Co. One good Woman in ten, Madam, whic is a purifying 
o'th' Song: Would God would ſerve the W prld ſo all the 
Year, we'd find no Fault with the Tithe Woman if I 
were the Parſon ; one in ten, quoth 2˙ we might 
have a. good Woman born but o'er every bling Star, or 
at an Earthquake, twould mend the Lottery well; a Man. 
may pray his Heart out ere he pluek one. | 

Count. You'll. be gone, Sir Knave, and 0 as I eom- 
mand you ? Ci . 

Clo. That Man that ſhould be at a Woma /s command, 
and yet no. hurt done! the Honeſty be no Rritan, yet it 
will do no hurt; it will wear the Surplis of Yumility over: 
the black Gown of a big Heart: I am going, Forſooth, 


the Buſineſs is for Helen to come hither. [Exit 


Count. Well, now. 3 
Stew. I know, Madam, you love your Gentle woman 


| intirely. 


Count. Faith I do; her Father bequeath'c her to me; 
and ſhe herſelf, without other Advantages, | jay lawfully 
make Title to as much Love as ſhe finds; tgere is more 
owing her than is paid, and more ſhall be pd her than 
ſhe'll demand. | | | 

Stew. Madam, I was very late more near her than I. 
think ſhe wiſn'd me; alone ſhe was, and did communi- 
cate to her ſelf, ker. own Words to her owp Ears; ſhe 
thought, I dare vow for her, they touch'd 1 Gan Stran- 


ger Senſe, Her Matter was, ſhe lov'd yourfSon; For- 
tune, ſhe ſaid, was no Goddeſs, that had put ſuch Diſſe- 
rence betwixt their two Eſtates; Love no God, that 
would not extend his Might, only where Qualities were 
level: Complain'd againſt the Queen of Viggins,. that 
would ſuffer her poor Knight to be ſurpriz d withaut 
Reſcue in the firſt Aſſault, or Ranſom after ward. This 
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ſhe deliver'd in the moſt bitter Touch of Sorrow that &er' 
I heard Virgin exclaim in, which I held it my Duty ſpee 
dily to acquaint you withal ; ſithence in the Loſs that may 
happen, it concerns you ſomething to know it. 

Count. You have diſcharg d this honeſtly, keep it to 
your ſelf ; many Likelihoods inform'd me of this before, 
which hung ſo tottering in the Ballance, that I could never 
believe nor miſdoubt: Pray you leave me, ſtall this in your 
Boſom, and I thank you for your honeſt Care; I will ſpeak 
with you further anon. EEx Steward: 
8 $91 Der Helena, r 
ut. Even ſo it was with me when I was young; 
If ever we are Nature's, theſe are ours: this Thorn 
Doth to our Roſe of Youth rightly belong, | 
Our Blood to us, this to our B ou is born, | 
It is the Show and Seal of Nature's'Truth, - - / 
Where Love's ſtrong Paſſion is impreſt in Tout; 
By our Remembrances of Days foregone, 
Such were our Faults, or then we thought them none 
Her Eye is ſick ont, I obſerve her now, 7 

Hel, What is your Pleaſure, Madam ? 
Out. You know, Helen I am a Mother 

Hel. Mine honourable Miſtreſs. Ze) | 
i: Count, Nay, à Mother; why not a Mother? when I 

ſaid Mother, At NEM 
Methought you ſaw a Serpent; what's in Mother, 


to you. 


That you ſtart at it? I fay, Tam your Mother, * \fÞ / 


And put you in the Catalogue of thoſe 
That were enwombed mine; tis often ſeen 
Adoption ſtrives with Nature, and Choice breeds 
A native Slip to us from foreign Seeds. | 
You ne'er eſt me with a Mother's Groan, 
Yet 1 expreſs to you a Mother's Care: 
God's Mercy; 'Maiden, do's it curd thy Blood, 
To ſay I am thy Mother? what's the matter, 
That this diſtemper d Meſſenger of Wet, © 
The many colour d Iris rounds thine Eye? 
Why—— that you are my Daughter? 
Hel. That I am not. N | 
_ © Count. I fay Iam your Mother. 
EL #3 2. N 2 n ee Fel, 
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Hel. Pardon, Madam. n f ' 
The Count Reſilion cannot be my Brother; 
I am from humble, he from honoured Name; 
No Note upon my Parents, his all Noble. 
J My Maſter, my dear Lord he is, and I f 
His Seryant live, and will his Vaſſal die: 
He muſt not be my Brother. 1 
Count. Nor I your Mother? n . 
Hel, You are my Mother, Madam; would you were 
(so that my Lord your Son were not my Brother) 
Indeed my Mother —— or were you hho Mothers, 
I care no more for, than I do for Heay's, | 
So I were not his Siſter; can't no other, 
But I your Daughter, he muſt be my Brothgg.. 
Count. Yes, Hellen, you might be my Daughter-in-law, 
+ God fhield you mean it not, Daughter and Mother, 
So ſtrive upon your Pulſe; what pale again? | 
oy Fear hath catch d your Fondneſs? Now I ſee 
The Miſtry of your Lovelineſs, and find 
Four ſalt Tears Head; now to all Scuſe dis groſe, 
Tou love my Sen; Invention is aſnamd. 
Againſt the Proclamation of thy Paſſion, 
To ſay thou doft not; therefore tell me t 
But tell me then tis ſo. For look, thy Cheeks 
Confeſs jt one to th other, and thine Eyes 
See it ſo groſly ſhown in thy Behaviour. 
That in their Kind they ſpeak it: only Sin , 
And helliſh Obſtinacy tie thy Tongue, rl 44 
That Truth ſhould be ſuſpected : Peak, ist ſo? | | 
If it be ſo, you have wound a goodly Clew' : 'D 
If it be not, forſwear't ; howe'er I charge * | 
As Heav'a ſhall work in me for thine ayail, 
To tell me truly. x 
Hel. Good Madam, pardon me. | 
Count. Do you love my Son? | 


9 4 0 
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Hel. Your Pardon, noble Miſtreſs, 

Count. Love you my Sen? + 
Fiel. Do not you love him, Madam? 

Count. Go not about; my Love hath in't a Bonjd. 
Whercof the World takes note; Come, conſe, diſcloſe 
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The State of your Affection, for your Paſſions . 
Have to the full appeach d. 2 
Hel. Then 1 confeſs - ee ee 

Here on my Knee, before bigh Heavens and you. 
That before you, and next unto high Heav n, Ileve your Son ; 
My Friends were poor; but honeſt; ſo's my Love; 

Be not offended, for it hurts not him | 

That he is loy'd of me; I follow him not 

By any Token of preſumptueus Suit, 

Nor. would I have him, till 1 do deſerve him; 

Yet never know how that Deſert ſhould be: 

I know. love in vain, ſtrive againſt Hope; 
Yet in this captious and 'intenible'Sive, 

I ti!] pour in the Water of my Love, 

And lack not to loſe ſtill ; thus Indian like, 

Religious in mine Error, I adore 

The Sun that looks upon his Worſhipper, | 

But know of him no more. My deareſt Madam; _ 

Let not your Hate incounter with my Love, 

For loving where you do ; but if your ſelf, 

Whoſe aged Honour cites a virtuous Youth, 9 
Did ever in ſo true a Flame of Loving. $45 bt 
Wiſh chaſtly, and love dearly, that your Dian | 0 
Was both her ſelf and Love; O then give pity 

To her whoſe State is ſuch, that cannot chuſe | 
But lend and give where ſhe is ſure to loſe; — 
That ſeeks not to find that, which Search implies; {f 
But Riddle like, lives ſweetly where ſhe dies. = 

Count. Had you not lately an Intent, ſpeak truly, 
iTo go to Paris ? | 

Hel. Madam, I had. 1 

Count. Wherefore? Tell true. 

Hel. I will tell true, by Grace it ſelf I ſwear; 
You know my Father left me ſome Preſcriptions 
Of rare and prov'd Effects, ſuch as his Reading | 9 
And manifeſt Experience had collected 
For general Soveraignty; and that he will d me 
In heedfull'ſt Reſervation to beſtow them, 

As Notes, whoſe Faculties incluſive were, > 4 


More than they were in note: Amongſt the reſt, 


© The King is render d loſt 


. If you ſhould tender your ſuppoſed: Aid, || 


Elie Paris, and the Medicine, and the 


Embowell'd of their Doctrine, have left off 
Tbe Danger to it ſelf? 
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2 is a Remedy, approv d, ſet down, 4 
o cure the deſperate Lan guiſhings, wit 


Count. This was your Motive for Faris, was it, ſpeak © 
Hel. My Lord, your Son, made me to think of this 


King, 

Had' from the Converſation of my Thoughts 
Happily been abſent then. 
Count. But think you, Helen, | | 


He would receive it? He and his Phyticians 

Are of a Mind; ke, that they commer help h m: 
They, that they cannot help. How ſhall i n 
A poor unlearned Virgin, when the Schoo 


Hel. There's ſomething i in't 


More than my Father's Skill, whick was t rear 


Of his Profeſſion, that his good Receipt 
Shall fer my Legacy be ſanctiſied [| 
By th' luckieſt Stars in Heav'nz and would yi 
But give me leave, for the Succeſs I'd vent 
The well loſt Life of mine; on his Grace , 1 "ure 
By ſuch a Day and Hour. | 
Count. Do'ſt thou believe't 7 
Hel. Ay, Madam, knowing] 
Count. Why, Helen, thou 3 my Have and Love, 
Means and Attendants, and my loving Greetings 
To thoſs of mine in Court. Vil ſtay at home, 
And pray God's Bleſſing unto thy Attempt 4 
Be gone to Morrow, and be ſure of this, 
What I can _ thee to, thou ſhalt not- 


g 


. 


7 ACT: u. SC 


i Al's well that Laer n 


E NE 1 


0 n fr 
. pererm and Perlls ** 


Cornets. A a 


King. L Arewel, Lords: Theſe. warlike Principles 
F Do s from Ar and you, my * 


farewel; 


Share the Advice dee yo uf 


— 


both all 5 
The. Gift doth ſtretch it ſelf as tis * 


And is enough for both. 
— Lord. 1s. Our Hope, 6 


60 | 
After well entered Soldiers, to return 4 . 
jp 


And find your Grace in Health. 


No, no, it cannot be; and yet my Heart 4 
Will not confeſs he owes the Malady 
That doth my Life befiege; — young 4 
Whether J live or die, be you the Sons 


Of worthy French Men; je higher nan, 


Thoſe rk that inherit but the Fall 
Of the laſt Monarchy, ſee that you come 


1 
; 
Not to woo Honour, but to wed it, When 1 | 


The braveft Queſtion ſhrinks; find. 


That Fame may ery you loud: I ſay, -farewel. 


what you ſee 


* 
* 


2 Tord. Health at your biddin 22 your Majeſty. 


King. Thoſe Girls — Italy, t 
They ſay our French lack 


heed of them; ü 
to deny 14 


If they demand: Beware of being Capives, * 


Before you ſerve, 


Both. Our Hearts receive your Warnings. 
King. Farewel. Come hither to me. 


ah, 


1 Ford., Oh, my ſweet Lord, that — * 


r. Tis not his Fault, the Spar 
2 Lord. Oh tis brave Wars. 


Par. Moſt admirable; I have ſeen thoſe Wars. 
Ber. I am commanded here, and kept a Coil „ 


Too young, and the next Year, and tis too early, 


Tar. 
$% 
Fo” 


* 


2 
1. 

* 

9 
c 

- 

\ 
4 


bh »V A S 


9 td 


Fo 


\f | 
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All's well that Ends 
Par. And thy. Mind ſtand to it, Boyz 


Steal away bravely. 2 * N 
Ber. I ſtay here the Forehorſe to a Smock, | 
Creeking my Shooes on the plain Maſonry, ' 
*Till Honour be bought up, and no Sword In 
Bat one to dance with: By Heay'n TI teal | way. 
1 Lord. There's Honour in the Theft. 


* 
7 
£ 


Par. Commit it, Count. 
2 Lord. I am your Acceſſary, and fo 
Ber. I grow to you, and our parting is a 
1 Lord. Farewel, Captain. 
2 Lord. Sweet Monſieur Payolles. | 0 a 
Par. Noble Heroes, my Sword and yours are kin ; 
ood Sparks and luſtrous; a Word, good Metals. You ſhall 
2 in the — = of the Spinii, one Captain Spurio his 
Cicatrice, with an Emblem of War here et his ſiniſter 
Cheek; it was this very Sword entrench'd 7 e to * f 


ur d Body. 


I live, and obſerve his Reports of me, 


1 Lord. We ſhall, noble Captain. 17 
Par. Mars doat on you for his Novices; w 
Bey, Stay; the King. 

Pay. Uſe a more ſpacious Ceremony to th 
you haye reſtrain d your ſelf within he Liſt 
Adieu; be more ex reffive to them, for they wear them- 
ſelyes in the Cap of the Time, there do muſter true Gate, 


10 do ? 4 
gpobl Lords,” 


cat, ſpeak, and move under the Influence of de moſt re- 


ceiv'd Star; and tho the Devil lead the Meaſi e, ſuch are 

to be follow d: After them, and take a n f 
wel. 
Ber. And I will do +”; 
Par. e Fellows, and like to prove 


Syy ord- men | " . 


Ener Lafeu. . 4 
Pardon, my Lord, for me and for my rid 


2 
King. I'Il ſee thee to ſtand up. 7. | 


” Then here's a Man ſtands that hath brogirht his 
1 would you. had kneeFd, my Lord, to ask e nas 
And that at my bidding you could fo ſtand 


King. I would I had, ſol had broke thy H ite, © © 


And ask'd thee Mercy for't. | 


too cold an 


NCC TD 2 EOS 
- . 5 
ö 
> 


A Traitor you do look 


a Hal. Ay. good Lord. n b 
Gears ds ale h wy Father, 5 FR ii bh 


38 All's well that Ends well. 
* Goodfaith a Croſs, but, my goed Lord, i cho 


Wil you be cur d of your m W 47 
Xing. No . 
Lf. O will you eat no. Grapes, my Royal Fay 


"Yes, but T9 will, my noble Grapes, and if 

My Roy Fox could reach them: | baye een a Medicine 
That s able to break Life into a Stone, | 
Quicken a Rock, and make you dance Canary 2 ö 

With wah Ter. Motion; | whoſe fimple Touch - 


Is powerful to araiſe King Fippen, 0ays 5 
To give great Charlemain a Pen in's Hand, | * 
And write to her a Love- line. 7 


King. What her is this? | {FIN 
11752 f. Why Doctor. She: 1 Lord, theres one wriv'd, 

ou. will ſee her: Now, by my Faith and Honour, 

1 ont J may convey my Thoughts 13 
In this my light Deliverance, I bave poke 
With one, that in her Sex, her Years, Profeſſion}. | 
Wiſdom and Conſtancy, hath amaz'd me more 
Than I dare blame my Weakneſs: Will you ſee her; I 
For that is her Demand, and know her Ruine 


That done, laugh well at me. W-. | 


King. Now, good -Lafeu, 1 
Bring in the Admiration, that we with thee . 4 
May ſpend. our Wonder too, or take off thin 


By wondring how thou took'ft it. | $ { 
Taf. Nay, Tl fit you, 1 1 
Aud nor be all Day neither, h . i 
King Ang he his ſpecial nothing ne Proves; 
L ay, come your ways. det in Hee; 
25 This haſte bath Wings indeed. N 
Nay, come your ways, | 5 2 


This is his Majeſty, ſay your Mind to him 
like, but ſuch Traitors © 

His Majeſt 122 fears; 1 am Creſſed's Uncle, 1 

That dare leave two gathers fare you well, 7 [Exie. 


King. Now, fair one, do's your Bubncis follow? "1 | 


5 
+ Cs 


— ff *, 
a a a. as a.* xt. a2 


2 


1 


1 


K 


. ads as ad a3. 


In what be did profeſs, well found 


Knowing him is enough: On's Bed of 


Safer than mine own two: More 


But may not be ſo credulous of Cure; 
The congregated Colledge have concluded, 1 


That labouring Art can never ranſome Nature 
From her unaidable Eſtate: I lay, we muſt 10t 


Our great ſelf and our Credit, to eſteem 


MPs well that Ends 2 . 


King. IL knew him. | wad | a up 
Hel. The rather will I ſpare-my Praiſes jth him} | 


383 


Many Receipts he gave me, chiefly one, 
Which as the deareſt Iſſue of his Practice, 
And of his old Experience; th only Darli 
He bad me ſtore up, as a DET | 

r I have-o; 
And hearing your high Majeſty is touchd 


With that malignant Cauſe, wherein the Hg nour. 
Of my dear Father's Gift ſtands chief in Po ter. 
J come to tender it, and my Appliance, 


With all bound Humbleneſs, 


King. We thank you, Maiden; 


When our moſt learned Doctors leave us, 4 


So ſtain our judgment, or corrupt our Hop ? 
To proſtitute our paſt-cure Malady F 
To Empericks, ar to diſſever ſo 2 


A ſenſeleſs help, when help paſt ſenſe we deem: 
Hel. My Duty. then ſhall pay me for my Pains; 


1 will no more enforce my Office on you, 


A modeſt one to again. 0 
King. I cannot give thee leſs, to be cill'd grateful; 
Thou thought ſt to help me, and ſuch Tha! — I give, 
As one near Death to thoſe that wiſh him ve; 
But what at full I know, thou know'ſt no | 
I knowing all my Peril, thou no Art. * 

Hel. What I can do, can do no hurt to try, 
Since you ſet up your Reſt gainſt Remedy: 
He that of greateſt Works is finiſher; WT 4 
Oft does them by the weakeſt Minifter: | 
So holy Writ, in Babes, hath Judgment ſh4 n.. 
When Judges have been Babes; Great Floc Is have _ 

rom 


Humbly intreating from Royal Thoughts, 
the beck tot Fr 


1 


My Art is net paſt' Power, nor-you paſt Ce. 


48% Ale well that Ends well. * 
From ſimple Sources; . have dried, 
When Miracles have by the been ee 1 
Ott Expectation fails; and moſt of: there Vs ;4 
Where moſt it promiſes : And oft it hits, —_ „ N 
Where Hope is coldeſt, and Deſpair moſt ſits. 

King. I muſt not bear thee; — well, kind Maid, 
Thy Pains not us'd;- muſt by thy ſelf be paid, 
Proffers not took, reap Thanks for their Reward, | 

Hel, Inipired Merit ſo by Breath is bar dd: 
It is not ſo with him that all things knoww-s 
As tis with us, that ſquare our Gueſs by hows: - || | 


But moſt it is Freſumption in us, when. + 
The help of Heav'n,: we count-the act of Men. 
Dear Sir, to my Endeavours give conſent, - | |, 
Of Heay'n, not me, make an Experiment. 
I am not an Impoſtor, that proclaim 1 


My CANES level of mina Aim 
Pat know, 1 think, and think I know. moſt ſure, 1 


King. — . 


Hop'ſt thou my Cure? non 0 | 
Hel. The Greateſt ] Grace, lac 24 mc 
Ere twice the Hoſes of the Sun ſhall bring Sit er | 
Their fiery Torcher his diurnal Ring. * 
Ere twice in Murk and Occidental Damp, | 2.90: : A | 
Moiſt Hyſperws hath quench'd bis fleepy Lamp; Wo 
Or four and twenty times the Pilots Glas 1 | | : 
Hath told the thieviſn Midutes-how:they pass, ; ; 
What is infirm, from your ſound Parts ſhall Ne 1 a 
— — tur Ar Aa, 
thy Certainty ara 18 : 
whe $ © how venture? 7 "0081 1 
Hel. > ine ro e 1 
A Strumpet's Boldneſs; a aa l 0 
Traduc'd by odious Ballads: 2255 Maiden's Name” p 
Sear d otherwiſe, no worſe of worſt extended, 
With vileſt Torture let my Lite be endet. | 
 _ King, Methinks in thee ſome bleſſed Spirit doth: ſy 4 
ge, eas rh Wo within an Organ weak; {9c 
| wh Neri $1901; % 210 IG BIS TIM 29% Sh I 
i 'T | 


8 
me 
-Þ 

[ 


Pay 


That minifters thine own Death if I die. 


x 
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And what Impoſſibility would flay 


| 


In common Senſe, Senſe faves another way 


Thy Life is dear, for all that Life can rate 
Worth name of Life, in thee hath eftimate: 
Youth, Beauty, Wiſdom, Courage, all | 
That Happineſs and Prime can happy call; 
Thou this to hazard, needs muſt intimate F F 
Skill infinite, or monſtrous deſperate; 
Sweet Practiſer, thy Phyfick I will try, | » 


% 


Hel. If I break Time, or flinch in Property 
Of what I ſpoke, unpitied let me die, 
And well deſerv'd: Not helping, Death's my Fee; 
But if I help, what do you promiſe me? 
King. Make thy Demand. | F: 
Hel. But will you make it even? Jo © mnt 
= y, by my Scepter, and my hopes of help. 
Hel. Then fhalt thou give me, with thy Eindly hand, 
What Husband in thy Power I will commihd. 
Exempted be from me the Arrogance - 
To chuſe from forth the Royal Blood of France, 
My low and humble Name to propagate | 
With any Branch or Image of thy State: 
But ſuch a one thy Vaſſal, whom I know 
Is free for me to ask, thee to beſtow. + 
; King. Here is my Hand, the Premiſes obltrv'd, 
Thy Will by my Performance ſhall be ſery' : 
To make the choice of thine own time, fo 
Thy reſolv'd Patient, on thee ſtill rely; 
More ſhould I queſtion thee, and more I m 
Tho' more to know, could not be more totruft: 


From whence thou cam'ſt, how tended on, but reſt 


Unqueſtion'd welcome, and undoubred bleſt, 
Give me ſome help here hoa! if thou proceed, 
As high as word, my Deed ſhall match thy Deed. [Exeunt] 
ok Enter Counteſs and Clown, © 
Count. Come on, Sir, I ſhall now put you to the height 


of your Breeding, 


I know my Buſineſs is 


; 'Vor. II. ' : R 


Clown. 1 will ſhew my (elf highly fed, and owly taught; | 
1 Court. . 
Cont: 


4 
1 . 
s = 
nd 
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_ «cial, when | you put off that with ſuch Contempt 


Count. To the Court ? why what Place make you 
but fo 
the Court! 

Clo. Truly, Madam, if God have lent. a Man any Man- 


ners, he may eaſily put it off at Court: He that cannot 


make a Leg, putoff's Cap, kiſs his Hand, and fay nothing, 
Has neither Leg, Hands, Lip, nor Cap; and. indeed ſuch a 


Fellow, to ſay preciſely, were not or the Court, but for; 


me, I have an Aſwer will ſerve all Men. 


fo. Ir is likes Barber's Chair, that fits all Buttocks, the 
pin 2 the quatch Buttock, 8 braun eue *. 
Buttock. - 
1 Will your Anſwer ſerve fit to al weſtions? | 


Clo. As fit as ten Groats is for the Hand of any Attor- 


ney, as your” French Crown for your Taffaty Punk, as 
Tib's Ruſh for Tom's Fore-finger, as a Pancake for Shrove- 
Tueſday, a Morris for May: day, as the Nail to his Hole, 
the Cuckold to his Horn, as a ſcolding Quean to a wrang- 


ling Knave, as the Nun's Lip to the Friar's Mouth, —n | 


as the Pudding to his Skin. 


2 Have you, I ſay, an Anſwer of ſuch fitneſs 1 | 


all Queſtions? 
Ch. From below your Duke, tobeneath your Conſtable, i 
it will fit any Queſtion. 


\ . Count. It muſt bean Anſwer of moſt monſtrous fe, they 
muſt fit all Demands. | 


Cie. But a Trifle neither in good faith, if the Learned 
ſhould ſpeak truth of it: Here .c is, and all that belongs 
SN Ask me if I am a. Courtier, it ſhall do vou no harm 
to learn. 


Count. To be young again, if we could: 1 will be a. 


Fool in queſtion, hoping to be the wiſer by your Anſwer. 
I pray you, Sir, are you a Courtier? 


Clo, O Lord, Sir-----there's a ſimple putting off: More, 5 | 


more, a hundred of them. 


you. 


ot © Lord, a. act thick, fur not ms, 


* 


Count. Marry that's a bountiful Anſwer that fits all Q 4 


tions. 


Count, * am a — Friend of your's, that loves . 


e 


F PP R.LzTT 


1 
17 
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Count. I think, Sir, you can eat none of ung homely 
Meat. 1. 

Clio. O Lord, Sir-------nay put me tot, I warrant 
Ou. | * 
; Count. You' were lately whip'd, Sir, as I thin 
Clo. O Lord; Sir —— {pare not me. 

Count. Do you Cry, O Lord, Sir, at your 
and ſpare not me? Indeed, your O Lord Sir, is v 
quent to your whipping: You would anſwer very well 
to a whipping if you were but bound tot. ; 

Clo, 1 neter had worſe luck in my Life, in my O Lord 
Sir; 1 ſee things may ſerve long, and not ſerve dd r. 

Count. I play the noble Huſwife with the Time, to en- 
tertain it ſo merrily with a Fool. = | x: 

Glo. O Lord, Sir——why there't ſeryes well again. 

Count, An end, Sir; to your Buſineſt: Give Help this, 


y 


And urge her to a preſent Anſwer back, | 
Commend me to my Kinſmen, and my Son: [ 
This is not much, | 

— Glo. Not much Commendation to them. N 


Count, Not much Imploy ment for ycu, you und 


me. 24 i. | ad & 
Clo. Moſt fruitfully, am there before my Legs: _ 
Count. Haſte you again. [E £13k. 

| Enter Bertram, Lafeu; and Parolles, | + 
| Laf. They fay Miracles are paſt, and we have oi Phi- 
loſophical Perſons, to make modern and familiar things 
ſupernatural and cauſeleſs. Hence is it, that we make 
Trifles of Terrors, enſconſing our ſelves into ſecming 


Knowledge, when we ſhould ſubrait our ſelves to ag un- 


known Fear. 9 4 | \ 
Par. Why tis the rareſt Argument of Wonder, that 
hath ſhot our in our latter times, wh org} been 
Ber. And ſo tis. . 
Laf. To be relinquiſh'd of the Artiſts. 
Par. So I ſay, both of Galen and Paracelſus. | 
Laf. Of all the learned and authentick tcliuws.: | 
Tar. Rig't, fo I fay.. + £ 
Lafi That gave him out incurable, 


. 


1K 
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Far. Why there *tis, ſo ſay I too. 1 
Laf. Not to be : help d. 4 b. 
Par. Right, as twyere a Man aſſur'd of an 
Laf. Uncertain Life; and ſure Death. | 
Par. Joſt, you ow _—_ So would 1 have faid. 

Laf. I may tru 4 it is a Novelty to the World. 

Har. 1 k ide 35 — eee 
you ſhall read it — you call there — _ 

2 A ſhewing of a heady Effect in an ently 5 

Actor. 

Pay. That's it, I would have ſaid the very ſame. 

FR. hoy your Dolphin is not luſticr: For me, 1 ſpeak: | i 


—— Nay,” tis ſtrange, tis very ſtrange, that is the brief i 
and the tedious of it, and he's of a moſt facinerious Split, | 
that: will not acknowledge it to be the— jt 
; _Laf. Very hand of Heay'n. 1 TO , 
Par. Ay, ſo I fax. 4 57 nos . 
-Laf. In a moſt weak----- [' 
Par. And debile Miniſter, Power, great Tranſeen: | | 
dence, which ſhould indeed give usa further uſe to be made, 
| en 74 — 4 of the King, as to be- 1 
Enter King, Helena, and Attendants. wy | 
Po. 1 would hard it you ſaid well: Here comes 


e Tee as the Dutchman ſays: I'll like a — — —4 ] 
Serter-yhile I have a Tooth in my Head: Why he's 
to lead her a Corranto. 

Tur. Mort du Vinaigre, is not this Hellen ? [ 
af. Fore God I think ſo. 1 
0e in Court ö 
Sit, my Preſerver, by thy Patient's Side, 9 
And with this healthful Hand, whoſe baniſh'd Sens ö 
Thou haſt repeal d. a ſecond time receiye 1 
The confirmation of my promis d Gitt, 
Which but attends thy naming. | 
Bu er three or four Lords. 


(Fair Maid, ſend forth thine Eye; this youthful pircd : 
o 


Ache Betchelors, dend ac 8 \ 


Not one of thoſe, but had a noble Father. | 


The Blu 


the Turk to make Eunuchs of. 
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O'er whom both Soyercign Power, and Father's Voice 

I have to uſe;.thy frank Election make, 

Thou haſt Power to chuſe, and they none tb * ke. 
Hel. To each of you, one fair and virtuous Miſtreſs. 


Fall, when Love pleaſe: Marry, to each, but one. 


Laf. Id give Bay Curtal, and his Furniture, 
My outh no more were bro broken than 10 (hg 
And writ as little Beard. 

King. Peruſe them well: 


„ 


[She Addreſſes her ſelf to a Lor. 
Hel. Gentlemen, Heay'n hath, through me, reſtor _ 


the King to Health. 


l We underſtand it, and thank Hear' for you. 

Hel. I am a fimple Maid, and therein wealthieſt, 
That I proteſt, l — am a Maid----- 
Pleaſe it Majeſty, I have done already; 

es in my heeks thus whiſper 

We bluſh that = ſnould'ſt chuſe but be foled; 
Let the white Death ſit on thy Checks for ever, 
We'll ne er come there again. 

King. Make choice and ſee, 


Who ſhuns thy Love, ſhuns all his Love in in me. 


Hel. Now Dian from 1 Altar do I fly 

And to impartial Jove, that God moſt * 

Do my Sighs ſtream: Sir, will you bo o 7 a? 
1 Lord. And grant it. 


Hel. Thanks, Sir, all the reſt is mute. | 
Laf. 1 had rather be in this Choice, 5 | 
* 


A Deaux-ace for my Life. 
Hel. The Honour, Sir, that flames in 
Before I ſpeak, too threatningly replies: 
Love make your Fortunes twenty times above 
Her that ſo wiſhes, and her humble Loye 
2 Lord, No better, if you pleaſe, [| 
Hel, My Wiſh receive, 
Which great Fove grant, and ſo l take m 
"all they deny her? And the 
mine, Id have them w ipd, or I w 


fair Eyes, 


| ewe. 
ere Sons af 
ſend them to 
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Hiel. Be not afraid that I your Hand ſhould take, 
Fil never do you wrong for your own face: 

Blefling upon your Vows, and in your Bed, 
Find fairer Fortune, if you ever'wed. 3 
Laf. Theſe Boys are Boys of Ice, they'll none of her : 
oy they are s to boy Engliſh, 2 French ne er got 
M f 
Hel. Wade es oung, too happy, and too 
To make your ſelf 2 — of my Blood. | * 
4 Lord. Fair one, I think not fo. | 
Taf. There's one Grape yer, I am fare my Father 
drunk Wine; but if thou be'ſt not an Aſs, 1 am a Youth 
of fourteen: I haye known thee already. 
Hel. I dare not fay I take you, but I give 
Me and my Service, ever whilſt I live, 
Into your guiding Power: This is the Man. 
kn Bertram. 
Ea ew) Why then young Bertram take her, the's s thy 
ite, 
Ber. My Wife, my Li ? I ſhall beſeech Highneſs 
In ſich a Bulinek, 3 — Ap to uſe en 
The help of mine own Eyes. 
* King. AY} thou not, Bertram, what ſhe bath das 
or me 7 
Ber. Yes, m Lord, but! never to know 
Why I ſhould 2 8080 
1 04 Thou know'ſt ſhe has rais'd me from my bel 


Ber. But follows it, my Lord, to bring me down 
Muſt anſvrer for your railing? I know her well: 
She had her Breeding at my Father's Charge: 
A poor Fhyſician's Daughter my Wife? Diſdain 
Rather corrupt me ever. ; 
# 'Tis only Title thou diſdain'ſt in her, the which 
I can an Trad up: Strange is it that our Bleods - 
Of Colour, Weight, and Heat, pour'd 1 
Would quite confound Diſtinction; yet off 
In differences of mighty. If ſhe be | | 
All chat is virtuous, ſave what thou diſlik t, 4 


1 2 


* 


ckuſe. 
Hel That you are well reſtor d, my 


Abe well that Ents 
A Phyſician' s Daughter, thou diflik* 


Ot Virtue for the Name: But do not fo. | 
From loweſt place, whence virtuous things proceed, 


The Place is 7 ify 'd by th' Doer's Deed. 


Where great A 


dition ſoyells, and Virtue 
It is a dropſied Honour; Good alone. 


Is good _— a Name. Vileneſs is 51 


The Propert What it is, ſhould go, 
l. She is young, wiſe, ff 
In theſe, to Nature ſhe's immediate Hei 


Not by the 


"04 
„ 
a © , 


f 


And theſe breed Honour: That is Honour ſcorng. * 


Deboſh'd on every Tomb; on eve 
A lving Trophy, and as oft i is dumb, 


q. faid ? 

I can create the reſt: Virtue and ſhe, | 

Is her own Dower; Honour and Wen 
Bey. I cannot love her, nor will {tri 


Which challenges it ſelf as Honour's born, | 
And is not like the Sire. Honours beſt 
When rather from our Acts we them d 
Than our Fore-goers : The meer word! 


: 


Grave; 


Where Duſt and damn'd Oblivion is | the Tomb. 
Of honour'd Bones indeed, what ſhould 
If thou can't like this Creature as a Mai 


from me. * 
to do't. 5 


E 


ing. Thou weoug thy (elf, if tho would . ſtriye to- 


Let the reſt go. 
Ving. My Honour's at the fake, 
I muſt produce my Power. Here, tak 


Proud {cornful Boy, unworthy this 
That doſt in vile Miſpriſion ſhackle up 


1 — Love, and ber Deſert; that canſt wot 
four us in her defective Scale, 


Which both thy Duty owes, and our 


1 is in us 0 plant thine Honour, whe 


We pleaſe to have it 


grow. Check t 
our Will, which travels in thy 


R 4 


\ 


"» 


Believe not thy Diſdain, but preſently Jy 
Do thine own Fortunes that obedient right 


ennie 


er claims: 


Jo I'm glad: 


whic to defeat 
r Hand, 
it, 


thee to the Beam; that wik mot know, 


Or 
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Or I will throw thee from my Care for ever, 

Into the 8 and the carcleſs Lapſe | 
Of Youth a Ignorance; both my Revenge and Hato 
Loofing upon thee in the Name of Juſtice, , 
Without all terms of Piry. Speak thine Anſwer. 

Ber. Pardon, my gracious Lord; for I ſubmit 
My Fancy to your Eyes. When I conſider - 1 
What great Creation, and what dole of Honour 
Flies where you bid: I find that ſhe which late 
w — in my nobler Thoughts moſt baſe, is now 

he praiſed of the King; who ſo enobled, 
1 as twere born ſo. | 

King. Take her by the Hand, 

And tell her ſhe is 1 To whom 1 8. 
A Counterpoize; if not in thy n. | 
A Ballance more repleat.. . . 

Ber. I take her Hand. 

King. Good Fortune, Lo fon King + * 
Smile « upon the Contract; whoſe Ceremony 175 
Shall ſeem expedient 2 the now- born Brief, 

And be perform'd to Night; the ſolemn Feaſt 
Shall more attend upo coming ſpace, 
Expecting abſent Friends, As ns loy'ſt her, 
Thy Loye's to me religious; elſe do's err. en 
Manent Parolles and Lafeu. te, Weddings 
Taf. Do you hear; Monſieur? a word. with you.. 

Par, Your Pleaſure; Sir. 

Laf. Your Lord and Maſter did well to make his Re- 
cantation. * 

Tar. Recantation? my Lord? my Mafter.? 2 

Laf. Ay, is it not a Language I ſpeak ? 

Far. A moſt harſh one, and not to be underſtood with- 
out bloody ſucceeding. My. Maſter ? | 75 

Laf. Are you Companion to the Count Raſilion ? 

Par. To any. Count; ta all Counts; to what is Man. 

Laf. To what is Count's Man; Count's Maſter is of 
another Stile. 

* Sir; ot it liste you, you are 
too Old. Mg | 


TH 


LA. 


2 


me thy Hand. 
be — My Lord, bn give moſt egregious Indigniey 
no 


} 


Alls «well that End well. =. 


Laf. 1 muft tell thee, Sirrah, I w Man ; to which 
title Age cannot bring thee. | 
Par. What I dare too well do, I dare not do. 

'* Lf. I did think thee for two Ordinaries to be a 
wiſe Fellow; —— didſt make tole able vent of thy 


Travel, it paſs; yet the Scarfs and the Bannerets- 


about thee, 4 manifoldly diſſuade ne from believing. 
thee a Veſſel of too great a Burthen. have now found 
thee; when I loſe thee again, I care it: Yet art thou 
good for nothing but taking up, and That thou'rt ſcarce 


worth. 
Par. Hadſt thou not =, Antiquity upon 


——— , 
Tf „Do not plunge thy elf too far nger ; left thou 
W-x oe thy trial; which is, Lord have thee for 
a Hen; "4 my good Window of Latt thee well, 
thy Caſement! nee d not open, I look through thee. Give 


: , =—y 


„with all my Heart, a art worthy — it. 


be 4 4 ve not, my Lord, deſerv'd 


© © Laf. Yes, good faith, 1 dram of, &; and L will not 


bate thee a ſcruple, 
Laf. Ev'n as loc as thou can't, or . 
Il 'at a ſmack of th? contrary. Ifgever thou beet 
in thy Scarf and beaten, thou ſhak find what it is 


to be proud of thy Bondage. I have a deſire to hold my 


Acquaintance with thee, or rather my Knowledge, thar 


1 may ſay in the default, be is a lan I now. 


Far. My Lord, 24. nnd n 


tion. 
Laf. 1 would it were Hell Pais for hy ſake, and my 
poor doing eternal: For doing Iam paſty; as I will by thee, 


in what Motion Age will give me lea [Exit 
Pay. Well, thou haſt a Son 2 tak this Diſgrace off 
Well, I muſt be 


me; ſcurvy, old, filthy, ſ 


” Fo there is no fettering OD — Fll beat him, 


my Life, if can meet him with any convenience, and 
he wer double and double a Lord, II have no more 


\ 
Aa 
* J 
4 
4 
? 2 
| 7 


—— 2 Wome . CR 
= 
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4 


1 


ve. Although before the ſalemn Prieſt 1 have auen, b 


: 


pity of his Age than 1 would have of Il bet lim, 
and if I but meet him again. 
Enter La 

Laf. Sirrah, your Lord and Maſter's married, 4. 
News for you: You have a new Miſtreſs, 
2 I mott — beſeech your n goo make 

me Reſervation — He m Lord, 
whom I ſerve above Cay Maſter. : 

Laf. Who? God? 

Par. Ay, Sir. | 

uy: The Devil it is, that's thy Maſter. Why doſt thou 
garter up thy Arms o' this faſhien ? Doſt make Hoſe of 
Sy Sleeves ? Do other Servants ſo ? Thou wert beſt ſet 
thy lower Part where thy Noſe ſtands. By mine Ho- 
Nour, if I were but two hours younger, I'd beat thee : 
/ Methinks thou art a general Offence, and every Man 


f 


mould beat thee. I think thou waſt created for Men to 
% breath themſelves upon thee. io 


Pay. This is hard and undeſcrved meaſure, my Lord. 


'Tof: Go to; Sir; you were beaten in #ely for picking 
a Kernel out of a Pomegranat; you are a Vagabond, and 
no true Traveller: You are more ſawcy with Lords and , 


honourable Perſonages, than the commiiſion of your Birth 
and Virtue gives 


Enter Bertram. 


Heraldry. You are not worth ano- 1 
"ther word, cle 14) call you Klare. leave you. qi 


Par. Good, very good, iris tothe. Good, ens | 


| ef it be conceal awhile. 


Ver. Undone, and forfeited tured far ever. - 
Par. What is the Matter, ſweer Heart? 


1 will not bed her. OY? 
* Pay, What? What, feet Heart? 
Ber. O my Parelles, they — mer 

* the Tuſcan Wars, and never bed her. 

Dar. France is a Dog hole, and i un more merit 

The tread of a Man's Foote: To th? Wars, 


"Bey: There's Letters ben wy Mother: es What the 1. 


| Een i TRI gow ct: un N. 


7. 


, 
LN '., 4 „ 


n „ 1 1 
FY 1 44 Pay. + 
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Pay. Ay, that would be known: TY Wars my Boy, 
to th' Wars. 2 oy iP | 
He wears his Honour in a Box unſeen, | 
That hugs his kickfy wickſy here at hy 
Spending his manly Marrow in her A 
Which ſhould ſuſtain the bound and hi 
Of Mars's fiery Steed: To other Regions, 
France is a Stable, we that dwell in't Jades, 
Therefore to th* War. _ | 

Ber. It ſhall be fo, 1'Il ſend her to my Houle, 
Acquaint my Mother with my Hate Wer 
And wherefore I am fled. Write to the King 
That which I durſt not ſpeak. His preſent Gift 
Shall, farniſh me to thoſe Hraliau Fields | © . 
[Where noble Fellows ſtrike. War is no rife 
To the dark Houſe, and the deteſted Wi. 
Par. Will this Gapricio hold in thee, z ſure? 
Ber. Go with me to my Chamber, an adviſe me. 
PII ſend her ſtraight away: To Morroẽ-r © 
II to the Wars. ſhe to her fingle Sorrow. 
Par. Why theſe Balls bound, there's n 
A young Man married, is a Man that's 
Therefore away, and leave her bravely ; go, | 
The King has done you wrong: buthuſh, tis ſo. ¶Exeunt. 

1 Enter Helena and Con. 

Hel. My Mother greets me kindly, is ſhe well? 

Ci. She is not well, but yet ſhe has her Health; ſhe's 
very merry, but yet ſhe is not well: But Thanks be given 
ſhe's very well, and want's nothing th? World; but yet 
ſhe is not well. eee 

Hel. If ſhe be very well, what does ſ ail, that ſhe's 
not very well? * 


Clo. Truly ſhe's very well, indeed, but er two things. 


Hel. What two things? 
; God fend 
her quickly; rhe other, that ſhe's in Earth, *wherice God 


Clo: One, that ſhe is not in Heav'n; wh 


ſend her quickly. en 
Enter Parolles. 
Far. Bleſs you, wy fortunate Lady. 
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il. I hope, Sir, I have your good Will to have mine 
own good Fortune. 1 ot 


old Lady? | n | 
Qu. So that you had her Wrinkles and I her Mony. 
I would ſhe did as you ſay. | 
Par. Why 1 ſay nothing. | Saif 
Clo. Marry you are the wiſer Man; for many a Man's 


little of nothing. | 
Par. Away, thou'rt a Knave. wy 
, Clo. You ſhould 
' Knave, that's before me th'art a Knave: This had been 
truth, Sir. , | 
| Par. Go to, thou art a witty Fool, I have found thee. 


| Cle. Did you find me in your ſelf, Sir? or were you 
| taught to find me? The ſearch, Sir, was profitable, and 
much Fool may you find in you, even to the World's 


Pleaſure, and the encreaſe of Laughter. * | 
Par. A good Knaye i'faith and well fed. 

Madam, my Lord will go away to Night, 

A very ſerious Buſineſs calls on him. | 

The great Prerogative and Rite of Love, 

Which as your due Time claims, he does acknowledge, 

But puts is off by a compell d Reſtraint: bY 


— — = 
— w- mm _ 


Whoſe want, and whoſe delay, is ſtrew'd with Sweets 

Which they diſtil now in the curbed time, . 

To make the coming hour o'erflow with Joy, 

And Pleaſure drown the brim. 

Hel. What's his Will ee? | | 

Par. That you will take your inſtant Leave o'th' King, 

And make this haſte as your own goed Proceeding, 

Strengthned with what Apology you think 

May make it probable necd. . 12 

Hel. —— = 2 he? N 0 5 
Par. That havi is obtain d, you preſen 

Attend his further Pleaſure, 


K — 


_— — 


2 
} 
\} 


— 


Par. You had my Prayers to lead them on, and to keep 
them on, haye them till, O my Knave, how does my 


Tongue ſhakes out his Maſter's undoing: To ſay nothing, 
to do nothing, to know nothing, and to have nothing, is 
to be a great part of your Title, which is within a very 


have faid, Sir, before a Knave; thiart a | 


At 
* 
's? 
! \ 
o — 
9 43 
* 
2 


is. ys © 
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Hel. woo ww eee 


Par. I ſhall report it ſo. Ke Puri | 
Hel. I pray you come, Sirrah. | (Bae. 
Enter Lafeu and Bertram. 
L. ButI hope your | Lordſhip thinks = him a Sol- 


r. 
Ber. Yes, my Lord, and of very valiant t proof. 
Laf. You have it from his . Delive 

Ber. And by other warranted Teſtimon | 
Laf Then my Dial goes not true, I tookthis Lark for 


a Bunting. 
Ber. I do aſſure you, my Lord, he is wy ons 
| and 


Knovele e, and accordingly Valiant. 
"eſs inſt his Valour, and my Stat! that way is 
: 


ave then ſinned againſt his 
— Inge I cannot find in my t to repent: 
Here he comes, I pray you make us Friend! / I will pur- 
ſue the Amity. [ 
Enter Parolles. 
Par. Theſe things ſhall be done, Sir. 
Laf. I pray you, Sir, who's his Taylor? 
Par. Si 4 
Laf. O I know him well, I, Sir, be Sir's a 
Workman, a very good Tay lor. a 
Bey. Is ſhe gone to the King 7 | [4 de to Paroles, 
Par. She is. 41 
Ber. Will ſne away to Night? 
Par. As you'll have her. 
Ber. I have writ my Letters, casketed Treaſure, 
Given Order for our Horſe, and to Night, 
When, I ſhould take Poſſeſſion of the Bride: 
And cer I do begin 
Laf. A raveller is ſomething at the latter end of 
a Dinner; but one that lyes three thirds, and uſes a know 
2 to paſs a thouſand Nothings with, 1ould be once 
thrice beaten—— God fave y 
— Is there any Unkindneſs berween ,. 7 Lord and 
you, Monſieur? 
Par. I know not how I have d nn run into my 
Lord's Diſpleaſure. | 
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Laf. You have made ſhift to run into'r, Boots and 
Spurs and all, like him that leaps into the Cuſtard ; and 
out of it you'll run again, rather than ſuffer Queſtion ” 
your Reſidence.” © 

Ber. It may be you have miſtaken him, my Lord. 

Laf. And ſhall do ſo ever, tho? I took him at's Pra 
Fare you well, my Lord, and believe this of me, 8 
can be no Kernel i fo this light Nut: The Soul of this 
Man is his Clothes. Truſt him not in matter of heavy 
Conſequence: I have kept of them tame, and know 
their Natures. Farewel, Monſieur, I have ſpoken better 
of you, than you have of will deſerve at my Hand, but 


we muſt do — againſt evil. > img Nr 
Par. An idle Lord, I ſwear. vn 
Ber. I think ſo. | ADIVAE k 


Par. Why do you not know him? 

Ber. Yes, I do know him well, and common in speck 
Gives him a worthy Paſs. Here comes my 28 p 
Enter Helena. 

Hel. 1 have, Sir, as I was commanded from yan, 
Spoke with the King, and have procured his leave |: 
For preſent parting, only he deſires | 
Some private Speech with you. | yd 

Ber. I ſhall obey his Will. | oF ack, | 
Tou muſt not marvel, Helen, at my Courſe, {ut 
Which holds not colour with the Time, nor . 
The Miniſtration, and required Office 1 
On my particular. Prepar'd ] was not 1 
For ſuch a Bufineſs; and therefore um 1 found TRE 
So much unſetled: This drives me to intreat you, /: 
That preſently you take = way for home, iv 
And rather muſe than ask why 1 intreat you, Kt 
For my Reſpects are better than they ſeem, Wo 
Aud my Appointments have in them a need 1 
Greater than ſhevys it ſelf at the firſt View, © 17 
To you nt how them not. cry tee my Mother, 

[Giving a Leiter. 

will be two days ere I ſhall ſee s, a 155 4 
I lezve you to your Wiſdom. 1 644 
Hel. Sir, I can nothing ſay, Fl TY 4 
ö E 


N 
B 
V 


_ By ww ks © 


TP 


— 2 


<-> a, 


Did © that from point to deln now have 
| Whoſe great Deciſion hath much Blood let forth 


On 3 
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But that I am your moſt obedient Servant, 


Ber. Come, no more of that. il 
Hel, And ever ſhall 
With true Obſervance ſeck to eke out tha ; 1 
Wherein toward me my homely Stars ha fail d 
To equal my great Fortune. 
Ber. Let that go: my haſte is very 
Hie home. | 
Hel. Pray, Sir, your Pardon, | « 
Ber. Well, what would you ay? . 
Hel. 1 am not worthy of the Wealth I 
Nor dare I fay tis mine, And yet it is; | 
But, like a timorous Thief, moſt fain would teal © 
What Law does vouch mine own, N 
Ber. What would you have? 0 
Hel. Something, and ſcarce fo much Nothing in- 


deed I would not tell you what I would, n Lord 


Faith yes — Strangers and Foes do ſunder, 
Ber. 1 pray you ſtay not, butin haſte to Ho . 
Hel. 1 ſhall not break your bidding, my ue 


Where are my other Men? Monſieur, = [ Exit. 


Ber. Go thou toward home, where 1 will 1 12 

Whilſt 1 can ſhake my Sword, or hear the : 

Away, and for our flight. 
Par. Bravel 7 Couragio! 


— — — 


ACTW. SCENE 
Flouriſh. n 1 F. Erd 


with Soldiers. 
* 


The fundamental Reaſons of this War 


And more thirſts after 
I Lord. Holy ſeems the Quarrel 


Upon your * part; black and fear ſul 
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Duke. Therefore we marvel! much, our Couſin Ener, 


Would, i. fo juſt a Buſineſs, fhur his Boſom 4 
A our borrowing Pra 1 
A Good my — 3: 12 
The reaſons iq 
But like a common and an outward Man, pi 
That the great Figure of a Council frames ik 
By ſelf- unable motion, therefore dare not 5 
Say what I think of it, ſince I have found (i 
My ſelf in my incertain Grounds to fail * 
As often as I gueſt. . 
Duke. Be it his * i 
2 Lord; But I am ſure the younger of our Na | 
That ſurfeit on their Eaſe, will day by day 6 * 
Come here for Phyſick. | 6 
Due, Welcome ſhall they be · N 
"And all the Honours that can fly from us 
Shall on them ſettle. You — you Places well, 
When better fall, for your avails they fell, Fell r 
To morrow to the Field. U Exeunt, 


hs Enter Counteſs and . 
-. Count. It hath ha d all as 1 would bare bad tv 
that he comes not along with her. 43.) ; 
Clo. By my troth, lake wy young Lord tobe ver 
. melancholy Man. 
Count. By what Obſervance, I pray you? 
Quo. Why he will look upen his Boot, and ling; mend 
his Ruff, nd ſing; ask Queſtions, and fin pick his 
Teeth, and Gig: I knew-a Man that had. this Trick of 
Melancholy, ſold a goodly Manor for a Song. 
Out. Let me fee what he writes, and when he means 
to come. 
Clo. I have no Mind to Label ſince I was at Court. Our 
old Ling, and our Löels oth Country, are nothivg like 
your ol Ling, and your. 1:bels o'th' Court; The Brains 
of my Cupid's knock d out, and I begin to love, as an 


old Man loves Mony, with no Stomach, 4 
Count. What have we here? 12 ic 
Clo, In that you have there 0 


* 
r © © 


- pe A 


0e. 
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the King, and undone me. I have wedded h 
ber, and ſworn to male the Not eternal. Yo 
am rum away; know it before the Report com. 
breadth enough in the World, I will hold à long diſtance. My 


We met him thitherward, from theaco oe 


All's well that Ende well. 


1 Counteſs reads a Teen 
I have ſent you a Daughter in Lam: She hath recovered 
Not bedded 
all hear I 

there be 


491 


* 


Duty to you, ; 0 | 
Bertram. 


; #4 
This is not well, raſh and unbridled Boy, 
To fly the Favours of ſo good a King, | 
To pluck his Indignation on thy Head, 
By the miſpriſing of a Maid, too virtuous 
For the Contempt of Empire. s 
LC OE ee $ 16977 
Clo. O Madam,” yonder is heavy 9 between 
1 


* 


two Soldiers and / my young Lady, 
Count. What is the matter? 1 | 
Clo. Nay, there is ſome comfort in the News, ſome 
comfort, your Son will not be killd fo ſon as I thought 


he would, 


Count. Why ſhould he be kill'd? «5D 
Clo. So fay 1, Madam, if he run away; as 1 hear he 


does, the danger is in ſtanding tot; that's the loſs of 


Men, though it be the getting of Childrey, Here they 
come will tell you more. For my part, I y hear your 
Son was run away. * 
Enter Helena and two Gentlemen. 
1 Gen. Save you, good Madam. 
Hel. Madam, my Lord is gone, for ever 
2 Gen. Do not ſay ſo. 5 1 | 
Count. Think upon Patience: Pray you, Gentlemen, 
I have felt fo many quirks of Joy and Grief," | 
That the firſt face of neither on the ſtart ; 
Can Woman me unto't. Where is my Son, I pray you? 
2 Gen. Madam, he's gone to ſerve the Duke of Florence, 
me; 


1 


4% Alle well that Ends colt 
And, after ſome diſpatch in hand at Court, 


Thither we bend again. 
Hel. Look on this Letter, Madam, here's wy! Pafeport. 


When thou canſt get the Ring upon my Finger, which never 
hall come off, and ſhew me a Child 32 15 thy Body that 
I am Father to, then call me Husbaud: But in we, 4 
Then I write a Never. . 


This is x dreadful Sentence. 

Comnt. Brought you this Letter, Gentlemen, 

1 Gen. Ay, Madam, and, for the Conteats Jake, xe 

ſorry for our Pains. | wy 
Count. I prethee, Lady, have a better Cheer. 

If thou engroſſeſt all the Griefs as thine, fy 

Thou robb'ſt me of a Moiety : He was e San, 

But I do waſh his Name out of my 

And thou art all my Child. Toward Florence is be? 

2 Ges. Ay, Madam. « Cy 19 % 
Count. And to be a Soldier! wy. * 
2 Gen. Such is his noble ſe, and ja 

The Duke will lay upon him all the Honour * 

That good Conyenience claims. * 

Cont. Return you thither ? | 4 

1 Gen. Ay, Madam, with the ſwifreſt Wing of speed 

Hel. Ai i bave no Wife, I have nothing in France. 

"Tis bitter. 1 * * 

Cum. Find you that there? & 6 
2 Yes, Madam, 

' 1 Gen. Tis but the boldneſs of his hand happily, which 
his Heart was not conſenting to. 

Count. Nothing in France until he have no Wife? 
There's nothing here that is too good for him 
But only ſhe, and ſhe deſerves a Lord, ' 

That twenty ſuch rude Boys might tend upon, 

And call her hourly. Miſtreſs. Who was with him? 

1 Gen. A Servant only, and a Gentleman * Ire 
ſometime known. 

Count. Parolles, was it not? | 


1 ep. Ay, my good Lady, he. We 
cen 


0 


7 

g 

F 2 
; 
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ng. 


ave 


that too much, w 


vVvritten to bear along. 


Were mine at once. No, come thou home, 
. Whence Honour but of danger wins a Scar, 


The Air of Paradiſe did fan the Houle, 


All's well that Ends welt, 403 


Count. A very tainted Fellow, and full of Mckedneſs, 
My Son corrupts a well derived Nature ; | 
With his inducement. | 
1 Gen. Indeed, good Lady, the Fellow has a deal of 
hich holds him much to have. N 
Count. V are welcome, Gentlemen; I will im reat you, 
when you ſee my Son, to tell him that his S rord can 
never win the Honour that he loſes: More I'll i! treat you 


2 Gen. We ſerve you, Madam, in that, 
worthieſt Affairs. 

Count. Not ſo, but as we change our * 
Will you draw near? Ex. Count. and Gentlemen. 

Hel. Til I have no Wife, I have nothing in France. 
Nothing in France until he has no Wife! 
Thou ſhalt have none, Roffilios, none in France, 
Then haſt thou all again. Poor Lord! ist!! 
That chaſe thee from thy Country, and expoſe 
Thoſe tender Limbs of thine, to the event 


Pall your 


Of the none ſparing War? And is it I, 


That drive thee from the ſportive Court, where thou 
Waſt ſhot at with fair Eyes, to be the mark | 
Of ſmoaky Muſquets? O you leaden Meſſengers 
That.ride upon the violent ſpecd of Fire, 1 
Fly with falſe aim, move the ſtill piercing Air 
That ſtings with piercing, do not touch my Lol: 
Whoever ſhoots at him, I ſet him there. 
Whoever charges on his forward Breaſt, 

I am the Caitiff that do hold him to it, 4 
And tho? I kill him not, I am the Cauſe 19 
His Death was ſo effected. Better *trwere 
I met the ravning Lion when he roar'd J 
With ſharp conſtraint of Hunger: Better twere 
That all the Miſeries hich Nature owes 


Ro 1 " 
As oft it loſes all. I will be gone: | 


My being here it is, that holds thee hence, 1 
Shall I ſtay here to do't? No, no, although 


— 
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That pitiful Rumour * report my flight j 

To conſolate thine Ear. Come Night, end Day, 

For with the Dark, poor Thief, III ſteal away. [Exi, 

Flouriſh. Enter the Duke of Florence, Bertram, Drum and 

| Trumpets, Soldiers, Parolles. | | 
Duke. The General [of our Horſe thou art, and we 

Great in our hope, lay our beſt Love aud Credence 


Upon thy promiſing Fortune, 1 
Ber. Sir, it is ö 1 
A charge too heavy for my Strength, but 


Well. ſtrive to bear it for your worthy e, 1 


To th extream edge of hazard. 12 
Duke. Then go thou forth, | 1 
And Fortune play upon thy proſperous * 
As thy auſpicious Miſtreſs. | 
Ber. This very day, 0 * 


Great Mars, I put my ſelf into thy File, 
Make me but like my Thoughts, and I ſhall: Wow 
A lover of thy Drum; hater of Love. [Exeunt, 
Enter Counteſs and Steward. þ 
- Count. Alas! and would you take the Letter of her? 
N ou not know ſhe would do, as ſhe has done, 
y ſending me a Letter. Read i it again. 
L. KE T E R. 
T am ” St, Jaques Pilgrim, thither gone; 
Ambitions Love hath ſo in me offended, 
That bare: foot plod I the cold Ground upon, 
With ſainte Vom my Faults to have 24 
. write, that from the bloody courſe of Har, 
deareſt Maſter, your dear Son, may hie; 
2 him © bom! 5. Peace, whilf 1 from far | 
His Name with zealous Fervour ſandiſe. 
His taken Labours bid him me forgive; 44. 
I his deſpightful Juno ſent him forth Fa 
courtly Friends, with camping Foes to live, 
wn Heels of Worth. 


xt, 


and 


unt. 


AlIPs well that Ends well, 


He is t00 good and fair for Death and me, 
Thom I my ſelf embrace, to ſet him free. 


Ah what ſharp Stings are in her mildeſt Words? 


Rynaldo, you did never lack Advice ſo much, 


As letting her paſs ſo; had I ſpoke with her, 
] could have well diverted her Intents, 
Which thus ſhe bath prevented. 
Stew. Pardon me, Madam, 
If I had given you this over night, 


She might have been o'er-ta'en; and yet ſhe writes | 


Purſuit would be but vain. 
Count. What Angel ſhall : 
Bleſs this unworthy Husband ? He cannot thrive, 


And loves to grant, reprieve him from the Wrath 
Of greateſt Juſtice, Write, write, Rynaldo, 

To this unworthy Husband of his Wife; 

Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 
That he does weigh too light: My greateſt Grief, 
Tho little do he feel it, ſet down ſharply. 
Diſpatch the moſt convenient Meſſenger; 

When haply he fhall hear that ſhe is gone, 

He will return, and hope I may that ſhe, 
Hearing ſo much, will ſpeed her Foot again, 

Led hither by pure Leve. Which of them both 
Is deareſt to me, I have no skill in Senſe 

To make diſtinction; Provide this Meſſenger ; 

My Heart is heavy, and mine Age is weak, 


A Tucket afar off. 


[Ex unt. 
| Enter an old Widow of Florence, Diana, OT! 1 


Mariana, with other Citizens, 
Wid. Nay come. | 
or if they do approach the City, 
We ſhall lofe all the fight. | 
Dia. They ſay, the French Count Has 
Moſt honourable Service. 


tone 


Valeſs her Prayers, whom Heavy'n delights to hear, 


Grief would haye Tears, and Sorrow bids me ſpeak 


l 


þ 


| 
| 
| 
| 


> 

\ * 
* 
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IWid. It is reported, _- 
That he has ta'en their Commander, [2 | 
And that with his own Hand he flew 0 
The Duke's Brother. We have loſt our labour, 
They are rs a contrary way: Hark,  __ 
You may know by their Trumpets. 48+ - 

Mar. Come let's return _ | ; th 
And ſuffice our ſelves with the Report of it. 
Well, Diana, take heed of this French Earl, = 
The Honour of a Maid is in her Name, 

And no Legacy is ſo rick 
As Honeſty. 43 

Mid. I have told my Nei ghbour 1 
How you have been Lellicited by a Gentleman | 
His Companion. 


Mar. I know: that Knave, hang him, one rank fil. 


thy Officer he is in thoſe Suggeſtions for the young Karl; 

be ware of them, Diana; their Promiſes, F 
Oaths, and Tokens, and all theſe Engines of Luſt, are not 
the things they go under; many a Maid hath been ſeduced 


by them, and the Miſery is, Example, that fo terrible ſhews 


in the wreck of Maiden-hood, cannot for all that diſſuade 
— but that they are limed with the Twigs that 
threatens them, 1 — need not to adviſe you Further, 
but 1 hope your on Grace will keep you where you are, 
tho there were no further danger known, but the Mode- 
ſty which is ſo loſt: 

Dia. You fhall not need to fear me. 

Enter Helena diſguiſed like a Pilgrim. | 

Wid. I hope ſo; look here: comes a Pilgrim; IK »v 
ſhe will lye at my Houſe; thither they ſend one anot er; 
Il quicftion her; God ſave you Pilgrim, whither are | jou 
bound? IE, 

Hel. To S. Fagues he grand. 15 
Where do the Palmers lodge, do beſeech you? wed” 

Hid. At the St. Francis here belide the Port. . 

Hel. Is this the way? A March afat off. 

Mid. Ay marry ist. Hark you, they p W 
If you will tarry, holy Pilgrim, | 
_; till the Troops come by, 


I will Conduct you where you ſhall be lodg'd; | 

The rather, for I think I know your Hoſteſs 4. 

As ample as my ſelf. 6 
Hel. Is it your ſelf? _ * 
Mid. If you ſhall pleaſe fo, Pilgrim. e 
Hel. 1 thank you, and will ſtay upon your leiſure, 
Mid. You came, I think, from Fance? 
Hel. I did fo. | 
wid. Here you ſhall ſee a Country- man of yourg, 

That has done worthy Service. 4 
Hel. His Name, I pray you? f 
Dia. The Count Raſſilion: Know: you ſuch a one 
Hel. But by the Ear that hears moſt nobly of hi 2; 

His Face | know not. - | 

Dia. Whatſoe'er he is, 
6. | He's. bravely taken here. He ſtole from France, 
As tis reported; for the King had married him 


bs Againſt his liking. Think you it is ſo? . 
Nu Hel. Ay ſurely, meer the Truth, I know his Lady, 
. Dia. There is a Gentleman that ſerves the Count, 
„Reports but courſely of her. 


es Hel. What's his Name? 
At Dia. Monfieur Parelles. 
Hel, Oh I believe with bim, 
In Argument of Praiſe, or to the Worth 
Of the great Count himſelf, ſhe is too mean 
To have her Name repeated; all her deſerving 
Is a reſerved: Honeſty, and that 
| have not heard examin'd. 


Dia. Alas, poor Lady! 


- 'Tis a hard Bondage to become the Wife 
au Jof a deteſting Lord. 


WWid. Ah! right good Creature! whereſoeler ſhe is, 
Her Heart weighs ſadly; this. young Maid might do her 
\ ſhrew'd turn, if ſhe pleas . | 

Hel. How do you mean? 
May be, the amorous Count ſollicites her 

n the unlaw ful purpoſe. 

Wid. He does indeed, 


id brooks with all that can, in ſuch a Suit, y 


I 
N 


All's well that Ends well. 4 


108 Alt well that Ends well, : 
© Corrupt the tender Honour of a Maid: % 
But ſhe is arm'd for him, and keeps her Guard | - 
In honeſteſt Defence. 1 
| Drum and Colours. 
Euter Bertram, Parolles, Officers awd Soldiers and; 
Mar. The Gods forbid elle. | 
144. So, now they come: | q 
That is Antonio, the Duke s eldeft 3 | 0 
That Eſcalus 17 . 
Hel. Which is the Frenchman 
Dia. He; | | 
That with the Plume; s a molt gallant Fellow, 
I would he loy'd his Wife: If he were honeſter 


Hie were much goodlier. Is't not a handſome Gentleman 


Hel. I like him well. 
Dia. Tis pity he is not honeſt: Vond's that ſame Knaye 
That leads him to theſe Places; were 1 * yy 
I would poiſon that vile Raſcal, 
Hel. Which is he? . 
* That Jack-an-apes with Scarfs. Why is he melans 
? 
| Hel, Perchance he's hurt i th Battel, 5 
Far. Loſe our Drum! Well. 
a. He's ſhrewdly vex'd at ſomething. Lovk he has 
us. 
Mid. Marry hang you. | [Exeunt Ber. and Par. Ge. 
_ 6 our pk ay me a M 5 i 
| / is me Pilgrim, I ou 
—— —. fl ſt: Of 1 7 ene ol | 
There's or five, to great St bound, 
Already at my Houſe. 42: 23 
Hel. I humbly thank ou: 
"Pleaſe it this Matron, and this gentle Maid | 
To eat with us to Night, the Charge and Thanking 
Shall be for me; and to requite you further, | „ 
I will beſtow ſome Precepts on this Virgin, | 
_ the Note. 


Bah Well take your one, ene, 


8 ; TE | os 

ö As well that Ends well. 40g 
k ©, Enter Bertram aud the two French Lords. 

+ * £4. Nay, good my Lord, put him tot: Let hi h bare 
| 2 way. N k A 392 ,N WINE ? 

12 24. If your Lordſbip ind him not a Hiding hold 

8 me no more in your Reſpect. £6 1 

5 1 Ld. On my Life, my Lord, a Bubble. Rats: 

6 Ber. Do you think I am fo far 4 

* Deceiy'd in him? fel Lam 2:24 | 


1 'Ld. Believe it, my Lord, in mine own direct Ruow- 
ledge, without any Malice, but to ſpeak of him aF my 
Kinſman; he's a moſt notable Coward, an infinite and 
endleſs Liar, an hourly Promiſe-breaker, the Owner of no 
one good Quality worthy your I. ordſhip's Entertain- 
. ment. | p . 4 | 
214 le were fit you knew him, leſt repabing tho' fit 
in his Virtue, which he hath not, he might at r : 
and truſty Buſireſs; in a man Danger, fail you, |? 
* I would 1 knew in what particular Aion fo try 
1 2 Ld, None better thin to let him fetch off his Drum; 
11 which you hear him ſo confidently undertake to da 
1 Ld. I, with a —— of Florent ines, will ſuddenl Sur- 
prize him; ſuch I will haye whom I am ſure he ] nos 
dot from the Enemy: We will bind and hood-winl him 
fo, that he ſhall ſuppoſe no other but that he is in- : 
ö to the Leaguer of the Adverſaries, when we bring mto 
i 
mination, if he do not for the promiſe of his Life, ind in 


Tee our own Tents; be but your Lordſhip preſent at his Exa- 
ou the higheſt Compullion of baſe Fear, offer to betray you, 


| and deliver all the Intelligence in his power againff you, 

| and that with the divine Forfeit of his Soul upon Gath, 
never truſt my Judgment in any thing. by: gb 

1 Ld, O, for the love of Laughter, let him fet h his 

| Drum; he fays he has a Stratagem for't; when your ord- 

I dip ſees the bottom of his {acceſs in't, and to wh, | Me- 


tal this Counterfeit Lump of ours will be melted, , you 
| give him not 70% Drum's Entertainment, your ingini 
10 cannot be removed oved, Here he come. . 0 
'þ Vor II. 8 Unter 
* | 


o Als well that Ends well. 
Enter Parolles. 


1 Ld. O, for the Love of Laughter, hinder not the Ho- 


nour of his Deſign, let him fetch off his Drum in any 
oy Ss now Monſieur? This Drum fticks ſorely in 
your Diſpoſition. — _. | | 
2 Ld. A Pox on't, let it go, tis but a Drum. 
Par. But a Drum! Is't but a Drum? A Drum ſo loſt? 
There, was excellent Command! to charge in with our 
Horſe upon our own Wings, and to — 


nns ee | 
i 2 Ld, That was not to be blamed in the Command of 
the Service; it was 2 Diſaſter of War, that Ceſar himſelf 
could not have prevented, if he had been there to Com- 


Ber. Well, we cannot greatly condemn our Succeſs : 
Some Diſhonour we had in the Loſs of that Drum, but it 
ar, It might have been recover d. 

Der. It might, but it is not no. 

Par. It is to be recover d; but that the Merit of Service 
ñãs ſeldom attributed to the true and exact Performer, 1 
would have that Drum or another, or hic jacet, 

Ber, Why, if you have Stomach to't, Monſieur; if 
you think pour Myſtery in Stratagem can bring this In- 
ſtrument of Honour again into his native Quarter, be.mag- 
nmanimous in the Enterprize and go on, I will grace the At- 
tempt for a worthy Exploit: If you ſpeed well in it, the 
Duke ſhall both ſpeak of it, and extend to you what fur- 


ther becomes his Greatneſs, even to the utmoſt Syllable 


of your Worthineſs. | | 


ar. By the Hand of a Soldier, I will undertake it, 
Ran ou muſt not now ſlumber in it. 
Far. III _ 


* 


bout it this Evening. and I will preſently pen 


_ down my Dilemmaes, encourage my ſelf in my certainty, 
put 1 f into my mortal Preparation; and by Mid- 
gight look ie bear further from me. 
8 I be bold to acquaint his Grace you are gone 
| : e | 


4 v 
= ” 


s& 34 0 * 


Par. 


- done; Damns himſelf to do't, and dares better b 


certain it is, that he will teal himſelf into a 


but when you find him out, you have him ever 


feu; when his Diſguiſe and he is parted, tell 


He ſhall be caug 


| 
Alle well that Ends well, 411 
| Par. 1 know not what the Succeſs will be, a Lord ; 


but the Attempt I vow. 
Bey. I know tart Valiant, 


And to the money of thy Soldierſhip; 


Will ſubſcribe for thee, Farewel. 
Par. I love not many Words. | (Exit. 
1 Ld, No more than a Fiſh loves Water. 10 at this a 
ſtrange Fellow, my Lord, that ſo confidently Jeems to 
undertake this Buſineſs, which he knows is 1 ot to be 


damn'd 


than to do't, 
2 Ld. You do not know him, my Lord, 


your, and for a Week eſcape a great deal of 


Ber. Why do you think he will make no deed 7 al of 
this, that 18 ſeriouſly he does addreſs himſelf 

2 Ld. None in the World, but return with 3 
tion, and clap upon you two or three probable ies but 
we have almoſt imboſt him, you ſhall ſee his Fall o Night; 
for indeed he is not for your Lordſhip's Reſped | 

1 Ld. We'll make you ſome ſport with the Fox ere 
we Caſe him. He was firſt ſmoak d by the ole 


what a 
_ you fhall find him, which you fhall ſee his very 
Night. | 
274 I muſt 20 and look my TO. | . 
Ber. Your Brother he ſhall go along with me 
2 Ld, Ast pleaſe your Lordſhip, I'll leave you | | 
Ber. Now will I lead you to the Houle, and ew you 
the Laſs I ſpoke of. 
1 LA. nut you ſay ſhe's honeſt. 4 | 
Ber. That's all the Fault: I ſpoke with her bg ASP | 
And found her wondrous cold; but I ſent to Ke 
this ame Coxcomb that we have i'th wind, | 
kens and Letters, which ſhe did reſend ; 
And this is all I have done: She's a fair Creat 


Will you go ſee her ? f 
28. With all my Heart, my Lord, | [Exeunt, 
9 8 2 e 


rd La- 


412 Allr well that Ends well. 


| | Euter Helena and Widow. .. 
_* " Hel. If you miſdeubt me that 1 am not ſhe, 
I know not how I ſhall aſſure you further, | 
But 1 ſhall loſe the Grounds I work upon. 
id. Tho' my Eſtate be fallen, I was well born, 
Nothing acquainted with theſe Buſineſſes, 
And would not put my Reputation now | 
In any ſtaining Act. 7 
| rel. Nor would I wifh you, | 
Firft give me truſt, the Count he is my Husband, 
And what to your ſworn Counſel I have ipoken, 
Is ſo from word to word; and then you cannot 
By the good Aid that I of you ſhall borrow, 
Err in beſtowing ir. | 

Mid. 1 ſhould believe you, | 
For you have ſhew'd me that which well appreves 
Y'are great in Fortune. 

Hel. Take this Purſe of Gold, 
*And let me buy your friendly help thus far, 
Which 1 will over- pay, and pay again ; 


When I have found it. The Count he wooes your Daughter, 


Lays down his wanton Siege before her Beauty, 
Reſolves to carry her; let her in fine conſent, 

As we'll direct her how tis beſt to bear it. 

Now his importunate Blood will naught deny, 
That ſhe'll demand: A Ring the Count does wear 
That downward hath ſucceeded in his Houſe - 


From Son to Son, ſome four or five Deſcents, 


Since the firſt Father wore it. This Ring he holds 
In moſt rich Choice: Vet in his idle Fire. 
To buy his Will, it would not ſeem too dear, 
How cer repeated after. 
Wid. Now 1 ſee the Bottom of your Purpoſe. 
Hel. Now ſee it lawful then. It is no more, 
But that your Daughter, ere ſhe ſeems as won, 
Deſires this Ring; appoints him an Encounter; 
In fine, delivers me to fill the Time, | 
Her ſelf moſt chaſtly abſent: fter this | 
To marry her, Fl! add three thouſand Crown; 
| To what is palt already, 2 2 


7 
3 * 


WA 


All's well that Ends wel, 1 | 


id. T have yielded: 
* my Daughter how ſhe ſhall perſever, 
That Time and Place with this Deceit ſo Af, 
May prove coherent. Every Night he comes 
With tuck of all ſorts, and Songs e 
To her Unworthineſs: It nothing ſteads ate 
To chide him from our Eeves, for he perſiſts 
As if his Life lay on't. "hl 
Hel.” Why then to Night Ns . 
Let us aſſay our Plot, which if it ſpeed, © 
Is wicked Meaning in a lawful Deed; o_ 
And lawful Meaning in a lawful AQ,  - 
Where both not Sin, and yet a ſinful Fact. 
But let's about it. 


413. 


— 


Ar W. SCENE I. 
Enter 2 40K. French pies ar Free do N 


Lord. E can come no other way but by * Hed 


Corrier; when you ſally upon him; ſpeak w 
it = 


terrible Language you will, though you und 
to under- 


your ſelves, no matter ; for we mult not { 


| Rand him, unleſs ſome one amongſt us, who we muſt 


uce for an Interpreter. 
Sol. Good Captain, let me be th' Interpreter. 
Lord. Art not acquainted with him? Knows * not thy 


Voice? 

Sol. No, Sir, I warrant you. 

Lord. Bur what Linke-woellc hat thou to pak to us 
again? 

Sol. Ev'n ſuch as you ſpeak to me. 

Lord. He muſt think us ſome Band of Strarhers ith 


 Adverlaties Entertainment. Now he hath a So ick of all 


| neighbouring Languages; therefore we muſt very one 


be a Man of his own Fancy; not to know: what we 


{peak one to another, ſo we ſeem to know, to know 
S 3 ſtraight 


"914 e u that Ende well. 


and good enough. As for you Interpreter, you muſt 

per Politick. But conch hoa, Rare he comes, to 

beguile two Hours in a Sleep, and then to return and 
ſwear the Lies he forges. | 
Enter Parolles. e 9 

Par. Ten a Clock; within theſe three Hours twill be 

time enough to go home. What ſhall I ſay I have done? 

It muſt be a very plauſive Invention that carries it. They 


begin to ſmoak me, and Diſgraces have of late knock d 


too often at my Door; I find my T is too Fool- 
hardy, but my Heart hath the Fear of Mars before it. 
and of his Creatures, not daring the Reports of my 


Lord, This is the firſt that e er thine own Tongue was 
guilty of. [Aſtde: 
Par. What the Devil ſhould move me to undertake the 
Recovery of this Drum, being not ignorant of the Impoſ- 
fibility, and knowing, I had no ſuch Purpoſe? I mult give 
my ſelf ſome hurts, id ſay 1 got them in expleit; yer 
Night onts will not carry it. They will fay, came you off 
- with ſo little? And great ones I dare not give; where- 
fore what's the Inſtance? Tongue, I muſt put you into a 
Butter-woman's Mouth, and buy my felt another of Ba- 
azet's Mule, if you prattle me into theſe Perils, 
Lord, ls it poſſible he ſhould know what he is, and be 
that he is? | 


Par, I would the cutting of my Garments would ſerve 


the turn, or the breaking: of my Spaniſh Sword. 
Tord. We cannot afford you ſo. 


Par. Or the baring of my Beard, and to ſay it was in 


Stratagem. 

Lor. Twould not do. | 
Par. Or to drown my Cloaths, and ſay I was ſtript. 
Lord. Hardly ſerve. 

Par. Though I ſwore I leap'd from the Window of 

the Cittadel. | ky 13 

Lord. How deep? 

Par. Thirty Fathom, 


__ 


ſtraight our Purpoſe: Chough's language, gabble enough, 


Lord, 


| k F - 6 7 5 . * 
Aut ell that Ende well, 415 
gh, Lord. Three great Oaths would ſcarce make p be be · 


on lieved. 
3 Par. L would Thad any Drum of the 


nd ſwear I recover'd it. 
Lord. You ſhall hear one anon: E. 
= | "Par; A Drum now of the Enemies, [4h 
il | Lord. Throco movwouſus, curgo, cargo, cargo. 
5 Al. Cargo, cargo, villiando par corbo, cargo 
55 | 5 Nen 8 * i * 
not hide mine Eyes eixe im 
|. Inter. Baskos ok beskos. ws : 
Ir, Par. I know you are the Myskos Regiment 


of And I ſhall loſe my Life for want of Langu 

If there be here German or Dane, .low Dutch 
Tralian, or French, let him fi to me, . 
; I'll diſcover that which ſhall undo the Florens. 

4 - Inter. Baskos vauvauo, 1 underſtand thee, 11 can ber 
wy ? thy Tongue Kerelybonto, Sir, betake thee to 70 Faith, oy 
» i N are at thy Boſom. 

| ar. 


if ; 
: ' Int, Oh pray, pray. pray, 

Mancha ravaicha a * 

* Lord. Oſceoribi dulchos ee 


5 1 Int. The General is content to ſpare thee ye 
And, hood-winkt as thou art, will lead thee on 
” K To gather from thee. Haply thou may'ſt Teo 
Something to ſave thy Life. 
> Par. O let me live, 
And all the Secrets of our Camp Pl! ſhew; 
- | Their Force, their Purpoſes: Nay, LI ff 1 
Which you will wonder at. 

It. But wilt thou faithfully? 7 


Par. If I do not, damn me, 
t. Acordo linta. 14 th | 
Come on, thou art grant ce. A Exit. 
5 4 A ſhort A arum within, 
Tord. Go, tell the Count Rik and my 3rother, | 
We have caught the Woodcock, and will kee | him mufled 
[the 7 we do hear from them. 4 
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Sol. Captain I will. N 
Lord. Ne will _ us all unto our ſelves, 
Inform em that. | 


Sol. So 1 will, Sir. 
rr eule il key im wk nd ey , t. 
hs is i Boa... 


Bey. They told me that your Name was. Hue. 
Dia. No, my good Lord, Diana. | , 
Ber. Titled Goddeſs, 

'And worth it with Addition ! but, fair Soul, ; 

In your fine-Frame hath Love no Quality? 3 

If the quick Fire of Youth light not your Mind, 275 

You are no Maiden, but a Monument: 

r you are dead you ſhould be ſuch a one 

| 1 are now, fer you are cold and dern; 
and now you ſhould be as your Mother Was, 

When your 1 ſelf was got. 

Dis. She then was hone 
Ber. So ſhould you be. 
Dia. No. 

My Mother did but Duty, ſuch, my Lord, 

As you owe to your Wife, 

Ber. No more o'that! 

I prethee do not ſtrive againſt wy Vows: 

] was compell'd to her, but I love thee 

By Love's own ſweet Conſtraint, and will for ever 

Do thee = Rights of Service, . 

Dia. Ay, fo you ſerve us 

*Till we ferve you: But when you have our Roſes, 

You baſely leave our Thorns to prick our ſelyes, 

And mock us with our Bareneſs. 

Bay. How have I ſworn ! 
Dia. Tis not the many Oaths that make the Truth, 

But the plain ſingle Vow, that is vow'd true; 

What is not Holy, that we ſwear not by, 

But take the Higb'ſt to witneſs: Then pray you tell me, 

If 1 ſhould ſwear by Fove's great Attribute, | 

I loy'd you dearly, would you believe my Oaths, 4 


— 


i. 


i 


— 


A well that Ends 
| When I did love you ill? This has no holdi 
Jo ſwear by him whom ! proteſt to love, 

That I will work againſt Hin. Therefore „K. Oaths. 
| Are Words and poor Conditions, but unſeafd | 
At leaſt in my Opinion. 

| 75 


Ber. Change it, change it 
Be not ſo holy Cruel. Love is 6 holy, 
And my 6 ow ne er knew the Crafts 
That you do charge Men with: Stand no more a, 
t give thy ſelf unto my ſick Deſires, r 
Who then recover. Say thou art mine, and erer a 
My Love, as it begins, ſhall ſo perſever. *f 
Dia. 1 ſee that Men make Hopes in ſuch Aﬀairs, 
hat we'll forſake our ſelves. Give me that Riog. 
Ber. I'll lend it thee, my Dear, but have no %ower 
To give it from me. | 

Dia. Will you not, my Lord? ; 
i Ber. Ic is an Honour longing to our Houſc 
Bequeathed down from man Anceſtors, 
Which were the greateſt Obloquy i'th* World 


89 


In me to loſe. | 
Dia. Mine Honour's ſuch a Ring, 4 | 
My Chaſtity's the Jewel of our Houſe, . © _ 
ueathed down from many Anceſtors, 4 
Which were the greateſt Obloquy Yth' World + 4 


In me to loſe. Thus your own proper Ty 
Brings in the Champion Honour on my 9 
Apainſt your vain Aſſault. | 
Ber. Here, take my Ring. | 
My Houſe, my Honour, yea, my Life be thine, 5 
And Il be bid by thee. "Þ 
Dia. When Midnight comes, knock at By 
U Window ; \ 
Pll order take, my Mother ſhall not hear. 44 
Now: will I charge you in the Band of Truth, +. 
When you have conquer'd my yet Maiden-Bed, © 
Remain there but an Hour, nor ſpeak to me: 
My Reaſons are moſt ſtrong, and you ſhall kno em, 


Wender agua 6 oF 
Ss 8 


*} 


* 
* N 
. 
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urs A. well that Ends well, 
And en-your Finger, in the Night, PII put 
Another | Ring, that, what in time proceeds, 
May token to the future, our paſt Deeds. ; 
Adieu till then, then fail not: You have won y 
A Wife of me. though there my Hope be done. 
_ Ber. AHeav'non Earth I've wen by wooing thee. Exit. 

Dia. For which, live long to thank an Heav'n and me, 
1 may ſo in the end. 

My Mother told me juſt how he would woo, 

As 15 ſhe fate in's Heart; She ſays; all Men 
Have the like Oaths: He had fvorn to marry me 
When his Wife's dead: Therefore I'll lye with him 
When Fam buried. Since Frenchmen are ſo braid, 
Marry that will, PI] live and die a Maid; | 
Only in this Diſguiſe, I think't no Sin, 
To cozen him that would unjuſtly win. Exit. 

Enter the two French Lords, and two or three Soldiers. 
114 You have not given him his Mother's Letter? 

2 LJ. I have deliverd it an Hour fince; there is ſome- 
thing in't that ſings his Nature, for on the reading it, he 
chang'd almoſt into another Man. 

1 Ld. He has much worthy Blame laid upon him, for 
off ſo good a Wife, and ſo ſweet a Lady. 
Li EI — he hath incurred the everlaſting Diſ- 


eaſure of The King, who had ever tun'd his Bounty to 


g Happineſs to him. I will tell ou a thin but ou 
ſhall let it dwell darkly with you. 4 12 


11d. When you vs ſpoken it, tis dead, and I am the | 


Grave of it. 

2 Ld, He hath ed a young Gentle woman herein 
Florence of a moſt chaſt Renown, and this Night he fleſhes 
bis Will in the Spoil of her Honour; he hath given her his 
monumental Ring, and thinks himſelf made in the Cong 
Compoſition. 

1 ILA. Now God 4 our Rebellion; as we are our 
ſelves, what things are we! 


2 Ld, Meerly our own Traitors; and asin cn i 
Courſe of all Treaſons, we ſtill ſee them reveal themſelves, 


ill they attain to their abhorr d Ende; ſo he that in this 
K Action 


Sesgd e e 2. — 


m 
D 
w 


. 


Addon contrives againſt his own wan his proper 


Al well that Ends well. ag. 


Stream, oer. flowys himſelf. R 
1 Lord Is it not meant damnable in us to b 
ers of our unlawful Intents? We ſhall 

— _ ny to Night? 
Not *cill Wer Midnight; for he is 


the Trum-" 
then have. 


d to his- 


- 7 2 That approaches apace: I would; gally have 
him — his Company anatomix d. that 1 ght take a 
Meafure of his own Judgments, wherein ſo eriouſ] he. 
had ſet his Couttarſe þ . 


2 Lord, We will nat meddle with him ttill he come; 
For his Preſence muſt be the whip of the ot | 

1 Ld In the mean time, what hear you of Woſe Wars? 

2 Ld. I hear there is an Overture of Peace. 

1 Ld. Nay, I aſſure you a Peace concluded. 


2 Ld. What will Count Rofillion do = |: {ll he travel 

- 1 Ld. I perceive by this Demand, you 
ther of his Council. 

great deal 

of this Act. 

1 Id. Sir, his Wife ſome two Months finc$fcd from 
grand; which holy Undertaking, with a moſt auſtere San- 
ctimony, ſhe accompliſh'd; there reſiding; the Ten- 


higher, or return again into France? 
fot altoge« 

2 Ld. Let it be forbid, Sir, ſo ſhould I be 
his Houſe. her Pretence is a Pilgrimage to Sr, Faques le 
derneſs of her Nature became as a Prey to __ in 


fine, ee erer the dag 
in Heav'n. 

2 Ld. How is this juſtified ? | 

1 Ld. The ftrenger Part of it by her own Le ers, which 
makes her Story true, even to the Point of her Death ; her 
Death it ſelf, which could not be her Office to ſa is come, 


Was faithfully confirm'd by the Rector of the Place. 
_ 2 Id. Hath the Count all this Jatelligence? +: 
1 La. hy the particular Confirmations, job from 


full arming of the Verity, 
2 Ld, I am hearti Aud that hel] be glad 
1 Ld; How agb me we make vs Comforts. 


of our Loſſes. 5 ! 
N 2 La. 


— OI 
3 1 * 
* 
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. 2 Ld. And how mightily ſome othef times we drown 
our Gain in Tears, the great Dignity that bis Valour bath 
here acquired for him, Pal at home be encountred with 
a Shame as ample. - 

1 Id. The Web of our Life is of a mingled Yarn, r 
and ill together: Our Virtues would be proud, if our 
Faults whipt them not; and our Crimes would deſpair if 
they were not cheriſh'd by our Virtues, 

Enter à Servant. 
How now? where's s your Maſter? 

Ser. He met the Duke in the Street, Sir, of 010 be 
he bath taken a' ſolemn Leave: His Lordſhip will next 
Morning for France. The Duke hath offered Letters 
of Commendation te the King. 

2 Ld. They ſhall be no more than needful there, if hey 
were more they can commend, 

_Enter Bertram. 

119. They cannot be too ſweet for the King's Tut 
neſs: Here's his band ſhip now; How now, my Lord, is't 
not after Midnight ? K. 

Ber. 1 have to Night diſpatch'd fixteen Buſineſſes, a 
Month's length a Piece, by an Abſtract of Succeſs; I og. 
congied with the Duke, . my Adieu with his neareſt; 
buried a Wife, mourn'd for her; writ to my Lady Mo- 
ther, I am returning; entertain'd my Convoy, and be- 
tween theſe main Parcels of diſpatch, effected many ni- 
2 Needs; the laſt was the greateſt, but that I have got | 


—_— f the Buſineſs be of any Difficulty, and this 
rin your departure hence, it requires haſte of your 


8 the Buſineſs is not ended, as feari * By 
of it hereafter. But ſhall we have this Dialo ve been 
the Fool and the Soldier? Come, bring forth this coun- 
terfeit Module; h'as deceiv'd me, like a double meaning 


"POLL bh 42 U im forth, B's ſate in the Stocks all Night, | 


r gallant Knave. 
0 matter, his Heels have deſery'd it, in uſurping 


us pare to Yong, — |: 24, 
488 
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1 L9. I have told your Lordſhip already: Stocks 
him. But to anſwer you as you would be under- 
fon he weeps like a Wench that had ſhed her Milk, he 
bath confeſt himſelf to Morgan, whom he ſuppoſes to be 
a Friar, from the time of his Remembrance to this very 
inſtant Diſaſter of his ſerting i th* Stocks; and * ir chink 
you he hath confeſt? [| 

Ber. Nothing of me, has he? 

2 Ld. His Confeſſion is taken, and it ſhall be to his 
Face; if your Lordſhip be in't, as I believe . , you 
may have the Patience to hear it. | 

Enter Parolles with his Interpreter. 

Ber. A Plague upon him, muffled! he can 7 nothing 

of me; buſh. | 
. 1, Ld. Hoodman comes: Portotartare(ſa.. | 


Int. He calls for the Tortures; what, will youſay with- | 
out em? 
Par. I will confeſs what I know, without c int; 


If ye pinch me like a Paſty, I can fay no more. 
; 


A. Bosko Chimurcho. 

1 Ld. Biblibindo Chicurmurco. | 

— You are a merciful General: Our 1 1 bids you 
anſwer to what I ſhall ask you out of a Note. 

Par. And truly, as I hope to live. 

Ine. Firſt demand of him, how many Horſe dhe Duke 
is ſtrong. What ſay you to that? 

Par. Five or fix Thouſand, but very weak and unſle- 
viceable; the Troops are all ſcatter'd, and the (omman- 
ders very poor Rogues, upon my Reputation” I Credit, 
and as 1 hope to live. | 

Int. Shall 1 ſet down your Anſwer ſo? * 

Par. Do, I'll take the Sacrament ont, how 3 which 
way you will; All's one to me. 1 

* What a paſt- ſaving Slave is this ? 

1 Ld. Vare decei d, my Lord, this is Monſiey "Parolles | 
the gallant Militariſt that was his own Phraſe, hat had 
the whole Theory of War in the Knot of his E;arf, and 
the Practice in the Chape of his Dagger. 5 4 

2 Ld. I will never truſt a Man again for k his 
Sword clean, nor believe he can have every ung in im, 

' _ bt, 


by wearing his Apparel neatly. 


. Abs well. that Ends Well. 


- Tit, Well, that's ſet down, - a b 
Par. Five or fix thouſand Horſe faid, I will foy true? 
or thereabouts ſer down, for VII ſpeak trutn. 


I Ld. He's very near the truth in this. 
Ber. But I con him no thanks for't in the N "= 


x; my G 

Par. Poor Rogues, ou 

Int. Well, * wr] 428 [ 2 0 

Par. I humbly thank you, Sir, a Truth's 4 Truth, the 


Rogues are marvellous poor. 
Int Demand of him of what Strength they are a Foot: 


What fa you to that? 

Pay. By my Troth, Sir, if I were to live this preſent 
Hour I will tell true. Let me ſee Spurio a hundred — 
fifty, Sebaſtian fo many, Corambus ſo many, Jaques ſo 
many; Guiltian, Coſmo, Lodowick and Gratii two hun- 
dred and fifty each; mine own Company, Chitopher Vau- 
mond. Bentii, two hundred and fifty abt, ſo that the Mu- 
ſter file, rotten and ſound, upon my Life amounts not to 
fifteen thouſand Pole half of the which dare not ſhake 
the Snow. from off their Caſſocks, leſt _! _ chem⸗ 
ſelves to Pieces. 

Der. What ſhall be done to him " 

1 Ld. Nothing, but let him have actin Demand ef 


205 my Conditions, and what Credit I have with the 
ke. f 
In. Well, that's ſet down. Von ſhall demand of him, 
whether one Captain Dumain be i th Camp, a'Frenchmen ;- 
what his Reputation is with rhe Duke, what his — 
Honeſty, and Expertneſs in War; or wherher he thinks: 
it were not poſſible with well weighing Sums of Gold 
to corrupt him to a n What ſay you to r What 
do you know of it? 4 
Par. I beſeech you let me anſwer to the plnticular of 
the Interrogatories* Demain them ſingly, = 
' Int. Do you know Captain Dumain? 2 
Par. | know him, he was a Borcher's Prentice in Pe. 
ris, trom whence he was whipr for getting the Sheriffs 
n gy Child, a dumb Indecent, that could not y 
a "NaF. ; "nt | 


- 


Alle well that Ends well 


423 
Ber. Nay, by your leave hold your Hands the Wt 
his Brains are forfeit to the next Tile that falls. N. 


Int. Well, is this Captain in the Duke of F | s 
Camp? N lj 


Far. Upon my Knowledge he is, and lowlie, | * + 
1 Ld. Nay, look not ſo upon me, we ſhall hear o your 
Lord anon. | Y 
Int. What is his Reputation-with the Duke? 
Par. The Duke knows him for no other, but a poor 
Officer of mine, and writ to me the other Day to turn 
him out of th' Band. I think I have his Letter i 
Pocket. | 07 3 
Int. Marry we'll ſearch. | 
Par. In good Sadneſs | do not-know, either it is 
or it is upon a File with the Duke's other Letters, in 
Tent. * | $ £2 
Int. Here tis, here's a Paper, ſhall I read it to you 
Pay. I do not know if it be it or no. 571 
Ber. Our Interpreter do's it well. 44 | 
1 Ld, Excellently. | 34 
I. Dian, the Count's a Fool, and full of Gold. 
Par. That is not the Duke's Letter, Sir; that is an Ad- 
vertiſement to a pages Maid in Florence, one Diana, to 
take beed of the Allurement of one Count Roffillio | a 
foeliſh idle Boy, but tor all that very ruttiſh, 1 pray * 


Sir, put it up again. 

Int. Nay, Vil read it firſt, by your favour. N 

Par. My Meaning in't, I proteſt, was very honeſt in ſhe 

behalf of the Maid; for I knew' the young Count to b a 

dangerous and laſcivious Boy, who is a Whale to v i 

| nity, and devours * the Fry it finds. | 
Ber. Damnable! fides Rogue. 


; Inter. Reads the Letter. 
Mm he ſwears Oaths. bid him drop Gold, and take it. 
After he ſcores, he never pays the Score: wah 
Half won is Match well made. match and well make j 
He ne er pays afier- Debts, take it _ 4 
And ſay a Soldier (Dian) told thee this: 
Men are to moll with, Boys are not 10 kiſs, | 


T4 
2 


1 » # 


* 


* 


424 All's well that. Ends well. 
For cont of this, the Comit's a Fool, I know 5 g 
; bw gr bus not when he does owe it, 8 ' þ: 24 of 


Thine, be vom to thee in thine Ear, 


"PAkOLL ES, 


Ber. . He ſhall be whipt through the Army withthisRime 


in his Forchead, 
2:44, This is your devoted Friend, Sir, 0e manifold 


Linguiſt, and the Armi-potent Soldier. , 


3 i could ende apy thing before, but u Cat, and 


he's a Cat to me. 

Int. 1 perceive, Sir, by the General's Looks, we ſhall be 
fain to hang you. 

Par. My Life, Sir, in any caſe; not that I am afraid to 

die, but that my Offences being many, I would repent out 
the Remainder of Nature. Let me live, Sir, in 13 
i' th Stocks, any where; ſo I may live. — 

Int. We'll ſee what may be done, ſo you confel freely; 
therefore once more to this Captain Dumam: Lou have 
anſwer d to his Reputation with the Duke, — his Va · 
lour. What is his Honeſty? | 

Par. He will ſteal, Sir, an Egg out of a Cloiſter: For 
Rapes and Raviſhments he parallels Neſs. He profeſſes not 
keeping of Oaths; breaking them he is ſtronger than Her- 
cules. He will lie, Sir, with ſuch volubility, that you 
would think Truth were à Fool: Drunkenneſs is bis beſt 
Virtue,” for he will be Swine-drunk, and in his Sleep he 
does little harm, fave to his Bed. cloaths about him; but 
they know his Conditions, and lay him in Straw. 1 have 
but little more to ſay, Sir, of his Honeſty, he has every 
thing that an honeſt Man ſhould not have; * an ho- 
neſt Man ſhould have, he has nothing. 

1 Ld, I begin to love him for this. 

Ber. For this Deſcription of thine Honeſty ? APax * 
him for me, has more and more a Cat. 

Int. What ſay you to his Expertneſs in War. M Jt 
Par. Faith, vir #6 led the Drum before the Engliſh 


Tragedians: To belie him 1 will net, and more of his Sol- 


* e he had the 
Honour 


a 


Als well that Ends well. 45 
Honour to be the Officer at a Place there call'd Mile end, 


to inſtruct for the doubling of Files. I would do 
what Honour I can, but of this I am not certain. 
'1 Ld. He hath out-villan'd Villany ſo far, that the | Larity 
redeems him, O01 U inne ”" 38) 2 
Bier. A Pox on him, he's a Cat ftill. . ' 
me. His Qualities being at this poor Price, I need not to 
ask you, if Gold will corrupt him to revolt. | . 
Par. Sir, for a Cardecue he will ſell the Fe- ſimple of 
his Salvation, the Inheritance of it, and cut th' Intail 
from all Remainders, and perpetual Succeſſion | for it 
perpetually, | LA + 26h 
Int. What's bis Brother, the other Captain Dumaint | 
2 Ld. Why do's he ask him of me? | e 
Int. What's he? ' . ' X 
| Pay. Een a Crow o'th*' fame Neſt; not altoge her ſo 
t as the firſt in Goodneſs, but greater a greatWeal in. 
vil. He excels his Brother for a Coward, yet Bro- 
ther is reputed one of the beſt that is. In a Retyeat he 
—_— any Lackey; marry in coming on he has the 
am X ; | ©. 
Ine. If your Life be ſaved, will you undertake to bee 
tray the Florentine? | £ * 
Par. Ay, and the Captain of his Horſe, Count Reſfillion. 
; Int. I'll whiſper with the General, and know his Plea - 
ure, * : p 
Far. I'll no more drumming, a Plague of all I rums; 
only to ſeem to deſerve well, and to beguile the uppo- 
fition of that laſcivious young Boy thè Count, have I run 
into Danger; yet who would have ſuſpected an Ambuſh 
where I was taken? | | (/ade. 
Ins. There is no Remedy, Sir, but you muſt dF; the 
General ſays, you that have ſo traiterouſly diſcovered the 
Secrets of your Army, and made ſuch peſtiferous Reports 
of Men very nobly held, can ſerve the World for ho ho- 
neſt Uſe; therefore you muſt die. Come, Heads-mgn, off 
with his Head. | 1 | 
Par. O Lord, Sir, let me live, or let me ſee Tj 


Int. That ſhall you, and take your leave of. a! your 
iends: | [Unbindp | him. 


would burſt at this. Captain I. 


426 Alt s Well thit. Ents wall 


So look about you; know you any here? | 14 
Bert. Good Morrow, noble Captain. 1 1 n 01 
2 Ld. God bleſs you, Captain Paroles, 11 1 ; 


1 Ed: God five you: noble Captain. 
2 Ld. Captain et greeting well you to ſhots 10. 


? Fd, for France. 3 * 
ON Good Captain, you me a = 0 
Ame Sonnet you writ' to Diana t of the Count 
Roſillion, and I were not a very Coward, I'd compel itof 

but fare you well. [Exeunt. 
* Int: You are undone, Captain, all but your Saf, _ 
has a Knot on't yet. 
Par. Who cannot be eruſh'd with a Plot? 3 þ 
Int. If you could find out a where but Wo- 
men were that had receiv'd ſo much Shame, you _ 
begin an impudent Nation. Fare you well, 7 
for France too, we ſhall ſpeak of you there. — 
Par. Vet am I thankful: If my Heart were Feat, 
11 be no more, 
But I will eat and drink, and ſleep as ſoft . 
As Captain ſhall. Simply the ry am 
Shall make me live: Who knows himſelf a B 
Let him fear this; for it will come to paſs, 
That every Braggart ſhall be found an Aſs. 
Ruſt Sword, cool Bluſhes, and Parolles live J 
Safeſt in Shame; being fool'd, by Fool'ry thrive j «HS 


There's Place and Means for oy Man alive, 
1 In after them. * (eat. 


Enter Helens, Widew, and Diana: 
' Hel. That you may well perceive I have not d you, 
One of the greateſt in the Chriſtian World 
Shall be my Surety; fore whoſe Throne tis neciful, 4 
Fre I can perfect mine Intents, to kneel. 


Time was I did him a deſired Office, 1 | x 


Dear almoſt as his Life, which Gratitude _ 
Through flinty Tartars Boſor would peep. forth, 1 
And anſwer Thanks. I duly am inform d | 
His Grace is at Marſeilles, to which Place | 
W | 
1 


TY 


* 


Lou never had a Servant to whoſe truſt 


I am ſuppoſed dead; the Army breaking, 

My Hus hies him home, where Heav'n aidi 
And by the Leave of my good Lord the King, 
well be before our Welcome. 


| All's well that Ends — * 


id. Gentle Madam, 
Your Buſineſs was more welcome. F 
Hel, Nor you, Miſtreſs, | 
Ever a Friend, whoſe Thoughts more truly labow | 


To ry ma Ni your _ Doubt not but Heay” | 
Hath brought me up to-be your Daughter's Dowrg 
As it hath fated 1 be 1 Motive | 
And helper to a Husband. O ſtrange Men! 
That can ſuch ſweet Uſe make of what they hate, 
When fawcy truſting of the cozen'd Thoughts 
Defiles the pitchy Night, ſo Luſt doth play | 
With what it loaths, for that which is away. | 


But more of this hereafrer. You Diana, 
Under my poor Inſtructions yet muſt ſuffer 
Something in my behalf. 

Dia. Let Death and Honeſty 
Go with your Impoſitions, I am yours 
Upon your Will to ſuffer, 

Hel. Yet I pray you: 1 
But with the Word the Time will bring on Sum 1. 
When Briars ſhall have Leaves as well as Thorns, |, 
And be as ſweet as ſharp: We muſt away, | 5 
Our Waggon is prepar'd, and Time revives us; | 
All's well that ends well, til, that finds the C 
What - cer the Curſe, the End is the Renown, [ Exeunt. 

Enter Counteſs, Late, and Clown. 

Laf. No, no, no, your Son was miſled with a ſnipt 
taffata Fellow there, whoſe villanous Saffron would have 
made all the unbak d and dowy Youth of a Natiog in his 
Colour. Your Daughter-in-Law had been alive at this 
Hour, and your Son here at home, more advanc'd'by the 
King than by that red-tail'd Humble Bee 1 ſpeak of. ; 

Count. I would I had not known him, it was the Death 
of the moſt virtuous Gentlewoman that eyer Na ure _ | 

; 2 P Cc 


\ . 


448. Alle well that Ends well. 
Praiſe for Creating; if ſhe had partaken of my Fleſh, and 
coſt me the deareſt Groans of a Mother, I could not have. 

owed her a more rooted Love. | "0 
|  Laf. *Twas a good Lady, Was a goed Lady. wWeé may 
\ wb thouſand Sallets ere we light on ſuch anofſter 
Her 

Clo. Indeed, Sir, ſhe was the ſweet Majorem of the 
Sallet, or rather the Herb of Grace. 

Laf. They are not Sallet-Herbs, you Knave, they are 
Nole-herbs. 

Cle. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, Sir, I have not. 
much Skill in Graſs. . 

5 * Whether doſt thou profeſs thy ſelf, a Knaye Iv 
ool ? 

Clo. A Fool, Sir,at x Woman's Service, and @ Kane 
at a Man's. | 

Laf. Your Diſtinion ? 

Clo. I would cozen the Man of his vie. and h 
Service. T 

Laf. So you were a Knave at his e indeed. 

Clo. And I would give his Wife my Bauble, Sir, todo. 
her Service. 

2 2 4 1 will ſubſcribe for thee, thou art both Knaveand 
% At your Service. | > 

Laf. No, no, no. 

Clo, Why, Sir, i 1 cinnr fry you le fre 
great a Prince as you are. | 1 | 

Who's that, a Frenchman? 

Faith, Sir, r /b Nam, vn bs Phi: 
my is more hotter in France 

What Prince is that? 

Cl. The black Prince, Sir, alias the Prince of 
neſs, alias the Devil. 5 

Laf. Hold thee, there's my Purſe; I give thee not this 
22 thee from thy Maſter thou AR of, ſerve by 

Cle. I am a woodland Fellow, Sir, that always lov'd 4. 
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Fire, but fare he is the Prince of the World, let his No- 
- bility remain in's Court. 'I am for the Houf with the 
narrow Gate, which I take to be too little fi > Pomp to 
enter: Some that humble themſelves may, the many 
vill be too chill and tender, and they Il be folk the lowry 
Way that leads to the broad Gate, and the print Fire. 
IL Go thy ways, I begin to be aweary ofithee, and I 
tell thee ſo before, becauſe I would not fall aut with thee. 
Go thy ways, let my Horſes be well look d fg, without 
any Tricks, q 3 p 

Cle. If I put any Tricks upon em, they i} Il be Jades 
Tricks, which are their own Right by the I of Na- 


ture. 39 1 Uh L Exit. 
Laf A ſhrewd Knave, and an unhappy. | 
Count. So he is. My Lord that's gone e himſelf 


much Sport out of him;. by his Authority he remains 
here, which he thinks is a Patent for his Saueineſs, and 
indeed he has no Pace, but runs where he w/ll. 
L. I like him well, *tis not amiſs; and was about 
to tell you, ſince I heard of the good Lady's Death, and 
that my Lord your Sen was upon his Retu n home, I 
moy'd the King my Maſter to ſpeak in the half of my 
Daughter; which in the Minority of them th, his Ma- 
jeſty, out of a ſelf e Remembrance, dig firſt pro- 
Polch th promis d me to do it 


ligence hath ſeldom fail d. | | 
Count. It rejoices me that I hope I ſhall ſeq him ere I 
die. I have Letters that my Son will be here to Night: 
I ſhall beſeech your Lordſhip to remain with me till they 
meet * = | If 8. 
Laf. Madam, I was thinking with what Man gers I 
might ſafely be ad mitte. . 


1430 Ae well that Ends well. 
Cut. You need but plead your honourable Privilege. 


„IL,. Lady, of that I have made a 5 en . 


e e God it holds vet. 6 
Enter Clown, 
ch. O Madam, yonders my Lord your Son with-1 a 
Patch of Velvet on's Face; whether there be a Scar un- 
der t or no the Velvet knows, but tis a goodly Patch of 
Velvet; his left Cheek is a Cheek of two File and a half, 
but his right Cheek is worn bare. | | 
Count. A Scar nobly got, 11 | 
Or a noble Scar, is a good Lier of Honour. 1 
* belike is that. | 1,221 
Clo. But it is your carbinado'd Face. 
L,. Let us go ſee 
Tour Son, boat 1 long to talk 
With the young noble Soldier. 


Co. Faith there's a dozen of em, with delicate fine 


H ats, and moſt courteous Feathers, which bow the Head, 


and nod at irn ** BY | [Exeunt, 


W 
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Exter Helena, Widow, and Diana, with two Attendants 


4 


He. ÞÞ UT this exceeding poſting Day and Night, 


Muſt wear your Spirits low, we cannot help it. 


But fince you have made the Day s and Nights as one, 


To wear your gentle Limbs in my Affairs, 
Be bold you do ſo grow in =y requital, 
As nothing can unroot you. 


This Man may help me to his Majeſty's Ear, 


If be would Gind his Power. God fave you, Sir? 

Gent, And you. ' 

Hel. Sir, L have een you-in the Court of Franc 
Gene, I haye been ſometimes there, 


: 
| 
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From the Report that goes upon your Goodne ; 


But rather make you thank your Pains for it. 


All's well that Ends well, 
Hel. I do preſume, Sir, that you are not fallt 1 


431 


Aud therefore þ goaded with moſt ſharp Occaſic 
Which lay nice < ove by, I put you to 1 
The uſe of your own Virtues, for the which $4 
1 ſhall continue thankful. X 
Sent What's your Will? 

Hel. That it will pleaſe you 
To give this poor Petition to the King, | 
And aid me with that ſtore of Power you have, 
To come into his Preſence. 

Gent. The King's not here. 

Hel. Not here, Sir? _ | 
Sent. Not indeed, 
He hence remov d laſt Night, and with more tate 
Than is his uſe. | L 

Hid. Lord, how we loſe our Pains. 1 
Hel. All's well that Ends well yet, {+ 
Tho Time ſeem ſo adverſe, and Means unfit: 
I do beſeech you, whither is he gone? 

Gent. Marry, as I take it, to Roſſilion, | 
Whither I am going. 

Hel. I do bekerk you, Sir, 
Since you are like to ſee the King before me, - 


Commend the Paper to his gracious Hand, 


Which, I preſume, ſhall render you no blame, 


I-will come after you with what good ; a4 18 
Our means will make us means. 1 


Gent. This I'll de for you. 1 
Hel. And you ſhall find your ſelf to be well 
Gm, 


what-c'er falls more. We muſt to Horſe 3 
provide. 


Euter Clown be 6 REG 
Par. Good Mr. Levarch, give my Lord Laſs 0 Ler- 
ter; I have ere now; Sir, been better known to yo = 
L have beld familiarity with freſher Cloaths; b 
now, Sir, muddied in Fortune's Mood, and ſmell me 


what ſtrong of her ſtrong Diſpleaſure, i= 


432 - All's well that Ends well. 
. Cle. Truly Fortune's Diſpleaſure is but Nutriſh, if it 
ſmell ſo ſtrongly as thou ſpeak'ſt of: I will henceforth eat 


10 Fiſh of Fortute's bütt'ring. Prethee, allow the Wind. 
Par. Nay, you need wh to ſtop N Noſe, Sir; I un f 


but a Metaphor. 
Clo. Indeed, Sir, if — Metaphor Rink; I will ſtop my 
_ Noſe, or againſt any 


further. 
Par. Pray you, Sir; deliver me this Paper, £5 


Clo. Foh! prethee ſtand away; a Paper from Fortunes 


- Cloſe-ftool, to give toa Nobleman. n yu OR 


himſelf, | 
Dieer. Lafru; : WY) 
= Here is a pur of Fortune's, Sir, or * Woite Cat, 
but not a Muſcat; that hath falPn into the unclean Fiſh- 
ud of her Diſpleaſure, and, as he ſays, is muddied withal. 
y you, Sir, uſe the Carp as ou may. for he looks like 


a poor, decayed, ingenious, fooliſh, ra cally Knave. I do 


Pity his Diſtreſs in my smiles of Comfort, and leave ual 
to your Lordſhi 


Far. My Lad ia Man whom Fortune hath cruel 


ly ſcratch d. 
And what would you have me to do? *Tis too 


ks pare her Nails now. Wherein have you play d the 
Knaye with Fortune, that ſhe ſhould-ſcratch you, drew 


her ſelf is a good Lady, and would not have Knaves thrive 


long under ber? There's a Cardecue- for you: Let the 
pos make you and Fortune Friends; I am for oy 
nels. 


Far. ' beſcech your Honour, to hear me one ſingle 


Laf. You beg a ſingle Penny more: Come, you hal 
It, fave your word, E 

Par. My Name, my good Lord, is Parolles. x 
Ta. You beg more than one word then. Cox my Paſ- 
| fon, give me your Hand: How does your Drum? 
e TRI and you were the firſt thar found 


* Was 1, infoeth? And I ns be firſt that loſt thee 
CINE Ter. 


n's Meraphor. Prethee get thee 


= ED: he 
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i Far. It lyes in you, my Lord, to bring me in ſome 
Grace, for you did bring me out. n 
I Laf. Out upon thee Knave, doſt thou put me at” 
once, both the Office of God and Devil; one br ngs' thee 
nin Grace, and the other brings thee out. The Ki g'scom-, 
A ing, I know by his Trumpets. Sirrah, inquire'f irther af- 
der me, I had talk of you laſt Night; 'tho' you qe a Fool 
3 and'a Knave, you ſhall eat; go to, follow. | | 


ei Par. I praiſe God for you. - rem. 
1 Lords with Attendants. i ; 


' King. We loſt a ſe vel of her, and our Eſteem. 4 
Was made much poorer. by it; but your Son, 
As mad in Folly; lack'd the Senſe to know © 2 
. Her Eſtimatiott home. x 
Count. Tis paſt, my Liege; 
ud | beſeech your Majeſty to make it 
Natural Rebellion, done ar blade of Vontb, 
1 When Oil and Fire, too ſtrong for Reaſon's force] 7 
Oeerbears it, and burns on. n 
King. My honour'd Lady, 1 
1 have forgiven and forgotten all, 15 
1 Tho' my Reyenges were high bent im. 
And — he time 82 — 25 A * 
Laf. This I muſt ſay, 0 1 | 
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But firſt I beg my Pardon; the young Lord | 
Did to his Majeſty, his Mother, and his Lady, 
Offence of mighty Note; but to himſelf 
The greateſt wrong of all. He loft a Wiſe/, 
Whole Beauty did aſtoniſn the ſurvey. 1251 
Of richeſt Eyes; whoſe Words all Ears took cz )tives 
Whole deep Perfection, Hearts that ſcorn'd to | 
Humbly call'd Miſtreſs. | 
King. Praiſing what is loſt, * | 
{- Makes the Remembrance 'dear, Well— call 
5 We are reconcil'd, and the firſt View ſhall kill 
d All Repetition: Let him not ask our Pardon, 
I The nature of his great Offence. is dead, i: 
e. And deeper than Oblivion, We do bur 
r. Vol. II. T 
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Steals, ere we can effect them. You remember 


- Durſt make too bold a Herald of my Tongue: 


434 All's well that Ends well, 


Th'incenfing Relicks of it. Let him approach 
A Stranger, no Offender; and inform him 
So 'tis our Will he ſhould | 

Sent. I ſhall, my Liege. | | 
King. What ſays he to your Daughter? 
Have you ſpoke? | [ 

All that he is, hath reference to your Highneſs, K 

| 4 ſhall we haye a Match. I have Letters ſent. 
me, that ſet him high in Fame. F * 
rg its iter Bertram. 

Taf. He looks well ont. we % 

King. I am not a Day of Seaſon, | 0 
For thou maiſt ſee a Sun-ſhine, and a Hail 14 
In me at once; but to the brighteſt Beams ; | 
Diſtracted Clouds give way, ſo ſtand thou forth, 
The Time is fair agaia. Eko, 

Ber. My high repented Blames, 
Dear Sovereign, pardon to me. 
King. All is whole, | 

Not one word more of the conſumed Time, 
Let's take the Inſtant by the forward Top; | 
For we are old, and on our quick'ſt Decrees  — - 11 
Th' inaudible and noiſeleſs Foot of Time - | 


The Daughter of this Lord? 
Ber. Admiringly, my Liege. At firſt 
I ſtuck my Choice upon her, ere my Heart 


Where the Impreſſion of mine Eye enfixing, 

Contempt his ſcornful Perſpective did lend me, 

Which warp'd the Line of every other Favour, 

Scorn'd a fair Colour, or expreſs d it ſtoll'n, 

Extended or contracted all Proportions 

To a moſt hideous Object. Thence it came, ag, 

That ſhe, whom all Men prais'd, and whom my ſelf, _ i 

Since I have loft, have loy'd; was in mine Eye i 

The Duſt that did offend to | 
King. Well-excus'd: PIR 

That thou didſt love her, ſtrikes ſome Sorcs away þ (14 


— 


. 
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From the great Compt; but Love that comes t o late, 
Like a remorſeful Pardon ſlowly carried, 
To the great Sender, turns a ſowre Offence, \- 
Crying, that's good that's gone: Our rafh Faulty, 
Make trivial Price of ſerious Things we have, 
Not knowing them, until we know their Grave 
Oft our Diſpleaſures to our ſelves unjuſt, 
| Deſtroy our Friends, and after weep their Duft : 
Dur own Love waking, cries to ſee what's on — 


While ſhameful Hate ſleeps out the Afternoon. 
| Be this ſweet Hellen's Knell, and now forget her, 
Send forth your amorous Token for fair Maudlin, 
The main Conſents are had, and here we'll tay ? 
To ſee our Widower's ſecond Marriage Day: 
Which better than the firſt, O dear Heav'n ble, 7 
Or, ere they meet, in me, O Nature, ceaſe. . 
Laf. Come on my Son, in whom my Houſe's 
_ Muſt be digeſted: Give a Favour from you 
To ſparkle in the Spirits of my Daughter, 
' That ſhe may quickly come. By my old Beard, | 


And every Hair that's on't, Hellen, that's dead, 
Was a ſweet Creature: Such a Ring as this, 


I I aw upon her Finger. 


The laſt that e er ſhe took her leave at Court, N 
| 


Ber. Hers it was not. 1 
EKing. Now pray you let me ſee it. For mine Ey 
While I was ſpeaking, oft was faſten d to't: 992 
This Ring was mine, and when | gave it Hellen, ; 
J bad her, if her Fortunes ever ſtood | . 
Neceſſited to help, that by this Token | 
I would relieve her. Had you that Craft to reave hes 
Of what ſhould ſtead her moſt ? 
Ber. My gracious Sovereign, 1% 
How e' er it pleaſes you to take it ſo, 1 | 
The Ring was never hers. 313 
Cum. Son, on my Life, | ba 
I have ſeen her wear it, and ſhe rechon d it s 


% 
- 
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At her Life's Rate. 


|  Laf. lam ſure I faw her wear it. 


\ 
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Her. You,arc- deceiv'd, my Lord, ſhe never ſaw it; 
In Florence was it from a Caſement thrown me, 
Wrap'd in a Paper, which contain'd the Name , 
Of her that threw it: Noble ſhe was. and thought | 
I ft20d engag d. but hen I had {ubſcrib'd 
To mine:own Fortune, and inform d. her fully, 

J could not anſwer in that courſe of Honour 

As ſhe had amade the Overture, ſhe ceaſt 

In heavy Satisfaction, and would never 

Receive the Ring again. 

King. Plutus himſelf, 

That k the Tinct and multiplying Medicine, 

Hath not in |Nature's Myſtery more Science, F 

Than I have in this Ring. Tas mine, "ar l 

Whoever gave it you: Then if you or 

That you are well acquainted with your ſe lf, 
*twas hers, and by what rough Enſorcement 

You got it from her. She call'd the Saints to n. 

That ſhe would never put it from her ee | 

Unlefs . to your ſelf /in Ded, 


8 : „A 5 


Thou ſpeak ſt i it falfly, 51 love mine Honouri 
And mak fl conjectural Fears to come into me. 
Which l would ain (hut out; if it ſhould prove 
That thou art ſo whuman——*twill not prove ſo— 
And yet d know vat thou didſt hate . T 
And ſhe is dead, wich nothing but to. cloſe | 
Her Eyes my ſelf, ould win me to believe, 3 | 
More than to doe: this Ring. _ — nos. 
My fore-paſt Proofs, howeler the Mantr fall, 
n n him, 

Havi too litt 
We'll fe this Matter further. 


Ber. If you ſhall prove. Nad 1H 


This Ring was ever kers, you ſhall 2« exdie 
- Prove that I husbanded her Bed in Florence, 
ere yet ſhe never was. Lais Bertram guarded. 
Enter 
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Enter # Gentleman. 1 N 
Rin. I am wrap'd i in diſmal Thinking. | 
Gent. Gracious Soverei 5 
' Whether | have been to bla ame or no, I know not, 
Here's a Petition from a Florentine, 
Who hath for four or five Removes come ſhore, | 
Ve tender it her ſelf. I undertook it, 
uiſh'd thereto by the fair Grace and speech 
or the poor Suppliant, who by this 1 Eno || 
f ih here attending: Her Buſineſs looks in her 
Wich an importing Viſage, and ſhe told me 


In a ſweet verbal Brief, it did concern 
Tour Highneſs with ber ſelf. 


The King reads a Letter. 7 

his many Proteftations to marry me, his Wh | 
N I bluſh to (6 =o he won me. ey Bet 
Roſſilion a Widower, his Vows are 2 % nd oy my 
 Honbtur's paid to him. He ſtole from Florence, rabing no 
leave, and I follow him to this Country for Fuſticef. Grant it 
me, O Kmg, in you it beſt lyes, — a Seducerflouriſhes, 

' yous a poor . is undone. | | 


Len tuy we Son- in. Law in a * Tell 
| bim for this. VI] none of him. 4 : 


Ling. The Heav'ns have thought well ont 
To bring forth this diſcov'ry. Seek theſe Sutors. / 


| yo { ily, and bring again the Count. 
Euter Bertram. = = 

1 am afraid the Life of Hellen (Lady) | 

2 foully ſnatch d. r1 K 

Count. Now Juitice on the Doers. \ 


- King. 1 wonder, Sir, Wives are ſo monſtrous to you; 
And that you fly them as you ſwear to them; 
Yet you Fire to marry. What Woman's that}; 
* Enter Widow, and Diana. 1} 
N Dia. Jam, my Lord, a wretched Florentins, 75 
| | from the ancient Capiles ; h 


T 3 | My 


* 
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a3 Als Well that Enas well. . 
My Suit, as I do underſtand; you know, 
| And therefore know how far 1 may be pitied. 1 gn 
_ Vid. 1 am her Mother, Sir, whew Age and 3 
Both ſuffer under this Complaint | | 
And both ſhall ceaſe wh 1m gm your — 4 | 
King. Comehither, Count, rr know theſe Women 
Ber. My Lord, I neither can nor will deny 
But that I know / them; do they charge me further? 
Dia. Why do you look ſo -— 7; rn wiſed | 
Bey. She's none E mine, my Lord. * 
Dia. If you ſhall — 8 0600 
You give away this and chat i is mine; 
5 give away Heav'ns Vows, and thoſe are mine; 
— away my ſelf, which is known mine; 
For wp, Vow am ſo embodied yours, 
That 05 which marries you, muſt marry me, 


Either both or none. 
La. Your Reputation comes too ſhort for. my Daughter) 
you are no Husband for her. [To Bertram. 


- Ber. My Lord, this is a fond and deſperate Creature, | 
hom — I have Jaugh'd with: Let your Highneſs 
y a more noble Thought upon mine Honour, 

Than for to think that I would fink it here. 


King. Sir, for my Thoughts, you have them ill to friend 
Till your Deeds gain them fairer: Prove your ROO 


Then in my Thought it lyes 
Dia. Good my Lord, 

Ask bim —— Oath, if he does think 

He had not my Virginity. - ö 
King. What ſay ſt thou to her? | 
Ber. She's impudent, my Lord, 

And was a common Gameſter to the Camp. | 
Dia. He does me wrong, my Lord; if I were ſ@ +: ; 

He might have bought me at a common Price, 

Do not believe him. O behold this 

| Whoſe high Reſpect and rich Validity 

Did lack a Parallel: Let for all that 

He gave it 466:Commoner ot Camp, 
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Came. He bluſhes, and tis hit; if 0 
Offi 5 preceding g Anceftors, that Gmm j G 
erd by Teſtament to th ſequent Ie 
XN it been ow'd and worn. This is his wife, 

That Ring's a thouſand Proofs. ; | 
uce 


4 | King. Methought you ſaid 
4 "TT — here in 2 could _— 
I did; my Lord, but loath am to 
So bad an * his Name's Parolles.. not! 
C, 1 ſaw the Man to day, if Man he be. ien 
/ King. Find him, and him hither. 1 | | 
Lk ee; him? 1 1 
| s quoted for a moſt perfidious Slave, wud | 
With all the Spots o'th* World, tax d and deboſt 
Which Nature fickens with: But to ſpeak truth, 
Am 1, or that or this, for what he'll cer, 


. That will ſpeak any thing? Tb. 
d King. She hath that Ring of yours. | 
K Ber. 1 think ſhe has; certain it is 1 lik d her, 0 


And boarded her th wanton way of Youth: 
p. She knew her diſtance, and did angle of me, 
| Madding my eagerneſs with her reſtraint, 
As all Impediments in Fancy's Courſe 
4 Are Motives of more Fancy, and in fine, 
Her Inſuit coming with her modern _ ; 
Subdu'd me to her rate? ſhe got the Ring, 1 
And I had that which any Interior might | 
At Market Price have bought. | 
Dia. I muſt be patient: | 1, 
You that turn d off a firſt ſo noble Wife, 
[ May juſtly Diet-me. I pray you yet, 
Since ou lack Virine, I will loſe a Husband, 
I - Send your Ring, I will return it home, 
And give me mine again. 
Ber. I have it not. 1 
King. What Ring was yours, I ? : 
Dia. Sir, much like os fame bee, Finger : 
King. Know you this Ring, this Ring was his late! 
| Dia. And this was it I gave him, being a- bed. 


_ 
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449 All's well that Ends well. 
King. The Story then goes falſe, you threw it hind” 


Out of a Caſement; 
Eurer parolles. Jp = 


Ber. My Lord, I do confeſs the Ring was bers. 
King. You boggle ſhrewdly, every Feather ſtarts you: 
Is this the Man you ſpeak of? 
Dia. It is, my Lord. ö 
„Tell me, Sirrah, but tell me true, I charge you, 
Not fearing the Diſpleaſure of your Maſter, 


| 3 on hoe Juſt Proceeding I'll keep off; | 


y him and by this Woman here, what know you? 

wo So pleaſe your Majeſty, my Maſter hath been an 
honourable Gentleman. Tricks be hath had in him, which 
Gentlemen have. 

King. Come, come, to the purpoſe; Did he love * 
Woman? | 

Par. Faith, Sir, he did love her, but how! * 

Kmg. How, I pray you? 

Par. He did love her, Sir, as a Gentleman loves wo- 


King. How is that? 

Par. He lov'd her, Sir, and lord her mots 

King. As thou art a Knave, and no Knave; what an 
equivocal Companion is this ? 

Par. 1 am apoor Man, and at your Majeſty's command. 

. Laf. He's a good Drum, my Lord, but a e O. 
Tator: 
Dia. Do you know he promis'd me Marriage? 

Par. "Faith, I know more than Ill ſpeak. 

King. But wilt thou not ſpeak all thou know'ſt ? 


Par. Yes, ſo pleaſe your Majeſty. - 1 did go between 
them, as I ſaid; but more than 4 he loy'd her: For, 
indeed, he was mad for her, and talk'd of Sathan, 4 | 
of Limbo, and of Furies, and 1 know not what; 


J was in that Credit with them at that time, that l 


knew of theit going to'Bed, and of other Motions, as _ 
_ promiling her Marriage, and things that would derive | 
me lll · will to ſpeak of; therebure'1 will ell | 


I know. 


F 
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HIPs well that Ends well. 2 


Ring. Thou haſt rn 
ay they are married; but thou art too fine in th 8 
. | ee therefore Rand ade. * Ring, you 1 
yours = ti 
Dia. Ay, my good Lord. 1 
King. n it you? 
Dia. It was not given me, nor did I buy it. 
King. Who lent it you? 
Dia. It was not lent me neither. 
King. Where did you find it then? 
Dia. 1 found it not, 


ug. If it were youre by none of dl theſe wa 4 
| How could you give it him. [1 
Dia. I never gave it him. 


5 Laf. This — eaſie Glove, my Lord, he goes 
off and on-at pleaſure. 
King. This Ring was mine, I gave it his firſt W. 
> Dia. It might be yours, or hers, for ought I k 
4 King. Take her away, I do not like her mow, 
L To; Paton: with her: And away with him. 
| Dales thou tell' me where * 0 Jad this Ring,) { 
Thou dieſt within this Hour. 
N Dia. Il never tell yu. | 
I by et—por' er = -957 4#: 2 
"I P in Bail e 91 
Kix. — — 209.00 - _ 
Dia. By Fove, if ever I knew Man, 'twas you. 
. Wherefore haſt thou accus d him all this. while 
Dia. Becauſe he's guilty, and he is not guilty; | 4 
He knows I am no Maid; and he'll ſwear tot; 
All near I 2 and os 71 | 
Great am no Strum Late; 
I am Eb: Maid, or elſe e Man's Wife. bf 
[Pointing t 


King. She does abuſe our Ears; to Priſon with 
Dis. Good Mother, ferch my Bail. Stay, Royal Sir, 
. weller that owes the Ring is ſent on 59S 
ſnall. ſurety me. But for this ani! [ Bert. 
2 | 
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_ hath abus'd me, as be knows himſelf, 
Tho yet he never harm'd me, here 1 quit him, 
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442 rs mi Mobs Ends wall, 
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He knows himſelf my Bed be hath defitd, © 


And at that time he got his Wife with Child; 
Dead tho? ſhe be, ſhe feels her one kick: 


So there's my Riddle, one that's dead is gueſs. 
And now feel the meaning * 
As "Entes Helena and ni., MTS.» FE 
King. Is there no Exorciſt en AV 


Hel. No, my good Lord, 1 4 
"Tis but the ſhadow of a Wife you ſee, baren 1. a3 
The Name; and not the Thing, 4 


Per. Both, both, O pardon! Wii 


Hel. Oh, my good Lord, when I was like this Maid, 
1 found 1 —— kind; there is your Ring. 
And look you, here's your Letter: This it 194 9 
8 from my | Finger you can ger this Ring 

2 with Child, . This is — * 8 1 


1 or her dew ppear lain, and 2 
H it & not plain, eee | 5 
Deadly Divorce ſtep between me and you. 
O, my dear Mother, do I ſee. you living? 3 
Mine Eyes ſmell Onions, 1 weep anon: 
Tow Drum, lend me a Handkerchief, [To Parolles, 
So, I thank thee, wait on me home. III nmr. 
thee: Let thy Courteſies alone, they are ſcurvy ones. 
King. Let us from point ito point this Story know, - 
To make the even Truth in pleaſure flow: 40 
I thou beeſt yet a freſh uncropped Flower, ln Das 
Chuſe thou thy Husband, and II pay thy 3 15 
For I can that by thy honeſt Aid,- | 1: Gl 
Thou kep' 2 Wife ber ſelf thy ſelf a Mad: | it 
Of that and all the n 
Reſolvedly more leiſure ſhall expreſs: A 
n | "iS 
The bitter paſt, 7 TY 60 ſweet. 6 


41 


Bepuiles the truer Office of mine Eyes? F. 4 
:Js't real that I ſee? "e# 
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EPILOGU 


HE King's # Bagger, now the Play 1 12 
Allis well ended, if ibis Suit be won, & 


That you expreſs Content; which we will Pay, 
With ſtrife to pleaſe you, day exceeding day; 
Ours be your Patience then, and yours our Parts, 
Dur gentle Hands lend us, and take our "I 
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|. The Endof the Second Volume; | 


